This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized 
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the 
information in books and make it universally accessible. 

Google" books 

https://books.google.com 






V 





, 


ilrmrctmi Unibrr&itn. 




mwffl* 

Mm 




- 


■:< 





















' Digitized by 


Google 




t 



. Digitized by 


Google 






Digitized by 


Google 















(RECAP) 

096 / 

.P^SS' 

Y, 6'9- 6 0 


Digitized by v^iOOQLe 



* 



; ;?e m- 
Jj\ O 'Vi 


Digitized by 


Google 























Digitized by v^iOOQLe 









Digitized by v^iOOQLe 








PIN CUSHION. CHAIR SKAT. BORDERS, &c. &c. 


CONTENTS 


TO THE 

FIFTY-NINTH VOLUME 


FROM JANUARY TO JUNE, 1871, INCLUSIVE. 


Annie's Afghan—By A. M. Dana, - 221 

Aunt Jerusha’s Visit to Town—By Rosalie Gray, - 296 
A Marriage Notice—By E. B. Ripley, - 355 

A Useful Crinoline—By Emily II. May, ( Illustrated,) - 384 

Alphabet for Marking, ------- 389 

At Mrs. Hathaway's—By the author of “ Susy L-’s 

Diary,” - -- -- -- -- 420 

A Bit of Mystery—By Ella Rodman, - 439 


Border in Braid and Embroidery—By Mrs. Jane 

Weaver , (Illustrated,) .,85 

Borders for Children’s Dresses—By Mrs. Jane Woaver, 

(Illustrated ,).85 

Bessie Dean's Disappointment—By’Katharine M. Ware, 

( Illustrated ,).1W 

Banner Fire-Screen: In Applique, ... - 241 

Book- Mark for Church-Bible, etc., etc.—By Mrs. Jano 

Weaver, (Illustrated,) .388 

Border in Braid—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, ( Illustrated ,) 455 

Borders in Braid and Crochet—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, - 

( Illustrated ,).459 

Chinese Pin-Cushion—By Mrs. Jano Weaver, - 81 

Crochet Shawl—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, (Illustrated,) 83 
Clement Lester’s Wager—By Frank Lee Benedict, - 130 
Crochet-llood for Little^ Girl—By \Mrs. Jane Weaver, 

(Illustrated,) .164 


Children's Fashions, ( Illustrated ,) 91,172, 248, 323, 396, 462 


Case lor Photographs—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, (Illus¬ 
trated,) - - - - .... 238 

Caught in the Snow-Drifts—By Daisy Veutnor, - - 279 

Compensation—By Mrs. R. Harding Davis, author of 

“Margret Howth,”.286 

Capuchin Mantle and Hood—By Mrs. Jano Weaver, - 315 
Ca-e for Pocket-Comb—By Mr3. Jano Weaver, (Illus¬ 
trated,) * 387 

Cushion in Berlin Mosaic—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, 

(Illustrated,) - - - - - - - 388 

Corners for Turn-Over Collars—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, 

(Illustrated,) .- - 456 


Dress Trimming,.82 

Duster-Pocket—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, (Illustrated,) - 31T 
Design for Making a Luncheon-Cloth—By Mrs. Jane 

Weaver, (Illustrated,) .464 


Every-Day Dresses, Garments, etc.—By Emily H. May, 
(Illustrated,) - - - - 75,156, 234, 311, 380, 452 

Editor’s Table,- - 86,166, 242, 318, 390, 46ft 

Embroidered Morning-Slipper, ----- 1G2 
Embroidered Bag—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, - - - 164 

Embroidered Needle-Book—By Mrs. Jane Weavor, 

(Illustrated,) * .466 

Embroidered Bag—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, (Illus¬ 
trated^ . 288 


(51588$ 2 














II 


CONTENTS. 


Edging,. 

Embroidered Border for Table-Cover, - 
Ermeng&rde—By John E. Penrhyn, 
Embroidery on Flannel, ( Illustrated.) - 


161,163 j Mat in Astrakan Work—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, - 

- 241 | Medallion in Applique and Embroidery—By Mrs. Jane 

- 349 Weaver,. 

- 387 


Fashions for January, ( Illustrated ,) 
Fashions for February, ( Illustrated ,) • 
Fashions for March, ( Illustrated,) 
Fashions for April, ( Illustrated,) 
Fashions for May, ( Illustrated ,) 

Fashions for June, (Illustrated,) - 
Frank's Valentine—By Verno Argelyne, 


New Style Winter Casaque, with Diagram—By Emily 

- 90 H - May >.7* 

- 172 ^ ot and Tape Trimming—Mrs. Jane Weaver, (IUus- 

. 247 trated,) .78 

- 322 Nel1 ^ Derr >’—By the author of “ The Second Sight,” - 141 

- 395 No Choice Left—By Frank Lee Benedict, - 201, 271, 343 

- 463 Not °-P* i P 0 ’ r Case—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, (Illustrated,) 237 

- 116 New Style Bodice—By Emily II. May, ( Illustrated,) * 239 

Names for Marking,. 165, 317, 457 

; Needle-Book—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, (I llustrated,) - 386 


Garter in Tricot and Crochet—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, j 
(Illustrated,) - - - ■. 457 j 


How Fred Found a Wife—By Mrs. M. A. Denison, - 29 

Homo, Sweet Home”—By the author of “ Cobwebs,” 

etc., etc., (Illustrated,) . 113 

Handkerchief Corner, ( Illustrated ,) - 237 

Housewife—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, ( Illustrated,) - 241 

How Dell Fell Into Love—By Carrie D. Beebe, (Illus¬ 
trated,) .267 

nigh Bodice and Basque—By Emily H. May, - - 313 


* In Spite of Themselves”—By MiBS F. Hodgson, Author 

'of “Kathleen’s Love-Story,”.59 

In Quarantine—By Ella Rodman, .... 13 © 

Infant's Boot—By Mrs. Jano Weaver, (Illustrated,) - 330 
Infant’s Basket—By Mrs. Jane'Weaver, (Illustrated,) - 454 

Insertions, ( Illustrated ,).458 

Initial in Satin Stitch, (Illustrated,) ... 459 


Our New Cook-Book, - - 86 , 170, 246, 321, 392, 462 

Our Trip to Long Branch—By Ethel Galo, - - - 411 

“ Our Town Cousin”—By Frank Lee Benodict, (Illus¬ 
trated,) . 414 

Our Fat Friend,—By Daisy Yentnor, .... 434 


Prince Charming Comes to Town—By Daisy Ventnor, 

38,120 

Polly—By Mrs. R. Harding Davis, Author of “ Morgrot 

Ilowth,” ---- . . . . 49 

Philip—By a New Contributor, 55 

Pocket for Noodlework—By Mrs. Jano Weaver. (Illus¬ 
trated,) .85 

Plaiting* fjr Drcss-Trimmiuji—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, 

(Illustrated.) - - -. 318 

Pocket for Tatting—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, - - - 389 


Review of New Books, 87,167, 243, 319, 391, 461 


JarPs Daughter—By Min F. Hodgson, anthor of 
“ Kathleen '8 Love Story,” - 
Jenny Tracy's First German—By John Jackson, - 


208 Soffi-Cu 9 hion—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, (Illustrated,) 
- 421 

Stand-up Collars—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, 


Knitted Comforter—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, (Illus¬ 
trated) . ... 

Knitting Needle-Case—By Mrs. Jano Weaver, (Illus¬ 
trated,) . 


Mbs TTcpzibiah’s Parrot—By Prank Lee Benedict, 

(Illustrated,) . 

Mos.uc Pateh-Work—By Mrs. Jan# Woaver, 


1C1 The Reigning Bello—By Mrs. Ann S. Stephens, 

07, 149, 228, 306, 373, 444 

162 Tent Pen-Wiper—By Mrs. Jano Weaver, ( Illus¬ 
trated,) .80 

Traveling Button, Needle-Case, etc.—By Mrs. Jane 

Weaver, (Illustrated,) . 159 

The Temptation—By Jane Hanley, - - - - 191 

31 The Jon? 3 ville Quire—By Josiah Allen’s Wife, - - 219 

82 The Story of n 8 tring of Pearls—By Margaret Meert, - 306 


Digitized by 


Google 















CONTENTS. 


Ill 


The Way to Win Him—By Emma Garrison Jones. - 339 
The Croquet Slippers—By Laura Melville, - 300 

The Paris Paletot—By Emily IL May, - 465 

Trimming for Dress—By Emily li. May, ( Illustrated ,) 458 


Velvet Work-Pocket—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, (Illus- 


trmUdL) .82 

Wash-Stand—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, ( Illustrated) - 163 

WIudow-Blind in Mosaic—By Mrs. Jane Weaver, ( TUus- 

tratedy ) - - .315 

Woman's Rights—By Mary P. Nauman, - - - 367 


Young Lady,8 Winter Jacket—By Emily H. May, 

( IUmtraUdy) .... - 159 


POETRY. 


Adrift—By Annie Nugent,.51 

A Sunset—By Eben E. Rexford,.119 

All Day Long—By R. L. C., - - - * - - 155 

AngelB—By Julia Stratton, 285 

A Lover’s Song—By Eben Rexford, - 438 

By the Orchard-Gate—By J. P. Trowbridge, - - 207 

Boy Blawing Bubbles—By Henry J. Vernon, ( Illus¬ 
trated.) .278 

Closer Than a Brothor—By Sarah Doudney, - - 115 

Disenchanted—By Mrs. Ellen M. Mitchell, - 372 

Flowers—By Matthias Barr, ------ 305 

Her Name—By Ella Wheeler, - - 193 

Heaven—By Ella Wheeler,.295 

tn the Church-Yard—By Mrs. B. A. Louden, - - 58 

Ideal and Real—By Mrs. Clara B. Heath, ... 310 

Light and Dnrkneee—By E. D. Constance, - - - 483 


Mountain Laurel—By Mattie Winfield Torrey, - - 12£ 

Milton at the Organ—By T. C. Irwin, - - 155 

Madeline—By Girtie Johnson, - - - . / . 27S1 

My Castles in Spain—By Alexander A. Irvine, - *- 3-12 

Once More!—By Mattie Winfield Torry, • - - 37 

Oh, Deathless Land!—By Addie A. Searle, - 285 

Onward! Still Onward—By D. Noel Randolph, - - 348 

Our Darling’s Grave—By A. F. Adams, ... 4£5 

Pleasant Sounds—By A. S. Ellis,.374 

Proposal—By Mrs. Ellen M. Mitchell, - - - - 425 

Rest—By Helen A. Rains,.45 

Revelation—22nd Chapter, 14th Verse—By Mrs. Clara 

B. Heath,.145 

Sonnet—By A. H. Hill,.30 

Sonnet—By T. C. Irwin,.350 

The Voice of the Wind—By Sarah Doudney, 68 

“There Shall be No Night There”—By Charles J. 

Peterson,.60 

To a Friend—By Mary W. Mickles, - - - - 115 

The Snow—By Mrs. Ellen M. Mitchell, - - - 135 

The Dying Wife—By Annie Marvell, - 148 

The Snow-Birds’ Soug—By Marie S. Ladd, - 193 

The Mother and Infant—By Helen Roberts, - - 200 

The Spidor’s Dream—By Mrs. S. P. Meserve iiuy.:«. - 218 
The Brooklet—By Matthias Barr, .... 227 

To Live or to Die—By Lauro Bateman. - - - 233 

The Evening Stars of 1870.to the Evening Stars of 1871 

—By Elizabeth Bouton, .... 270 

Teach Me to Forget—By Ellen Stanhope. - - 354 

The Silent City—By Anna L. Lear, - - 410 


STEEL ENGRAVINGS. 
Gtasie'B Pet. 

Fashions for January, colored. 
Momma’s Head Nurse. 

Fashions for February, colored. 
Charlie in Trouble. 

Fashions for March, oolored. 
Blowing Bubbles. 

Fashions for April, colored. 
Claribel. 

Fashions for May, colored. 

The Spring of Life. 

Fashions for June, colored. 


Digitized by LnOOQle 









COLORED ENG AT IN GS. 


MUSIC. 


Pin-Cushion—Chair-Seat—Borders, etc., etc. 

Mat in Astrakan Work. 

Banner Fire Screen, In Applique. 

Capuchin Mantle and Hood—Back and Front. 

Book-Mark for Large Church-Bible, IIjmn Book, or Prayer 
Book. 

Monogram for Luncheon-Cloth. 


Good Luck March. 

I’ve No Mother, Now I’m Weeping. 
Put Your Shoulder to the Wheel. 
Won’t You Tell Me Why, Robin? 
The Merry Heart. 

Jupiter Galop. 


FULL PAGE WOOD ENGRAVINGS. 
Coasting. 

Aunt IIepzibah’8 Parrot. 

“Home, Sweet nome.’’ 

Bessie Dean’s Disappointment. 

How Dell Fell in Love. 

The Deer Among the Fern. 

“ Our Town Cousin,’’ 


WOOD ENGRAVINGS. 

January Number, Seventy-Six Engravings. 
February Number, Forty Engravings. 
March Number, Forty-one Engravings. 
April Number, Thirty-Six Engravings. 

May Number, Thirty-Eight Engravings, 
June Number, Forty-Seven Engravings. 


Digitized by CnOOQie 






Digitized by v^iOOQLe 



























































Digitized by v^iOOQLe 




Jr 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS FOR JANUARY. DRESS-CAP PANNIER. 


Digitized by v^iOOQLe 






















Digitized by 


Google 
















WM/m 








GRAY REPS COSTUME—FRONT AND BACK. WHITE CLOTH BASQUE. BLACK SILK BASQUE. 


Digitized by CnOOQle 








































































Digitized by 


oogle 















































































































mm 


PIN^CUSUION, DR F.SS TRIMMING. NEW DESIGNS IN TAPESTRY WORK. EMBROIDERIES ON PIQUE. 


r • til- 

v\ ... 

: vy 



i* j B 
■ 

Ual 

3 |KX 


■MBB 


■f 

. -- —.A,— 

P* 




























00 00 ttc K MA&GM* 

Composed and Arranged for the ' Fiano-Forte. 

BY CARL FAUST. 


As published by SJU*. WINNER, A SON, 1003 Spring Garden St., Philadelphia. 























































*ttiu 




























































































PETERSON’S MAGAZINE 


Vol. LIX. PHILADELPHIA, JANUARY, 1871. No. 1. 


HOW FRED FOUND A WIFE. 

BY MRS. M. A. DENISON. 


Fred Badger was considered, in common 
parlance, a “catch.” Wealthy, high-toned, a 
rising lawyer, everybody courted him. He had 
passed his twenty-eighth year in the vain hope 
of finding some paragon who would enchain his 
senses, and prove to be his ideal. In the search 
after this yet undiscovered perfection, he had 
become weary. At last, one early summer day, 
he found himself at Maplewood, a beautiful vil¬ 
lage among the hills. He was delighted with 
its surroundings, and resolved to remain for a 
day or two at the little Inn. 

To his amazement he found fruit for break¬ 
fast, though it was still June. “’Tis like 
living in Paris,”, he said, to himself, sipping 
his coffee. “These strawberries are the best I 
ever ate,” he remarked, to the landlady. “Do 
they grow in your garden ?” 

“Oh, no! these are some that Miss. Stainely 
raised. We’ve a young lady here who has a 
fine garden, and we buy of her, because we 
always get the best,” said the hostess. “Her 
father died last year; he was a clergyman, and 
left nothing but the house and garden. Miss 
Stainely supports her mother and herself.” 

“Miss Stainely must be quite a genius,” 
said Fred, taking up his paper. 

“Indeed, she is! her garden is a sight to be 
seen. They send for miles around for her 
fruits and flowers.” 

“An old maid, I presume,” muttered Fred. 

“No, indeed; as fresh and blooming a young 
lady, and as well-mannered as you could wish 
to see. Everybody loves Miss Stainely.” 

Fred smiled to himself, and soon forgot Miss 
Stainely. But some hours after, when out for 
a walk, he saw a little brown cettage that 
arrested his attention by its pictnresqueness. 
There was a vine-covered poroh, with the Wis¬ 
teria climbing up all the corners, and there 
were great double roses, full of sweet odors, 
blushing beside the pretty entrance. 

Vol. LIX.—2 


Just then a little boy came out of the gate 
with a basket of strawberries. 

“Pray, my lad,” said Fred, “who lives 
here?” 

“Miss Stainely, sir,” was the answer. 

Fred glanced again at the strawberries. They 
looked doubly beautiful now that he knew a 
young lady, and one said to be pretty, had 
picked them. He wondered if her fingers were 
fair. Then he laughed to himself at the folly 
of such an idea. 

Suddenly a voice sounded so near that it 
startled him. 

“Please bring me my pruning-shears, Janey; 
this vine needs attention,” it said. 

“Heavens! is she strong enough to wield 
them?” thought Fr^d, with a sort of horror. 

“Ah! the poor little things! how I hate to 
cut them! But they must go,” said the voice. 
And Fred noticed how caressing and tender, 
how soft, low, and womanly the voice was. 
“And here’s my darling little Concord,” the 
voice went on, “putting out such tiny, moist 
buds! I gave it up a week ago, and came near 
cutting it down; how glad I am I spared it.” 

By this time Fred was in an agony to see 
the lips from which proceeded such sweet 
sounds. At that moment a gentle-faced, elderly 
woman appeared at the back door, and said, 

“Rose, dear, the sun is getting too hot.” 

“Yes, mother,” was the reply; and a slight, 
girlish figure, the face completely shaded by 
a large garden-hat, came blithely forward, 
sprang up the steps, and vanished. 

“Rose! Whai a pretty name!” mused Fred, 
more interested than he had ever found him¬ 
self before. “And such a little creature. I 
had fancied her large and masculine in faee 
and figure. Pshaw! what a fool I am! What 
is the girl to me?” 

True, what was she to him? It was very 
ftrange that her voice haunted him so. A little 
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country-girl who sold vegetables—he would 
not think of her again. 

But the next day, almost before he knew it, 
he found himself sauntering toward the brown 
cottage. As he came near, there was a sound 
of music; a piano-forte, well played; the “ Wed- 
ding March,” his favorite! Ho stopped, thun- 
v derstruck. What did it mean? Could the hands 
that dug and weeded elicit such harmonious 
chords? 

Presently the music ceased. 

“ She must go out and pull radishes,” laughed 
Fred, nervously to himself. 

Then a bright thought struck him. She sold 
berries, seedlings, slips. Why not sell some 
to him? He would, at least, ask her. 

You see, Fred was a bold fellow, and no 
“faint-hearted” coward. In a moment he was 
ushered into a room, which, at first glance, he 
took for a habitation of the fairies. Hanging- 
baskets, rustic frames, vines trained over every 
window; a little grotto of moss and shell- 
work in one corner; bookcases, tastefully orna¬ 
mented ; the piano, with one of the most beau¬ 
tiful covers he had ever seen in his life; the 
carpet like* a bed of ferns; the chairs and 
tables quaint in their fashioning. 

Miss Rose Stainely came in. She was neither 
blonde nor brunette. She had charming large, 
gray eyes, under straight lashes; and lips 
just large enough and sweet enough to match 
the voice Fred had heard. The man’s brain 
was in a whirl. Never had he been less self- 
possessed. 

But in a moment he came to his senses. 
Fred had that rarest of all gifts, personal mag¬ 
netism; his smile was sweetness itself; and 
his brown eyes were full of expression. He 
was famous for his tact. With a low bow, he 
stated his errand. 

Rose, at first, was shy. She seemed to sus¬ 
pect the truth, and withdrew within herself. 
But Fred, who really knew a great deal about 
flowers, soon beguiled her into a conversation 
about them. Before long, Rose was all enthu¬ 
siasm. Her eyes sparkled, her cheeks bright¬ 


ened, as she talked of her favorite roses. By- 
and-by, Fred happened 'to mention a friend of 
his, in New York, who was very fond of flowers. 
“ It is for her I wish these specimens,” he said. 
“Mrs. Stanton, though a fashionable lady, is 
really an enthusiast about roses. Her love for 
them is not a eliam, as with so many others; 
she really means what she says.” 

Rose caught her breath, and drew a step 
nearer, for she and Fred had been standing 
all this time. 

“Mrs. Stanton, did you say?” she cried, 
with new animation. “Mrs. John Stanton?” 

Fred nodded assent. 

“Oh! how glad I am!” she continued. “The 
Stantons were such old friends of father. 
Mother! Mother!” and she ran impulsively 
to the door, and called Mrs. Stainely, “hero is 
a gentleman who knows the Stantons.” Then, 
seeing the eyes of Fred fixed on her, in un¬ 
disguised admiration, she blushed rosy red. 

Mrs. Stainely came in, and Fred formally 
introduced himself. The three were at home 
together from that moment. They talked of 
the Stantons first, then of flowers, and then of 
music. Fred begged for the “ Wedding March,” 
and then played himself (his touch was ex¬ 
quisite) a “Cradle Song.” 

What happy, happy days followed! Soon, 
Fred became a privileged guest. Rose grew 
more lovely, in his eyes, every day. A fairy, 
with her bright, brown curls, and yet a lady, 
too, Rose was as sweetly and innocently her¬ 
self as if there had never been prudes or co¬ 
quettes in the world. 

It was a long wooing, nevertheless, for Rose 
was too wise to give her heart until she was 
sure her suitor was worthy of it. I am afraid 
Fred’s wealth, at first, was against him. But 
love works wonders. 

There is not a happier wife, now, in all New 
York, than Rose, nor a more distinguished 
leader of society. In summer, she and Fred go 
back to Maplewood; and Rose is as fond of 
flowers and fruits as ever. But she is fondest 
by far of Fred. 


SONNET. 

BT A. H. HILL. 


You flay that now there is enough of song, 
Enough of music floating on the earth, 

So bounteous is tho store, so rare tho worth 
Of those full notes that through the ages long 
From poets’ graves Into our memory throng. 

As fresh as in tho hour that gave them hirth; 
And surely, God be thanked, there is no dearth 


Of strains that melt or make the spirit strong. 

Yet, though the night hang all her shirs on high, 
No loss tho glow-worm lights her slouder ray, 
Nor less the linnet on his covert spray 
Pipes, though a thousand songsters mount the sky: 
So must full hearts have utterance, and in rhyme 
Breathe out their music to the eud of time. 
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BT FRANK LE 

Lb-tty Carle was an orphan. First, her 
mother d^ed. Then her father, after waiting 
a year, had married again, and died, soon 
after, insolvent. The second wife had pro¬ 
perty of her own, but she was a handsome 
woman yet, capable of burying a third hus¬ 
band, and did not choose to be burdened with 
the charge of a penniless and pretty girl, nor 
had the pai* known each other long enough to 
have even a respectable mutual regard. 

So Mrs. Earle wrote privately to Miss Honey- 
wood, who lived in England, but who was the 
nearest bicod relation of Letty’s. By return 
of mail there came a foreign epistle to Letty, 
in a very crabbed hand, pleasantly ignoring 
Mrs. Earle in a way which made that lady’s 
blood boil. 

“I have learned that yon are alone,” wrote 
Miss Hepzibah; “you are my sole living rela¬ 
tive, though you know nothing about me, ex¬ 
cept by name. I saw your mother once, and 
liked her; perhaps I shall like you. At all 
events, I am the proper person for you to live 
with, as I am your father’s second cousin. You 
want to earn your living, I am told. Very 
well—you shall. I’ll give you fifty pounds a 
year for reading to me, humoring me, and pet¬ 
ting my parrot. Come at once. Enclosed you 
will find a draft to pay your passage. While 
I write, it comes over me that I may be fond of 
you: so come without delay, and consider me 
what I really mean to be, 

“Your affectionate aunt> 

“ Hepzibah Honeywood.” 

Letty bade her step-mother a decent fare¬ 
well, and sailed for Great Britain. But she 
did not go in a steamer. Her father had been 
a ship-owner; and the captain of a fast clipper, 
which Mr. Earle had once owned, learning of 
her proposed voyage, asked her to go with him, 
under care of his wife. The offer was too kind 
to be refused. The weather was heavenly, as 
weather in June ought to be; Letty as well and 
hungry as if sailing on a pond; the captain’s 
wife, a dear old soul; few passengers, all agree¬ 
able, and one of them something more—at least 
to Letty. 

His name was Stanley Goodrich; he was 
twenty-three, handsome, enthusiastic, and 
gifted; bound for Rome to make fame and 
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fortune as a sculptor. Naturally, on ship¬ 
board, he could not pursue his labors; he was 
not sea-sick, had a great deal of leisure time 
on his hands, and Letty being about the pret¬ 
tiest creature he had ever-set eyes on, he pro¬ 
ceeded to fall over head and ears in love with 
her, as he ought. 

The voyage was expected to take nineteen 
days. They met with some sort of accident— 
I shall not try to tell what, being no sailor, 
nor would you understand if I explained—and 
exactly thirty-five days, seven hours and fif¬ 
teen minutes elapsed before they landed at the 
Liverpool docks. You will admit that this was 
a sufficient interval for two young people to 
get very deep into the most delicious romance 
ever a poet devised. 

Miss Hepzibah was an old maid, and lived 
in a quiet cathedral town, in a gloomy house, 
on an eminently respectable street—and there 
the captain’s wife deposited my heroine. Stan¬ 
ley Goodrich went on to London; it would never 
do for him to present himself before the spin¬ 
ster until Letty had time to prepare her a little. 

Altogether, it was a rather depressed young 
woman who stood on the 6teps of Miss Honey- 
wood’s dingy old house, with her trunks about 
her, and rang the bell. The captain’s wife 
was eager to visit a sick relative, who lived in 
the town, and only waited to see Letty disap¬ 
pear inside the vestibule before she drove off. 

A telegram from Liverpool had apprised Miss 
Hepzibah of her niece’s safe arrival, that she 
might not be taken by surprise. A puffy, old 
man, in livery, admitted Letty; a tidy, cheerful 
maid smiled a welcome, and conducted her 
up stairs into the drawing-room, Letty feeling 
sadly nervous at the prospect of the meeting 
before her. 

As she crossed the threshold, a shrill voice 
saluted her with these remarkable words, 

“ Hurray for England! No cold meat for me— 
I’m not poor relations’ Thunder and Mars! 
Now I lay me down to sleep—one, two, three— 
pop! Hurray!” 

That could hardly be Miss Hepzibah’s wel¬ 
come, odd as Letty was prepared to find her. 

“It’s only the parrot, Miss,” explained the 
maid. “Please to sit down, and I’ll tell 
misses.” 

“Waterloo! No humbug!” screamed the 
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MISS hepzibah's parrot. 


parrot. “I’ll swear in a minute. Oh, my 
back!” 

“Stop your noise!” ordered the maid. 
“You’re wickeder than ever to-dny.” 

“Hurray for our side!” retorted the parrot. 

The maid went out, and Letty sat rather 
drearily staring at the bird, who perched him¬ 
self on one foot and regarded her with an evil 
eye half shut. 

“ More softly—speak low, girls must remem¬ 
ber that,” croaked the parrot; and Letty could 
not help feeling it was a sentence taught him 
for her special benefit. “Got a secret?” he 
screamed, so abruptly that Letty started and 
turned red. “Ha! ha!” laughed the bird, 
ending in a shrill scream, so fiendish that her 
blood suddenly ran cold. 

“ So you’ve come—that’s right,” said another 
voice. “You wasted money on the telegraph— 
all wrong.” 

Letty turned and saw a portly, round-faced 
old lady, with a mingled expression of fretful¬ 
ness and humor in her countenance. 

“I’m glad to see you,” pursued aunt Hep- 
zibah. “Kiss me once; don’t muss my collar.” 

Letty obeyed timidly, and the parrot called, 

“No humbug! Mind your eye.” 

“There’s wisdom,” said aunt Hepzibah, ap¬ 
provingly. “My dear, kissing is humbug.” 

“Shiver my-” began the parrot. 

“Take care, sir! Remember the quill!” 
cried aunt Hepzibah, warningly, and explained 
to Letty. “He was given me by a naval officer, 
and sometimes, to this day, he will use bad 
words, then he gets beaten—eh, Poll?” 

“Oh, my back!” grumbled the parrot. 

After a brief conversation between the newly- 
met relatives, conducted in short, terse sen¬ 
tences on Miss Hepzibah’s side, which reminded 
Letty of the bird’s style of conversation, Letty 
was shown to her room, told to come back in 
exactly twenty minutes, and was dismissed with 
a few words, which gave her the first pleasant 
sensation. 

“ You look like your mother,” said aunt Hep- 
zibah. “I was fond of her, only she would go 
off to America instead of living with me.” 

Letty found her boxes awaiting her in the 
pretty, excruciatingly neat chamber, to which 
she was shown by the maid, and was careful 
not to transgress on the time Miss Hepzibah 
had set. 

“ That’s right,” said the spinster, when she 
appeared; “I like punctuality.” 

Letty had been rather spoiled all her life, 
and though she meant to be dutiful, she wanted 
it understood that she had ideas of her own. 


“I shall try to please you,” she said; “but 
I am impatient and quick, and in a good many 
things used to judging for myself.” 

“Gifls!” screeched the parrot. * 

“You’re an American,” observed Miss Hep¬ 
zibah, quietly, as if that explained everything. 
“Sit down. Will you pour the tea? Little 
girl, I mean to like you, but let’s begin straight. 
We arc strangers; I am going to pay you liber- J 
ally, so you will have no feeling of dependence. 
But you’re my relation—I’m the oldest and 
wisest; you must listen to me and trust my 
judgment.” 

“That’s the ticket!” observed the parrot, 
sleepily. 

“Will you be quiet?” cried Miss Hepzibah, 
wrath fully. 

No,” said the parrot; “no! Never! Hur¬ 
ray ! Shiver my-” 

“ If you don’t stop I’ll quill you,” threatened 
Miss Hepzibah; and tho bird went to sleep 
grumbling. 

“ Solomon wasn’t wiser,” observed Miss nep- 
zibah, “and in point of morals, not to be com¬ 
pared! Where was I?” 

She jogged her memory, and a long talk 
ensued, varied by frequent interruptions from 
the parrot. Letty distinctly understood what 
her life was to be. Breakfast with Miss Hep¬ 
zibah— an hour’s reading aloud—stitching— 
early dinner—more reading—a nap—a w T alk 
or drive with Miss Hepzibah—tea; on Tuesday 
evenings a whist-party; on Thursday night a 
similar festivity at a friend’s house. The pros¬ 
pect was not inviting, especially as Miss Hep¬ 
zibah cheerfully assured her there were only 
two girls in her whole circle of acquaintance, 
and not a man under fifty. 

Letty was not in the least a deceitful girl— 
she had too much moral courage for that; but 
it was difficult to break to Miss Hepzibah the 
precious secret of her life. It was not only 
that the spinter was opposed to marriage, but 
Letty knew that even the most favorably dis¬ 
posed old maid would be shocked at learning 
she had absolutely engaged herself to a man 
| whom she had only known thirty-five days and 
; some odd hours, lifetime as it appeared to the 
j girl when she looked back over those blessed 
; weeks. 

; In the meantime she must write to Stanley, 

I as she had promised; besides, he would come 
! down to the place as soon as he had dispatched 
! his business in London; he would insist on 
| seeing her—here was a dilemma in the very 
I outset. 

| Letty’s new existence began, and before the 
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week was over had settled so completely into 
its dull routine, that long, weary years seemed 
to hive passed since the house-door shut out 
the sight of the sea-captain’s wife, severing 
her from the last person connected with the 
soft memories of that charmed voyage. 

At last one struggle Letty made—go out daily 
by herself for a brisk walk she must and would; 
and Miss Hepzibah, noticing that she was grow¬ 
ing pale and thin, gave in rather ungraciously, 
in spite of a warning from the parrot, who list¬ 
ened attentively to the conversation, and sud¬ 
denly called out, 

“Mischief! Mischief! These girls!” 

Letty began to believe the bird a feathered 
demon, and absolutely to hate him; but she 
gained her point. 

The kindly Fate, which watches over young 
lovers, sent her out for her first solitary ram¬ 
ble at exactly the right instant—she met Stan¬ 
ley Goodrich just arrived and hurrying toward 
the house. There are in existence the records 
of so many conversations, under similar cir¬ 
cumstances, that I forbear to quote the long 
talk which took place on this occasion. 

It was finally decided by Stanley that he 
should take the painful business out of Letty’s 
hands, and himself try to bring Miss Hepzibah 
to a recognition of their plans. 

“We ask so little,” Stanley said; “the pri¬ 
vilege of corresponding during the year I am 
in Italy—if I could only claim you at once, my 
darling! She can learn everything about me 
from my relatives in London. Just leave me 
to arrange—she can’t be a bit of granite, you 
know.” 

Letty’s hopes were by no means buoyant. 
She thought the avowal might end in her aunt’s 
casting her off completely, ns Miss Hepzibah 
had done once before where a young woman she 
had befHended was concerned. Marriage, for 
the present, was out of the question; the most 
enthusiastic affection must have something to 
live on; and a loving pair cannot exist under 
an umbrella, even in dear, delightful Italy. 
Of course, Stanley was to win fame and money 
in a shorter space of time than any man ever 
did outside a sensation novel; but even one of 
such heroes requires a couple of years, and 
during that time Letty must remain with her 
aunt, for she was neither a genius, or strong- 
minded; unfitted by her luxurious life to be a 
governess, and not likely to develop suddenly 
a voice so wonderful (as girls in books do) that 
she would turn out the most remarkable opera- 
singer in Europe before two months were gone. 

The next morning Letty, really and honestly, 


lay in bed with a nervous headache, and Miss 
Hepzibah and the parrot had the drawing-room 
to themselves. 

Up came the trim maid with Stanley Good¬ 
rich’s card, 

“ The young gentleman wants to see Miss 
Letitia, ma’am”—for the pretty diminutive of 
the name was forbidden in that house. 

“The young gentleman wants to see Miss 
Letitia?” repeated Miss Hepzibah, irately, 
glaring first at the pasteboard, then at the 
maid, while the parrot shrieked appositely, 

“Oh, my eyes!” 

“Yes’m,” said Tippet, with a curtsey. 

“Go down and tell him Miss Letitia doesn’t 
know any young gentleman,” said Miss Hep¬ 
zibah. “It’s like his impudence!” 

“Like his impudence!” echoed the parrot. 
“Oh, my back!” for his mistress raised the 
quill ominously. 

“No,” said she, on second thoughts, “show 
him up. I’ll see him—-—” 

“What a go!” interrupted the parrot. 

Miss Hepzibah relieved her feelings by be¬ 
stowing the long-threatened castigation on the 
bird, and being out of his cage at the time, he 
flew down and dexterously nipped her ankle 
in return; then placidly allowed himself to be 
shut up in bis gilded prison, after informing 
her that she was “a son of a sea-cook.” By 
the time she secured the bird, Stanley Good¬ 
rich was shown in, and with her temper and 
her ankle both inflamed, Miss Hepzibah turned 
on him like a dragon. 

“You’re Mr. Stanley Goodrich?” said she. 

“ I am, madam,” and he looked so handsome 
that the retreating Tippet wondered her mis¬ 
tress could have the heart to glower at him in 
that fashion. 

“And I’m Miss Hepzibah Honeywood,” con¬ 
tinued the spinster; and I don’t know any 
reason why you and I should meet.” 

“We're in for it!” croaked the parrot 

“Permit me to explain,” Stanley began; but 
she cut him short without ceremony. 

“Are you an American?” she asked. 

“I am, madam,” once more. 

“ Then you write for the newspapers?” pur¬ 
sued she. “All Americans write for the news¬ 
papers, and, let me tell you, I don’t wish to 
. serve as a topic, if I am an Englishwoman and 
an old maid.” 

“That’s the ticket—in the Bay of Biscay, 
0!” chanted the demoniac parrot. 

“ I can plead guiltless of the charge,” Stan¬ 
ley said, laughing; and his laugh was very 
pleasant to hear, but it did not soften Miss 
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Ilcpzibah’s grimness a bit. “I have the plea¬ 
sure of knowing your niece, Miss Earle, and I 
oalled to see her.” 

“And you Bee me instead,” returned Miss 
Hepzibah, looking as obstinate as a Hindoo 
idol* 

“Bite her neck,” suggested the parrot, and 
Stanley longed to do it, but kept charmingly 
respectful. 

He went on to explain that being a friend of 
Letty’s, he had ventured to call to inquire after 
her health. 

“ I have the pleasure of informing you that 
her health is good,” said Miss Hepzibah. “She 
still has headaches—the remains of that horrid 
American climate; she’s got one this morning, 
and is in bed.” 

Poor Stanley was so alarmed that he forgot 
his assumed composure, and began to talk so 
fast that in three minutes the sharp old maid 
understood the whole of his secret, and flew 
out at him so violently, that in order to keep 
her from worrying the entire truth out of Letty 
and causing her to suffer, he told her plainly 
that he loved her niecp, and was there to ask 
her good offices. lie gave her a straightfor¬ 
ward account of himself—his English relatives 
—his prospects—his intended journey to Rome, 
and she heard him through. 

“Now I’ll speak,” said she. “You want my 
countenance, do you? My niece is under a 
business contract to me for two years, during 
that time you’ll not see her, nor write a letter 
that shall ever reach her—at the end, she may 
choose between you and me! Love and no 
dinner with you, or a good home with me, and 
twenty thousand pounds at my death.” 

“Hepzibah Honey wood, spinster!” shouted 
the parrot. “Oh, my!” 

Stanley expostulated—pleaded—upbraided! 
Miss Hepzibah made short work with him, and 
bowed him out of the room, and the parrot 
called derisively, 

“English oak forever; down with Yankee 
Doodle!” 

That day not a word was said to Letty. The 
next morning Miss Hepzibah made a short 
summary of the case. 

“ You’re under contract to me for two years,” 
she said; “ any communication with that young 
man violates it. I’ll take care you don’t; after 
that, choose for yourself.” 

The very same night, when Letty went to 
bed, she found a little note from her lover hid¬ 
den under the toilet-cushion, and Tippet looked 
so preternaturally innocent and correct, that 
Letty dared not even look her thanks. 


A week went by; more notes from Stanley— 
hints at a change; but she was too sick at 
heart to have any power to hope. The dreary 
round continued; the lonely walks were for¬ 
bidden; and finally, Letty felt that it would be 
better to go back to America and starve, rather 
than endure it. Only she knew it would not 
be right; Miss Hepzibah might be unjust, but 
she was her sole relative, and it was her duty 
to obey the spinster, since Providence had 
pointed out only this mode of life. 

Miss Hepzibah was perfectly kind in every 
other respect, but Letty could not forgive her; 
and the parrot grew into an object of such 
detestation, that she often felt his horrible 
sarcasms and mocking laughter would drive 
her to desperation. 

Never one syllable of confidence passed be¬ 
tween herself and Tippet. Indeed, the girl 
avoided her, and was rather sulky than other¬ 
wise in the performance of her duties; yet the 
little notes several times mysteriously appeared 
at bed-time under the toilet-cushion, and made 
the one gleam of sunshine about the poor girl. 
Two years of such a life—it made Letty turn 
sick and faint to think of it! Everything con¬ 
nected with her new home was distasteful; the 
quiet; the horrible oppression of living by* 
rule; the monotonous drives; the wearisome 
card-parties; and, worse than all, the parrot! 
And if Stanley should have to wait for suc¬ 
cess, how could she let him burden himself 
with a wife? She was not afraid for her own 
sake; but to stand in his way—hamper his 
genius—make his life a round of oppressive 
care, the bare idea was unendurable! 

In the meantime Fate and her lover were 
waiting their chance—I am afraid aided by 
that hypocrite Tippet, although Tippet was 
unusually serious, and went to church bo fre¬ 
quently that her fellow-servants were edified 
by her gush of goodness, and felt themselves 
very miserable objects in the presence of such 
rectitude and patience. 

• For two days the parrot had been surpris¬ 
ingly serious and taciturn. His wisdom was so 
unbounded that it is quite probable he had a 
warning of what was in store—of the tempta¬ 
tion about to be thrown in his path, and to 
which he would yield, even as the wise man 
yielded in his day. 

At least, the guilty Tippet, furtively watch¬ 
ing him as she dusted the drawing-room, was 
inclined to believe so, and each time he opened 
his hooked beak, trembled lest he should ex¬ 
pose the whole plot. 

It was a Wednesday morning, as common- 
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place and gray a one as even England can 
produce, and Mins Hepzibah. with no premo¬ 
nition of the blow that awaited her, sat at 
work in the drawing-rooui alone, Letty having 
been permitted to go up stairs to write to some 
friend in America. Miss Hepzibah wanted the 
windows open, and the parrot being in a re¬ 
bellious mood, and refusing to allow her to 
chain him to the chair-back, was ignominiously 
fastened in his cage. He never said a word; 
be uttered one portentous shriek, as if that in¬ 
sult had settled his mind completely, and never 
vouchsafed his mistress so*much as a glance. 

Suddenly the spinster remembered that she 
bad forgotten something in her chamber, and 
with an affectionate farewell to her pet, she 
went up stairs to get it. 

It has grown almost into a proverb that the 
most terrible misfortunes overtake us unawares. 
Miss Hepzibah’s experience went to swell the 
general torrent of credence. She had scarcely 
reached her room, when an unusual noise in 
the street aroused her. She crossed the room 
and looked out of the window, uttered one 
moan of anguish, and fled down stairs, calling 
wildly to Letty, as she rushed dramatically 
past that young lady's door. 

By the time Letty, nearly frightened out of 
her senses with the fear that her aunt must 
have a fit, or the house be on fire, reached the 
drawing-room, Miss Hepzibah had roused the 
man-servant, the cook, the scullery-maid; all 
was confusion and terror. But one glance at 
the empty cage, to which the cook was point¬ 
ing with a Ristori-like gesture; one fleeting 
look out of the window, over whose sill Miss 
Hepzibah leaned, insunely haranguing the little 
crowd gathered, revealed the horrible truth. 
Poll’s cage was empty; and Poll himself was 
perched on the top of a street-lamp, indulging 
the watchers with a remarkable exhibition of 
bis varied powers of declamation. 

Just then Tippet came rushing down from 
the upper regions, where she had, as far as 
was known, spent the whole morning, occu¬ 
pied with some task her mistress had set her, 
and Tippet was pale as a ghost, and trembling 
from head to foot, nipping the footman with 
her thumb and finger severely, as she called, 

**What is it? Oh! have the Fenians come? 
There’s 6uch a crowd before the house!” 

When several voices informed Tippet what 
had happened, she burst into a flood of hys¬ 
terical tears, which so softened Miss Hepzi- 
bah’s heart toward her, that even in that mo¬ 
ment of anguish she secretly vowed Tippet 
should have the increase of wages she had 


long desired, as a reward for her fondness for 
Polly. 

And now, the scene in-doors and out was a 
very funny one, if there had been any hard¬ 
ened spirit daring'enough to be amused in the 
presence of Miss Hepzibah’s sufferings. Tip¬ 
pet weeping loudly; cook calling for somebody 
to take her “affidavy” that she had not left 
her Plutonian retreat below stairs; the scul¬ 
lery-maid, minus her stockings, absorbed in 
the opportunity offered of examining the splen¬ 
dors of the drawing-room; Miss Hepzibah and 
her niece peering out of the flower-screened 
window with eager and distressed faces; Miss 
Hepzibah holding her glass to her eyes, and 
8houting contradictory orders to her servants 
within and the crowd without, which was 
gathering as rapidly as a crowd will when 
there is something to stare at, and nothing to 
be done. 

A ragged boy, of the street-sweeping persua¬ 
sion, appeared under the window, and offered 
to climb up the lamp-post for a sufficient re¬ 
ward. 

“Go out, James,” cried Miss nepzibah, 
“offer him five shillings—ten! Go up your¬ 
self—go up, every one of you! Oh, my bird! 
my darling! Tippet, stop your noise, or I’ll 
box your ears! It’s somebody’s fault—some¬ 
body let him out. Let me only find who!” 

There was such menace in her voice that the 
scullery-maid and cook, both innocent, fled in¬ 
continently to their heated retirement below 
stairs. But Tippet stood her ground, and cried, 

“Whoever it was ought to be gobbletined!” 
for Tippet had lately been reading about the 
Reign of Terror, and was prepared to talk 
French to any extent. 

James wheezed out-doors, and having driven 
a sharp bargain, the street-sweeper deposited 
bis broom against the lamp-post, and began 
“shinning” up it; while Poll, with every evil 
memory of his early life fully roused, looked 
down and Bwore at the boy, as roundly as if 
he had been a post- captain. 

Everybody began to shout directions at the 
ragged boy, who repaid them for their trouble 
with the sort of eloquence which might have 
been expected; and Miss Hepzibah, lost to all 
the proprieties which had hitherto ruled her 
life, reviled everybody and everything indis¬ 
criminately. 

There was a dandy young man, with a youth¬ 
ful female on his arm, she aiming her parasol 
upward, apparently with the intention of stab¬ 
bing the boy in some convenient portion of 
his anatomy as he came down. There was a 
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little shoe-black, armed with the implements 1 
of his trade, furiotts that he had not reached 1 
the ground in time to have done his enemy, 
the 8weeper, out of the job, and threatening 
to break every bone in his carcass when he 
touched earth again. There was a big man, 
with side-whiskers and slouched hat, who said 
there was a way to induce Poll to descend; but 
when asked what it was, by the dandy, only 
shook his head, and answered mysteriously, 
“Never you mind, sir.” There was a girl, 
with a basket, forgetful of her errand—two or 
three cab-drivers choking up the street with 
their vehicles—James near the house, panting 
and breathless—everybody pointing, gesticu¬ 
lating, the small boy climbing up deftly, and 
Poll talking louder than the whole crowd. 

The parrot waited with the composure of a 
great mind, fully aware of its own resources, 
until the bare-legged boy had reached a stout 
stick that set out from the post; the boy had 
only to grasp that, swing himself up by one 
hand, and with the other grasp the bird. 

“How do you do?” How’s your mother?” 
demanded Poll, in a voice of tho utmost interest, 
looking down to watch his next move with a 
wary eye. “Old Hep,” added Poll, blinking at 
his mistress. The crowd laughed, and Miss 
Hepzibah wept. “Old Hep I” called Polly; 
“Hurray for British hearts and British oak! 
Oh, these girls! Bless the baby! Oh, my 
back!” 

The ragged boy swung himself up by the 
stick. 

“We see it!” cried Poll. “Thunder and 
Mars! Here’s a go!” and, as if animated by 
the word, away she flew in great haste down 
the street. 

A shriek of woe fromMiss ITepzibab; a shout 
from the crowd; a volley of oaths from the 
baffled boy; a cry of triumph from the boot- 
black at his enemy’s discomfiture; then Miss 
Hepzibah was out in the street, her cap-strings 
flying—but Poll was gone. 

In another moment the throng became so 
interested in a fierce combat between the two 
hoys that the bird was forgotter; the be- 
whiskered man and the dandy, animated by 
the ruling passion of British nature, began to 
bet on the opponents; Miss Hepzibah nearly 
throttled James in her frenzied despair; Tippet 
moaned loudly in the hall, and Letty, on the 
step, vainly besought her aunt to calm her¬ 
self, and come in doors. 

Let me draw a veil over the scene—sorrow 
is a sacred thing. Poor Miss Hepzibah! 

The day passed, but no tidings were re¬ 


ceived of the wandering bird. Placards, offer¬ 
ing a large reward, were posted about the town; 
an advertisement was prepared for the next 
day’s paper; scores of people were hired to 
scour the streets in all directions, but in vain. 
Evening came—Poll, the treasured, was not 
restored. 

Miss Hepzibah spent a sleepless night. She 
appreciated Tippet as she had never done, for 
Tippet' was the only human being who showed 
real grief. Tippet wept all day, and by the 
time the hour for retiring arrived, was so 
swollen about the eyes that she looked as if 
she had recently escaped from a wasp’s nest. 

The next morning dawned; Miss Hepzibah 
appeared in deep black, so awful in her grief 
that the whole household avoided her as much 
as was possible. The forenoon dragged by— 
dinner came; was untasted by Miss Hepzibah, 
while Tippet, as the hours went on, grew 
nearly frantic with despair. 

Suddenly there was a ring at the bell, and 
James brought a note into the drawing-room, 
where the inconsolable spinster sal with her 
niece. Miss Hepzibah read it, uttered a shriek 
of joy, and called for her bonnet and shawl. 
She ordered Tippet to accompany her; James 
was bidden to summon a cab; she answered 
none of her niece’s questions; she was gone, 
followed by Tippet, and on the floor lay the 
letter, which had dropped from her pocket. 

Letty picked it up and read these lines: 

“Dear Madam, 

“I am very happy to be able to bring you a 
great pleasure. I have found your bird. I 
should bring it to your house, but your express 
commands were that I must never cross your 
threshold. I dare not trust her to the hands of a 
servant, so I must ask you to call at the Crown 
Hotel, and receive Polly—what a marvel, tho 
bird is!—from the hands of 

“Your humble servant, 

“Stanley Goodrich.” 

When Miss Hepzibah and Tippet reached the 
: hotel, they found the young gentleman at the 
entrance. He led Miss Hepzibah up into a 
private parlor, and there, in a new cage, was 
Polly, chattering, whistling, and eating an 
apple as unconcerned as if he had caused his 
mistress no suffering and dismay. 

“My bird! my bird!” cried Miss Hepzibah, 
and actually sobbed; then she hugged Stanley 
in her delight. 

The two had a long talk, Tippet discreetly 
leaning out of the window. Miss Hepzibah dis- 
; covered that Stanley’s English relations were 
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old friends of hers, and presently they grew so 
confidential that he told her all his plans and 
aspirations; and she rushed into a great fond¬ 
ness for him, and was absolutely the first to 
bring the subject round to her niece. 

Stanley did not tell her of the engagement. 
He only talked of his love, and of his hope 
that Miss Hepzibah would have sanctioned his 
addressing the young lady. 

“ My,” cried the old maid at last, with genuine 
female inconsistency, flying into a romantic 
desire to he mixed up in a love affair, “if the 
girl refuses, she’s an idiot, and I’ll cut her off 
with a shilling.” 

She made Stanley go home with her; she 
established him in the drawing-room; she 
kissed Poll, then went in search of her niece, 
and told her, with delightful British arro¬ 
gance (perfectly unconscious though, of the 
fact) that a fit husband for her had been found, 
and she was to come down stairs and look at 
him. 

The result of the matter was, that the young 
pair became engaged at her express command. 
There was no talk of mnrriage, but Stanley was 
to have the privilege of writing as often as he 
pleased, and Letty should be equally free; and 
at the end of the year, Stanley was to come 


back to England, to be a visitor for a month at 
Mis9 Hepzibah’s house. 

When the lovers parted, they had so much 
to hope and look forward to, that they could 
not be very wretched. 

It was not in Miss Hepzibah’s nature to do 
things by halves. She grew almost as fond of 
Letty a| she was of Polly, and doted on Stanley 
to that extent that, to hear her talk, one might 
have thought he was her lover instead of her 
niece’s. 

In the middle of winter she fancied herself 
unwell, and made her doctor recommend Italy. 
Off she set, taking Letty, and Tippet, and 
James; and before the following May she 
married her niece to the young artist, and 
gave her a portion of five thousand pounds; 
and Tippet, as she was dressing the young lady 
for the bridal, betrayed the secret she had kepf 
so long. 

“Ho, Miss Letty!” sobbed she, “hif I ’ad 
throttled that beast of a bird, as many a time 
I meant, we’d never ’ave seen this joyful day! 
Sacrifize has met with its reward; and though 
there’s scars on my calves 1*11 carry to my 
dying day, I’ll never hold spite against Polly; 
and ’ere’s mountains of good wishes from yourtf 
respectfully, Sally Tippet.” 


ONCE MORE! 

BT MATTIE WINFIELD TOEEEY' 


Only once more, my darling! Just once more! 

I take thy hand, snow-white it lies In mine. 
Restful and calm as e’er it was before, 

With not the faintest tremor giving sign 
Of inward conflict. Heart and soul at rest, 

And not a care to rankle in thy breast. 

Only once more! and then I go my way! 

I cannot move thee with my wild appeal; 

I cannot chain thy fancies if they stray, 

Nor bind thy thoughts with bars of triple steel; 
Tor though my heart should break for love of thee, 
I cannot force thy love, for love is free. 

But now, once more! and for the last, last time, 
Within the sunshine of thy face I stand, 

Tried and condemned, my love my only crime; 

(Ah! it is well thus to withdraw thy hand!) 

And though my guilt be proven, plain and clear, 

I don’t repeut me of it! Do you hear? 

How was it? Once I thought you loved me well; 

An odd mistake it was, I grant you that; 

And yet you looked it. maybe, who shall tell 
If In your eyes a lurking mischief sat? 

If in your heart no little place I own, 

The acting, surely, was superbly done! 

Ton,looked it, looked the love it only feigned; 

And to my heart the acted lie was sweet. 

Alas! too soon the blessed vision waned; 


The looks and tones that drew me to your feet 
Were kind no longer, but grew cold aud strange, 
And o’er your lightest word there fell a change. 

Oh! you are cruel, thns to lead ns all 
To one bright mount of vision, shining clear. 
Whereon no sooner do our footsteps fall 
Than all the glow aud brightness disappear; 
The light withdraws, And we are left below, 

And what avails that we have loved you so? 

Cruel and heartless! Bitter words are those. 

Who said them in thy presence? Sure, not L 
Could I reproach thee; I who can but choose 
To worship blindly, hopeless that one sigh, 

One word, however low and soft my speech. 

The portals of thy heart will ever reach. 

Why linger thns, fearing to lose thee quite 
Out of the broken circle of my days? 

Dreading to see thee vanish from my sight, 

Down the dim vista of untrodden ways. 

Oh! wherefore linger? Love and hope are gone\ 
Why should their haunting memories live on? 

But now, no more! It is the last sad strain; 

I tarn me from thy presence, knowing well 
That words are idle, and betwixt ns twain 
A silence, os of death, must henceforth dwell 1 
No more! no more! the ochoes, far and faint. 
Alone send back an answer to my plaint. 
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“Girls, girls, I’ve found out. the secret,” 
cried Kate Dearborne, bursting into fee dress- 
iug-roorn, where her two elder sisters were 
preparing for the ball. “ Prince Charming has 
come to town.” 

“Prince Charming!” said Clara, the eldest. 
“What do you mean?” 

“Don’t be a fool!” snapped Lena, the second 
sister. “ Who do you mean?” 

“Who? Why, Clare King, to be sure!” 

There were exclamations all around. 

“ How well mamma has kept the secret,” 
said Clara, at last. “WonU, the town be elec¬ 
trified? Let me sce^it has been three years 
since the Kings went abroad. Clare is the 
only son, and will be immensely rich: then 
think of their position; they’re one of our few 
historical families! Girls, ma means Clare 
King for one of us.” 

It was Easter Tuesday, and the first ball, 
therefore, after Lent. All Murray Hill, and 
even Stuyvesant Square itself, had been talk¬ 
ing of the ball for a month, and now this reap¬ 
pearance of Clare King, so adroitly timed, was 
sure to cap the climax. To do mamma Dear- 
borne justice, she was as skillful a general, in 
matters of fashion, as Von Moltke is in war, 
or as Napoleon the first was. If some people 
did turn up their noses at her, and hint of the 
time when she kept a milliner’s shop, and 
when Mr. Dearborne was a clerk in a store, 
the world of New York at large knew that 
her husband was now worth millions, and so 
society acknowledged her influence, and obeyed 
her behests. 

“But,” said Lena, after awhile, “how did 
mamma happen to get hold of the Kings first? 
You haven’t told us that.” 

“ Oh! papa is an old business friend of .Mr. 
King’s, and when he heard they had arrived 
by the steamer, he hurried to the Clarendon, 
and secured them before anybody else knew 
they were in town. They’re so fatigued, too, 
that they haven’t been out even for a drive; 
and their first appearance in New York, really 
their very first appearance, will be at our ball 
to-night. I got it all out of papa just now. 
He'd promised mamma not to tell before, so as 
to surprise us as well as the rest of the town.” 

“Mamma might have told us sooner,” said 

88 


j Lena, who had a temper of her own. “One 
could have had a more becoming dress in that 
case.” 

Now Lena Dearborne was the handsomest of 
the three, but nevertheless, she, was one of 
those whose beauty is greatly aided by dress; 
and on this occasion her dress, in her own 
opinion at least, was something of a failure. 
She had been out of humor ever since the dress 
came home, and the news she had just heard 
did not tend to make her more amiable. 

But neither of her sisters paid any attention 
to her remark. 

“ I should like to hear what Teresa Ames- 
ford will say of Prince Charming,” said Kate, 
laughing. 

“Kate, you are an unmitigated fool!” burst 
forth Lena, in a rage. “Your fancy for that 
stuck-up piece of ice is inexplicable, unless 
you hope to catch a few crumbs, in the way of 
her cast-off beaux.” 

Kate reddened, for she knew she was not 
beautiful, but she had too much sense to reply. 

Lena Dearborne and Teresa Amcsford were 
not very good friends. Lena’s habit of snub¬ 
bing her sisters publicly, had caused Teresa 
occasionally to favor the young lady with one 
of her quiet sarcasms, which Lena neither for¬ 
got, nor forgave. She had to be a little cau¬ 
tious about showing her spite, however, for 
Teresa was an acknowledged belle of several 
years standing, and could assert herself re* 
markably well when occasion demanded it. 
Kate had become quite a favorite with her, 
and Mrs. Dearborne smiled benignly upon the 
intimacy; for she had gained a corner in Miss 
Amesford’s visiting lists by the most assiduous 
efforts, and was charmed beyond measure to 
speak of “that dear Teresa, who was so fond 
of her little Kate.” 

“ Do hold your tongue, Lena,” said Clara, in 
the faint drawl that she knew always exas¬ 
perated her sister. “Teresa is well enough, 
if you only let her alone.” 

“I don’t doubt she’ll be setting traps for 
Clare King,” said Lena, quite ignoring the fact 
that she contemplated the samo thing. “A 
woman of her age—ridiculous!” 

“She’s only a year older than Clara,” said 
Kate, warmly; “and, to the best of my recollec- 
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tion, that makes her twenty-four, which is cer¬ 
tainly not yet Methuselah. It’s time for our 
dresses, girls; we shall never be ready at this 
rate.” 

But Kate’s tormentor was by no means dis¬ 
posed to let her off; and Lena marched into 
her room at least six times while Coralie was 
dressing her, on each invasion saying some¬ 
thing more hateful than the last, until Kate' 
felt as if she had been flayed alive, and fer¬ 
vently prayed that some unlucky man would 
be pleased to carry off her amiable sister. 

Miss Amesford was a little late that evening, 
and found the dressing-rooms crowded. One 
of the prettiest of the bevy of girls caught her 
immediately. 

“Oh, Teresa! just think of it! What do you 
suppose this ball is given for?” 

“The public good,” said she, laughing, as 
she emerged from her wraps, and dazzled them 
with her toilet. j 

“I’m actually torn with envy; where do you j 
get your taste?” exclaimed the other, forget¬ 
ting her news in her admiration of the French 
marvel of a dress. 

“Precisely where you do,” said Teresa, “at 
Virfolet’s, of course. Well, Louie, you were 
about to electrify me with something?” 

“Of course I was; the Kings are home.” 

“Indeed! And how does Clare King look?” 

“Haven’t had even a sly peep; but I hope 
for that bliss to-night. I say, Teresa, if you 
are introduced—you’re sure to be, you aro 
always lucky—be angelic and let me have him 
for a few minutes.” 

Miss Amesford smiled. Louie Rossitur was 
one of her pets, and she hadn’t an ungenerous 
thread in her nature; certainly not where men 
were concerned. 

“Flatterer! Yes, of course. Now, Louie, if 
you don’t stop fussing with that ravishing yel¬ 
low hair, and come down with me, Isabeau’s 
coiffure will be totally destroyed.” 

Miss Amesford’s obedient papa was waiting 
for her in the hall, so she insisted upon Louie’s 
taking his arm, and sailed into the drawing¬ 
room behind them, being one of the rare 
women who could do such a thing grace¬ 
fully, and without self-consciousness. Kate 
saw their entrance, and before Teresa’s usual 
adorers could surround her, she carried her 
friend off into a recess behind the satin dra¬ 
peries 

“Well, my kitten, you look pleased—about 
what?” asked Teresa. 

“He really is a Prince Charming,” said 
Kate, “and I’m going to introduce him to you 


as soon as I can get him away from Lena. 
There, I am a stupid thing, I am talking about 
Clare King. Teresa, he’s a perfect hero; the 
last exploit he achieved was the rescue of two 
drowning men from the steamer, on the way 
over. And he’s perilously handsome, and 
young, and rich; it is borne in upon my mind 
that my time has come to mako a goose of 
myself!” 

“Take breath,” said Teresa, unablo to help 
laughing. “Why, kitten, you’re as good as a 
fairy-tale.” 

“ Inspired by Titania herself,” said a gal¬ 
lant voice at her elbow; and Kate disappeared 
with a sly grimace, as Russell Wayne shook 
hands with Miss Amesford. 

“You never saw a dusky queen of the 
fairies, did you? A species of Brownie would 
be more like me, Mr. Wayne; you must wait 
until Alma comes home for a Titania.” 

“As I never have met Mr. Amesford’s ward, 
I shall cling to my own idea of the fairy 
queen,” said he. “Have you seen the new 
lion?” 

I “No; tell me confidentially, is he a bore? 

! I’ll be secret as the grave.” 

Some more men had discovered Miss Ames¬ 
ford by this time, and came up just then: and 
Wayne did not reply until she turned to him 
again, and asked if he knew Mr. King. 

“ He is an old friend, and a very dear one. 
I won’t praise him, for you are just perverse 
enough to pick flaws, if I do.” 

“ Don’t dare pretend that you ever suffered 
at my hands! After this, however, I shall not 
spare you.” 

He made a gesture of mock fright. 

“Pardon, great queen!” he said. “In token 
of my penitence, I’ll bring the new vassal to 
your shrine immediately.” 

“Don’t! I have premonitory symptoms of 
being suffocated with so much perfection. I 
think Mr. King must be the rehabilitation of 
the old story—what Kate calls him—a genuine 
‘Prince Charming!* ” 

Everybody laughed, and echoed “Prince 
Charming!” Suddenly they stopped short, 
and looked foolish, for there was Kate Dear- 
borne on somebody’s arm, and introducing 
“Mr. King” to Miss Amesford. So, with the 
audacious tact that was her own peculiar 
charm, she said, instantly, 

“ Speak of an angel, Mr. King—only I did not 
call you anything so pretty as an angel; I 
couldn’t get beyond a fairy prince.” 

“And an enchanted one at that,” said the 
gentleman, with equal quickness. “I must 
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have been under a spell, or I should never | 
have stayed away from New York so long. 
Miss Dearborne encouraged me to hope for a 
waltz—may I have this one?” 

Teresa’s brilliant eyes flashed with merri- | 
ment, as she floated off down the room to the ] 
slow movement of the Sophia waltzes. Some¬ 
body to really cross swords with was a re¬ 
freshing novelty; and she began to wonder 
what he looked like. He gratified her curi¬ 
osity, for, after taking a single turn, he offered 
her his arm. The Dearborne Mansion was a 
superbly arranged succession of rooms, and 
when they strolled into the octagon parlor, 
which was furnished with mirrors in each 
panel, Teresa had a grand opportunity for 
taking notes, and improved it accordingly. 

Clare King was not more than twenty-five, 
a trifle over six feet in height, with a figure 
broad and muscular in proportion, and a mag¬ 
nificent arm, that on# of our American sculp¬ 
tors in Rome had asked permission to model. 
His hair was a very dark-brown, guiltless of 
even a wave, and worn carelessly off the broad, 
white forehead; his eyebrows were darker 
than his hair, but not heavy; and the eyes be¬ 
neath were glorious hazel, with that look in 
them which you never see in eyes of any other 
shade—a far-away glance, that, at times, grows 
indescribably mournful and sweet. The sort 
of look that our grandmothers tell us belongs 
to those who “die young,*’ which, by-the-way, 
is utterly nonsensical to us nineteenth-century 
folk. I have told you what sort of eyes Clare 
had, and now I arrive at his nose, which, I am 
thankful to state, was not Grecian, nor even 
straight. If you know a man with a Grecian 
nose, you may set him down as gentlemanly, 
amiable, and good-natured, but don’t expect a 
particle of genius, wit, or brilliancy; if you 
do, oh! won’t you be woefully disappointed. 
It’s a mystery to me how the old Greek poets 
ever managed to write as they did, with such 
noses; and I don’t believe that Homer was 
afflicted with one. Now Clare had a Roman 
nose of the purest sort—a delicate, beautifully 
ohiseled nose, and, under it, a soft, silky 
mustache, that was not tortured into all sorts 
of absurdities, but looked as if it were his 
property by the law of fitness. Then he had 
a clear, though dark skin, with a great deal 
of color, which was one of his peculiar beau¬ 
ties, because not in the least effeminate; for 
no one ever dreamed of wishing he had an 
unearthly pallor, like Manfred, or Lara, or 
any of Byron’s heroes. Add to this a deter¬ 
mined, yet flexible mouth, and a chin with a 


deep dimple in it, and I have done my best at 
giving you a portrait of the veritable Prince 
Charming. Certainly, Teresa Amesford found 
no fault in that face or form, and she was a 
woman who was severely critical in beauty, 
especially of the masculine gender. 

“So you think I am a ‘suffocating piece of 
perfection’—wasn’t that it?” said Clare, as 
they found a cozy sofa just large enough for 
two. 

Teresa looked up with one of her archly- 
wicked smiles. 

“I haven’t the least intention of apologiz¬ 
ing,” said she. 

“ I never expected that you would,” retorted 
he, with calm impudence. 

She stared at him for half a second, and 
then burst out laughing. 

“Pray,” said she, “in what capital of Eu¬ 
rope did you learn such coolness?” 

“I beg your pardon—it’s pure nature! Be¬ 
sides, I have only been abroad since the war 
closed.” 

“Were you in our army?” she questioned, 
with animation. 

“ Yes; though I was hardly more than a boy 
then. My regiment saw some of the hottest 
work of the war; twice we lost our colonel, 
and the third is maimed for life.” 

“What was your regiment?” 

“The-regulars. You must have heard 

of it and its colonel, Yere Audley, ‘the bravest 
of the brave.’ ” 

She was looking up at his face very ear¬ 
nestly. Suddenly her great eyes dilated with 
pain and horror; she gave a half-smothered 
gasp, and dropped back against the soft 
cushions. 

“Are you ill?” cried Clare, in genuine alarm. 

“I am a perfect martyr to neuralgic head¬ 
aches,” said she, with very white lips, but 
burying her face in her bouquet to hide them. 
“Do forgive me! it’s such wretched taste to be 
melodramatic. And after the war?” 

He saw that she would be displeased at his 
taking further notice, so he sat down again; 
and it was not until long after that he con¬ 
nected Miss Amesford’s look of misery with 
the name of Col. Vero Audley. 

“After? Unlimited praise and petting, that 
made one feel like a fool, when you reflect how 
many heroes there are who sink into nameless 
graves; plenty of fun in London, Paris, and 
Vienna, wherever my respected father hap¬ 
pened to be.” 

“Are you not glad to be here once more?” 

“Of course; to a native New-Yorker there 
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is nothing, after all, like New York. But do 
yon generally keep up balls after Lent, espe¬ 
cially in such regal style as this?” 

“But seldom. Don’t you know that you are 
the hero of thi9 particular one?” 

His look of surprise was comic enough. 

(( I shall be borne to the ground with the 
weight of my gratitude.” 

“I hope'you really do appreciate it,” she 
said, pointedly; for, whatever her own private 
opinions were, Teresa never permitted any fun 
t<^be made of the Dearbornes in her presence. 
She was too thoroughbred for that vulgarity. 

“You didn’t take me seriously, surely? My 
father was very much gratified at Mr. Dear- 
borne’s prompt kindness, and we must con¬ 
trive some way of returning it If not before, 
at least when we go to Loch Arden. By-the- 
way, I think Miss Dearborne said that your 
country-seat was near ours.” 

“ Very possibly. Papa bought the old Fleury 
place, and we go there for June.” 

“We shall be near neighbors,” he said, very 
warmly, for the undefinable power which we 
call fascination, and which Teresa possessed 
to a rare degree, had its effect on him. “Here 
comes somebody—young Dearborne, isn’t it? 
Aren’t you going to finish our waltz?” 

“I’m afraid not now,” said she. “Mr. Dear¬ 
borne, I congratulate you upon the tenacity of 
your memory—since yesterday!” 

“Now don’t!” said the young man, $ weak, 
but good-natured one. “I always throw my¬ 
self <m your mercy; I don’t dare have a war 
of words with you. Mr. King, if I deprive you 
of Miss Amesford, won’t you let me find some 
one to supply this—this—vacuum?” 

“You’re getting horribly entangled already,” 
said the “vacuum,” laughing. “I want to pre¬ 
sent Mr. King to Miss Rossitur, but. as I cannot 
very well reach her in that crowd, you may do 
it for me.” 

“The second. dance is mine, then,” said 
Clare, as he left her to go and talk to Louie, 
thereby rendering Miss Louie happy in the 
attainment of her wishes. 

Teresa found the ball much as usual after 
that, except her next chat with Clare. They 
were falling rapidly into something like real 
friendliness; and she took a genuine liking to 
the handsome face and whole-souled manner, 
that contrasted so strongly with her ordinary 
acquaintance. She danced the German with 
Russell Wayne, and Clare King led it with 
Lena Dearborne, an attention which caused 
that young person’s mamma to beam with satis¬ 
faction. 


By five o’clock the girls, who had honored 
Mrs. Dearborne with their presence, were roll¬ 
ing home in their softly-cushioned carriages; 
those who had enjoyed plenty of partners, and 
been introduced to Prince Charming, declaring 
that “it was such a lovely, lovely ball!” while 
their less fortunate sisters found all sorts of 
flaws in the whole affair, in revenge for their 
being wall-flowers, and were even unfair enough 
to wind up their comments with that most fatal 
of all epithets, “ parvenue /” 

Clare King was a thoroughly fascinating 
fellow; but I think that, apart from that faculty 
of adapting himself to everybody, he would have 
been courted, and flattered, and run after by 
enterprising girls and their wise mammas. 
Vanity Fair showed its pleasantest side for 
him, and the fabled rose-leaves might almost 
have become realities in the conquering hero’s 
path. He managed the Dearbornes with infinite 
tact. Kate, I think, was his favorite; but he 
balanced his attentions very cleverly, and even 
Lena’s bad temper could not cavil at her sister’s 
share. He fell into the habit of going a great 
deal to the Amesfords, and Teresa said, openly, 
that she liked him; and as there had not yet 
begun to be any gossip about the two, I think 
we must give them each credit for tact. So 
April ran swiftly along into May, and three 
weeks of that uncertain month had also slipped 
past, when, one morning, Clare bethought him¬ 
self that he must go up to Thirty-Eighth street, 
and inform Teresa of a plan that his father had 
promulgated. On his way up town he remem¬ 
bered an appointment with Russell Wayne, at 
the Fifth Avenue Hotel, and finding himself a 
few minutes before the hour, he strolled up 
stairs into the parlors, and down the halls. 
There were not many people stirring, it being 
just lunch-time; but he amused himself with 
watching those few for awhile, until growing 
impatient, at last, he went into the little writ¬ 
ing-room to scribble a line on his card for 
Wayne. There were two persons sitting there, 
who started slightly as Clare entered, but im¬ 
mediately resumed their conversation. Sitting 
with his back turned to them, his ear caught 
a few sentences, at first vaguely, then more 
connectedly. 

“I tell you that I have no time to lose,” said 
the male voice. “How soon can you promise 
to throw her m my way?” 

“Hush!” said the lady, more quietly. “You 
will never gain your end in that imperious 
manner. That sort of thing won’t go down 
with the little one, much less with the lady 
Teres*.” 
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“How fond you are of her,” 8aid the other, 
with a sneer. “Come, we won’t quarrel. I 
hold too many secrets of yours, eh?” 

Then followed some words loo low for Clare 
to catch. As he just then happened to be 
thinking of another Teresa, the similarity of 
names rather excited his curiosity, so he opened 
his card-case, and took out a fresh card, and 
presently he heard the lady’s voice rise from 
its careful pitch again. 

“I think it may be managed, if you are 
careful, and follow my suggestions. Don’t 
come until I have been there a few days, and 
have time to write you how the land lies. Re¬ 
member, she is but a child, and a romaDtic one. 
You ought surely to accomplish it in my three 
weeks stay at EarnsclifFe. And for secrets, 
perhaps you wouldn’t like to have me send to 
Quebec to ask the particulars of a certain little 
affair—you remember, don’t you?” and a harsh, 
rasping laugh finished the sentence as Clare 
rose. 

Being by that time quite confident that the 
speaker must refer to Araesford’s country- 
house, he turned, and gave the pair a keen 
glance as he took up his hat. The lady’s back 
was toward him, and, beside that, she wore a. 
heavy lace veil; but the face of her companion 
was photographed on his memory instantly. 
A handsome, low-browed, fair face, with heavy, 
blonde mustache, and gleaming white teeth; a 
face that, with its present sneering expression, 
was hardly pleasing to look upon. And Clare’s 
stare being returned with interest, my hero 
said to himself, as he walked up the avenue, 
“We shall know each other next time. Where 
have I seen that fellow before?” 

Miss Amesford was at home, the French ser¬ 
vant said, suavely. Would monsieur go into 
the little parlor and await her? So Clare 
disposed of his hat, and followed Henri. 
Opening off the parlor where he sat was a 
music-room, a perfect gem in its way, although, 
from some singular whim, Teresa would never 
sit there with him; nor, indeed, had she ever 
touched the ivory keys of the grand piano in 
his hearing. He was, therefore, surprised to 
hear the liquid notes of a voice through the 
half-open door—and such a voice! clear, pure, 
and flexible, now rising, now falling into exqui¬ 
site pathos in Gounod’s lovely “Ave Maria.” 
He was a passionate lover of music, and this 
voice struck him as being strangely familiar, 
so he stepped quietly to the door, intending to 
playfully reproach Teresa for so long denying 
him the pleasure of hearing it. 

The room was a very beautiful one, as I have 


said, lighted from above, there being no win¬ 
dows, except the one of stained glass, that 
served as a skylight, and over that hung a 
sort of Venetian blind, moved by a compli¬ 
cated machinery, by which you could regulate 
the light as required, and around which ran 
the gas-jets for evening use. The apartment 
was not more than half-lighted at* that mo¬ 
ment, but one little ray of spring sunshine 
stole through the rose-colored glass, and shone 
aslant the hair of the singer. She was a young 
girl of, perhaps, eighteen or nineteen, with a 
slender, graceful figure, and swan-like throat. 
Her hair was the genuine golden-brown of 
painters, almost yellow at the curling ends; • 
and her startled eyes, as she turned them 
suddenly upon Clare, were deep, unmistakable 
violet, and shy as the modest flowers them¬ 
selves. She half-moved from the instrument, 
and a wild-rose color sprang to her face that 
heightened her peculiar, soft beauty.' 

“St. Cecelia herself!” said the low, mis¬ 
chievous voice of Teresa at his elbow. “How 
could you have the conscience to spoil that 
song? Alma, don’t run away; Mr. King wishes 
to be introduced to you. Miss Maxwell,” she 
said, addressing Clare, “is a ward of my 
father’s, and only returned last night from a 
short trip abroad.” 

A perfect little hand, white and tapering, 
with rose-tipped fingers, rested for half a 
second in Clare’s at this introduction, and 
then he recovered his disturbed senses. 

“ I thought I had suddenly found myself in 
Langham’s hotel,” said he. “Did you not 
sing that very song there, three months ago?” 

“I may have done so,” was the answer. “I 
was there, and I do remember singing one 
day.” 

“And you left that very evening?” said he, 
with an eagerness that made Teresa smile. He 
did not think it necessary to add how hard 
he had tried to ascertain the unseen singer's 
name, or that, her voice had haunted him ever 
since. “As Miss Amesford says, I am shocked 
at my own interruption. Won’t you sing it 
again?” 

“No,” said she, smiling, but with a sort of 
arch shyness that was very pretty to see. 
“You shall have something else;” and she 
sang him a dear old Scotch ballad, that drove 
Lorely, and the Rhine, and all the German 
fancies out of his head, with its border dash 
and rhythm, and its suggestions of the Lochs, 
and the blue Scottish heather. 

“Perverse thing,” said Teresa; “the charm 
is broken now.” 
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“No, it’s not,” said she. “I’ve only taken 
Mr. King back to dear Scotland.” 

“ What elan claims you?” said Clare. “You 
must have something besides your name to be 
able to give the spirit and accent to that song.” 

“Don’t, I implore you!” cried Teresa, in 
pretended dismay. “If you start that child 
upon the clan Maxwell, I’ll not be able to get 
in a word, and I want to find out what brought 
you here to-day.” 

“How can you?” said he, piteously. “I ! 
want a flight into the realms of music and : 
poesy, and you bring me ruthlessly down.” 

“ Tell me! I see news written legibly on j 
your countenance.” 

“What a tell-tale face I must have. You 
are a clever Yankee. We have decided to go 
to Loch Arden next week, and whom do you 
think my father has invited to be our first 
guests ?” 

“ The Dearbornes,” said she, quickly. “Who 
besides?” 

“Wayne, and a few of the set here, together 
with two Boston friends of mine. As a friend, 
tell me, will Miss Rossitur go if we ask her?” 

“As a friend,” retorted she, mockingly, “I 
am confident that Louie will be most happy. 
But I meant to ask her myself; you are steal¬ 
ing away my visitors.” 

“Then you are going to Earnscliffe? And 
you. Miss Maxwell ?” 

“I? Oh! of course. Teresa could not go 
without me.” 

“Very true, pet,” said Teresa. “But our 
party will be a very quiet one, Mr. King; only 
Alma and (since you insist upon depriving me 
of Louie) Miss Fortbrasse.” 

“Who?” said he, the odd name strikinghim. 

A droll smile shot over Teresa’s face. 

“You don’t know her; you have something 
yet to live for! She is invited on Alma’s ac¬ 
count.” 

Alma shook her pretty head. 

“She is—she is. Miss Fortbrasse,” said 
Teresa, “is a character! You look puzzled, 
and I don’t wonder at it. When Alma was at 
the ‘tender age’ of sixteen, she was sent to a 
private and select boarding-school, of which 
Miss Fortbrasse was the head and chief. I 
rescued her about a year ago, but the in¬ 
fatuated girl rttains a remembrance of past 
favors, and pleaded for a visit from the charm¬ 
ing Fortbrasse this summer. I yielded grace¬ 
fully, I hope; and shall support the infliction 
with fortitude, provided the weather is not too 
warm.” 

“She was kind to me,” said Alma; “and 


yet—I don’t know. You are right about one 
thing, Teresa—she is common;” 

“I am satisfied!” said Teresa. “We’ll bury 
the hatchet, my dear. And now, Mr. King, what 
are you going to do to inaugurate your reap¬ 
pearance at Loch Arden ?” 

“I am open to suggestions,” said he, laugh¬ 
ing. “I confess I did think of private thea¬ 
tricals, or tableaux.” 

“Capital? We’ll make you stage-manager.” 

“ Pray, do not,” said he, deprecatingly. “Of 
all thankless offices-” 

“Mrs. Dearborne, and the Misses Dear- 
borne,” announced Henri, throwing open the 
door of the parlor. 

Clare inwardly voted them a bore; but he 
followed the ladies out of the music-room, and 
was as courteous, as usual, with the natural 
hypocrisy of human nqture. 

Mrs. Dearborne fastened upoahim instantly, 
crying, 

“Oh, Mr. King! I am so glad to have run 
; across 4 you. We have just been honored by a 
; call from your father, and he has extended the 
; hospitality of Loch Arden to us all.” 

“ I hope you were not cruel enough to de- 
: cline,” said he. 

I “No, indeed; the girls are delighted. We 
I came over, dear Miss Amesford, to ascertain 
! when you are going? Mr. King wants us for 
next week, and I thought, perhaps, that would 
hasten you.” 

“Thank you,” said Teresa; “we always go 
the first of June, Mrs. Dearborne. Kitten, we 
were just talking of tableaux as you came in.” 

“How particularly jolly!” burst forth Kate, 
unheeding her mamma’s frown. “Alma, you 
dear little thing, it's good to have you at home 
again.” 

Kate meant it, but her sisters were so gush¬ 
ing that Teresa’s eyes twinkled with fun, and 
Clare saw it. 

“It’s getting to be so warm that one fairly 
longs to be away,” resumed Mrs. Dearborne, 
fanning herself languidly. “Most of our set 
are gonb, or just starting; the Drummonds are 
almost the only ones left. And, by-the-way, I 
heard a story—we have just called there— 
about—you remember him, Miss Amesford, 
that fascinating, unprincipled Vere Audley?” 

If Teresa shivered in her chair, no one saw 
it, except Alma, who sat nearest her. She an^ 
swered carelessly, 

“Remember him? Certainly. And pray, 
what new sin have you added to the cata¬ 
logue?” 

“The unpardonable one of poverty,” said 
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Kate, roused for once into something like sar¬ 
casm. 

“ Kate!” said her mamma, severely, “I don’t 
know where you get your ideas. Poor Col. 
Audley! no one pities him more than I do.” 

“For heaven’s sake, madam!” burst forth 
generous Clare, unable to hold his peace 
longer, “what is this dreadful story?” 

“Is he a friend of yours?” demanded Mrs. 
Dearborne, inwardly regretting that she had 
been tempted into retailing a bit of gossip, if 
the sinner happened to be some one that Clare 
was interested in. “Why, you know tha* after 
the war, and his father’s death, he went abroad, 
and they say he was horridly fast, and ran 
through with a great part of his fortune. How¬ 
ever, the recent defalcation of the cashier of 
the Fortunes bank of Quebec has swept away 
the remaining portion: and I am told, from re¬ 
liable authority, that Col. Audley is penniless.” 

“Let us hope, with all deference, that your 
authority is like that/of the ‘intelligent con¬ 
traband’ of historic fame,” said Clare, with 
suave irony. “ It’s a pity to spoil a story with 
facts—but they are stubborn things. I see that 
you are not aware that most of Vcre’s ‘fortune* 
was consumed by the debts his father left be¬ 
hind him, which Vere paid to the last sixpence; 
and so far from leading a wild life, when I saw 
him last in Europe, he was teaching at a Ger¬ 
man University, by way of adding to a rather 
cramped income. I declare it’s abominable!” 
cried Clare, waxing hotter. “Look at his war 
record! I should like to know a more splendid 
one, or see an .empty coat-sleeve that was more 
honored in the corps than Audley’s.” 

“Why, really!” said Mrs. Dearborne, con¬ 
fusedly, “your testimony will go a great w*ay, 
Mr. King. Can I repeat it?” 

“Certainly,” said Clare, with a quiet curl 
of his upper-lip. 

“And I—I would be happy to renew my ac¬ 
quaintance with your friend,” said poor Mrs. 
Dearborne, utterly vanquished by the shade 
of contempt in Clare’s voice. “Do, pray, set 
down my prejudice to ignorance.” 

“ You don’t mean that Vere is in New York ?” 
said Clare, hastily, as Mrs. Dearborne drew 
her laces about her portly form, and rose. 

“I thought I said so,” said the bewildered 
dame. 

“No, mamma,” put. in Lena, petulantly, 
“Mrs. Drummond said that Col. Audley was 
in Boston. Are you going to take the first 
train, Mr. King?” 

“Very possibly,” said Clare, recovering his 
good temper, and feeling as if he had wasted 


too much powder upon the Dearbornes. “You 
are all laughing at my warmth, no doubt; but 
I must always defend a friend.” 

“I never thought of laughing,” said Alma’s 
low, indignant voice, as the ladies were taking 
leave of each other. “You have made your¬ 
self another friend to-day—Teresa will never 
forget it.” 

Suddenly back into Clare’s memory came a 
connecting link. 

“Then it was Miss Amesford!” he said to 
Alma. “I don’t know m&ch of that story, but 
we will have a chance to talk it over at Loch 
Arden. Don’t forget to have a Scotch song to 
welcome me there.” 

He turned and said good-morning to Teresa, 
put the Dearbornes into their carriage, and 
walked off, carrying with him the shy, admir¬ 
ing glance of Alma’s violet eyes. 

Clare was so excessively busy that he did 
not see either Teresa or Alma again before 
leaving town, though he thought of the latter 
a good deal oftener than he would have been 
willing to acknowledge. And he found time to 
dispatch a letter to Audley, (having procured 
his address at the club,) insisting upon his 
right to help him pecuniarily, and begging 
him to join them at Loch Arden. And, not 
wishing to travel with the entire party, he 
took the night boat, and arrived at Loch 
Arden twelve hours in advance. 

' It was such a lovely spot; though the place 
had fallen out of repair somewhat in the ab¬ 
sence of the Kings. There was not such ex¬ 
quisite smoothness of lawn* as at Earnscliffe, 
but, perhaps, it was atoned for by the thickets 
of roses that stretched away dow'n to the very 
shores of the lake. The house was a great 
rambling one, just fitted for a crowd of guests, 
and Clare found the rooms and servants quite 
to his satisfaction. After dinner he took a 
segnr, and walked off in the direction of Earns- 
Kjliffe, thinking there would be time for a call 
before he must drive over to Bowdin to meet 
the evening boat. As he strolled along, he 
pondered curiously upon Audley’s misfortunes, 
and tried to recall a story, well-nigli forgotten, 
of Vere’s unhappy attachment to some woman; 
and then he remembered Teresa’s strange, 
frightened look, when he passingly mentioned 
Vere’s name at the Dearbornes’ ball. So think¬ 
ing, he reached the lowest part of the Earns¬ 
cliffe grounds, and went through the little gate 
that separated the two places. He had not 
taken a dozen steps through the wood, when he 
caught a glimpse of a white dress, and heard a 
strange, low noise, that made him start. 
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In the path, just in front of him, stood Alma, 
motionless, her face rigid and white as marble, 
her lovely eyes distended with terror; and not 
( five feet from her, its bright eyes holding her 
gaze with fatal fascination, its red, forked- 
. tongue darting from side to side, coiled for its 
deadly spring, lay a venomous rattlesnake. 

With a swift bound Clare caught the slight 
form in his arms, and sprang sideways behind 
a pine-tree as the angry reptile was in the very 
act of darting forward. Encountering no re¬ 
sistance, the snake was carried by its own im¬ 
petus a few feet beyond them, and before it 
could recover itself and spring again, Clare’s 
heavy walking-stick descended upon it with 
fatal precision. But a rattlesnake takes a great 
deal of killing, and Clare dealt it several furi¬ 
ous blows before he satisfied himself that it 
was really dead, and then he turned back to 
Alma. 

“Thank heaven, you are not hurt!” said he, 
taking her icy little hand, and then, as she 
reeled dizzily, he threw his arm around the 
slender figure. “Dearest Miss Maxwell, don’t 
be so terrified—it’s over now.” 

His soft voice broke the horrible spell, and 
with the helpless, appealing gesture of a fright¬ 
ened child, she leaned- her head against his 
broad shoulder, and burst into a passion of 
tears. 

Clare’s heart gave one tremendous throb; 
he had an insane desire to say tender words, 
to kiss and fondle the little bird that had flown 
so confidingly to his breast for shelter; but he 
was too proudly honorable to take such advan¬ 
tage of her helplessness. He had whispered 
courtly nothings into the ears of titled beauties 
at the Austrian court, left gallant kisses on the 
taper fingers of a dozen lovely Frenchwomen, 
and looked tender things from those danger¬ 
ously handsome eyes of his into the long, dusky 
orbs of as many more fair Italians; but for all 
that, he was a Sir Philip Sidney of our day, 
and carried in his own knightly heart as pure 
a reverence for womanhood as ever did that 
hero of Queen Bess. But, the mysterious some- 
* thing that we call love, which, with some na¬ 
tures, is the growth of years, with others of 
moments, sprang into life for Clare, as that 


lovely head rested against him, and the little 
white hands clung to his. 

At last she looked up at him. 

“I can’t thank you—I don’t know how,” said 
she, brokenly; “but you know I can never, 
never forget it.” And then her senses came 
back to her, and she stood upright, with such 
a torrent of blushes, poor little thing, that a 
red peony would have been pale beside her 
cheeks. 

“ It wasn’t such a wonderful effort of strength 
to knock that reptile in the head,” said he, 
lightly, not appearing to notice her embarrass¬ 
ment, as he offered his arm. “How did you 
happen to run against his snakeship?” 

“I was tfying to throw pebbles into the 
lake,” said she; “ it’s a ridiculous distance for a 
woman to attempt, and I must have hit the 
snake accidentally. I don’t know; I beard that 
dreadful noise,” and she shivered again, “and 
then I could not move, or scream—such a 
strange, deadly feeling.” 

“Don’t think about it. Do you remember 
your promise? I was just going over to Earns- 
cliffe to claim that Scotch ballad.” 

The light was returning to her face, and the 
tremor leaving her voice. 

“I haven’t forgotten,” said she, with the shy 
smile that Clare had been dreaming about, “ but 
I thought your guests had come.” 

“I stole half an hour before going for them. 
How this place has altered,” said he, as they 
came in sight of the house, with its velvet 
lawns and stately elms. He was anxious to lead 
her thoughts away from the late encounter; 
gratitude was not the look he wished to call 
up into her eyes. 

; “It is lovely—and there is Teresa.” 

A scarlet and white figure flitted across the 
piazza, and Alma dropped his arm, and ran 
forward to meet it 

“Oh, Teresa, darling! thank him for me! 

! It was so horrible! And I thought I should 
t die there, all alone. So brave! so kind!” 
i She panted out the incoherent words, and as 
| Teresa, in much bewilderment, turned to Clare 
| for an explanation, Alma hid her face in both 
| hands, and ran hastily into the house, 
t (to be concluded.) 


REST. 

BT HELEN A. BAINS. 

We weary of "Life’s sorrow, 

And long to be at home; 

And sigh o'er each to-morrow— 

When will the summons come? 

r 


Oh, rest!—can earth inherit 
That sweet, unbroken rest, 
That calms the troubled spirit 
And heals the wounded breast? 

Vol. LIX.—8 
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BY MRS. R. HARDING DAVIS, AUTHOR OF “MAEORET HOWTH.” 


CHAPTER I. 

“Let us go down the by-road, Pratt.” 

“Just as you please, Polly.” 

“Everybody that meets us looks as if they 
knew we were going to be married to-morrow, 
and were on our way to look at the house.** 

“Do they? I wasn’t thinking about them. 
Take my arm, little girl.” 

Polly put the tips of her fingers on his arm, 
but though they were in the shady lane, where 
the locust trees nearly met overhead, and the 
grass was green, and as soft as a mole's back, 
and though they had walked there every night 
this summer, and had some sweet, silly remem¬ 
brance for every old tree, or mossy stone, she 
walked stiff and silent behind him, her thoughts 
evidently far-off. Sho seemed to have forgot¬ 
ten all about the lane, and their love as well. 
Polly thought a good deal lately of what people 
said, Pratt remembered, with a vague feeling 
of annoyance. But he forgot it in a moment. 
Little jealousies or trifles of any sort did not 
often trouble his careless, large, Bweet nature. 
He had not looked forward, either, to this day 
for months to let anything worry him in it 
now. He took her hand in his, bending down 
to look under her sun-bonnet. 

“I’m right anxious, Polly, to know what 
you’ll think about the house. I think it was 
a prudent thing for us to do. Johns—the 
builder, you know? Well, he advised me to 
wait awhile. ‘In a year or two,’ he says, 
■‘you’ll be a boss carpenter, and then’s your 
lime to buy houses and marry a wife.* These 
old fellow’s are always for dragging back.” 

“I’ve no doubt Mr. Johns gave you very 
good advice,” dryly. 

“Polly!” 

“ I never made our marriage a question of 
dollars and cents. It is you who are doing 
that.” 

But Pratt was the worst fellow in the world 
with whom to pick a quarrel, or make a scene. 
The astonished, hurt look was gone from his 
face in an instant, and he walked on in silence, 
only guiding her more tenderly. She was a 
bit nervous, that was all, and no wonder, slav¬ 
ing on that sewing-machine. 

“You won't be tired out this way, Polly, 
when I have you?” he said, gently as her 
46 


mother might. “Well, I was going to tell you 
about the house. I kept one thing for a sur¬ 
prise till to-day.” (The surprise was not going 
off as successfully as he had expected, some¬ 
how, but he would not see that.) “I couldn’t 
buy it out and out, you know, but I've got a 
lease on it for five years. Whnt-do you think 
of that? It’ll go hard, but I’ll make it the sort 
of home we want in that time, and then it will 
be ours.” 

She made no reply. He repeated, 

“ Ours . You don’t seem to understand, 
Polly.” 

“Oh, yes, I do!” rousing herself. “I’m very 
glad, Pratt.” 

“I thought you weren’t listening. Well, 
don’t walk so fast; don’t look at the house till 
I tell you,” speaking thick in his hurry and 
eagerness. “I went to work the very evening 
I got tho lease. We’re off work in the shop by 
six, you know, so that gave me nigh onto two 
hours of daylight. That’s what made me late 
cornin’ to you some evenin’s, hey? I used to 
go back, too, and do inside jobs after I’d left 
you. Sometimes, I’d get that occupied workin’ 
and thinkin’ how it was all for us, that the 
mornin’ *d catch me. But it’s done, now.” He 
clapped his hand over her eyes until he had 
led her round the turning of the lane, and then 
took it off. “Look at that! Trig as a trivet! 
New wood and paint inside and out, and it cost 
nigh onto nothin’!” 

“It’s very nice, Pratt. It’s very nice, in¬ 
deed.” 

To some people the little, cheap house, back 
among the currant-bushes and hollyhocks, 
might have seemed a poor object for Pratt’s 
triumph. What Polly thought was hard to tell. 
She looked at it calmly. If there were any 
shrewd contempt latent in her violet eyes, 
stupid, good-humored Pratt was the last one 
to see it. 

“ The best of it is, that I saved all the money 
for furnishin’. We counted on some of it goin* 
for whitewashing, and the like* But I’ve dene 
that all myself. I was determined you should 
fill the house with pretty things. You shall 
have everything you like.” 

“For a hundred and fifty dollars!” she said. 
But no sooner were the words spoken than she 
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caught his arm, her face scarlet with shame, 
the tears rushing to her eyes. “Oh, Pratt I 
how good you are to me! To think of your 
working at this wretched little house, while 

I- Poor fellow! Poor fellow!” She sat 

down on a log and hid her face in her hands. 

Pratt looked down in utter consternation, 
touched her bent head, began to chew the 
ends of his red cravat violently. “Tut! tut! 
Now, Polly, Polly—what in the world? Well, 
just cry it out, then. You women hev heaps 
of trouble that we don’t understand, and when¬ 
ever you hev, why just you cry it out.” He 
walked away, and came back once or twice. 
“I won’t be jealous or suspicious, don’t be 
afeared, nor think you rue—you couldn’t rue, 
you know. You love me,” stopping short and 
looking down at her steadily. 

Her sobs suddenly ceased, but she held her 
face still covered by her hands for a few mo¬ 
ments. When she looked up it was beaming 
with smiles, ajid her beautiful eyes sparkling 
inside their dark lashes. 

“Of course, I love you, you foolish fellow. 
What a dreadful way you have of hinting at 
rucing, as if matters had reached a life and 
death pass between us. Come now and show 
me the house. I was just a bit nervous, no¬ 
thing but that.” She clasped her hands over 
his arm, nestling more closely to him, looking 
up in his face, and chattering and laughing so 
incessantly that Prfttt’s heart was in a tumult 
of surprise and delight, as they went slowly 
across the potatoe-field to the house. She 
never had dropped her strange, sweet shyness 
before, never had shown him so fully how she 
loved him. Yet he could not forget, dull as he 
was, that she was bitter with discontent a 
minute ago. 

“I know the house ia a poor place, after 
all,” he said, anxiously. “But I want you 
just to look at it as home, as I do. It’s the 
first either of us ever had, that’s what I think 
of,” lowering his voice. “I don’t suppose two 
people ever growed up with less friends than 
you and me. We come up like two weeds, with 
neither plantin’ nor waterin’.” 

“Oh, you forget! There was a difference 
between us.” She could not keep the angry 
twang out of her voice now, though she smiled 
as sweetly, and her soft eyes were as brilliant 
as before. “You were an orphan, to be sure, 
Pratt, but your folks are among the best stock 
in the country; and I—well, God knows who I 
am! My mother died a beggar in the alms¬ 
house. Everybody knows that, at least.” 

Pratt laughed. “When we were hired at 


Squire Farndyce’s together, there did not ap¬ 
pear to be such a difference between us, Polly. 

What ails ye to-day? Ye’re as bitter as hoar- 
hound.” He opened the little gate. “I often 
think it was curous we hed the chances we've 
hed, bein’ only farm hands. I’ve got my trade, 
and you-” He hesitated, suddenly remem¬ 

bering that he was on dangerous ground. 
“Well, you had that year with the Levistons, 
and it made another girl of you, Polly, after 
all.” 

“ Yes, it made another girl of me.” She was 
standing behind him in the little porch, while 
he unlocked the door. Something in her tone 
made him turn and look at her; but her bright 
face reassured him. 

“That’s the only time,” he said, cheerily, 
tapping off his words with the key on his palm, 
“that I gave you up, Polly Warner. When we 
was that little even, I’d begun to think of this 
day. I’ve been ploddin’ away at two or three 
notions all my life, and one of them was that 
you belonged to me. I’ll never forget the 
morning I heard some city folks, going to the 
asylum out of curiosity, had seen you and car¬ 
ried you off. I did not wonder, seeing your 
pretty face, they picked you out of all the 
others. It was jest a whim, though, I reckon; 
that Mrs. Leviston was full of whims, they say.” 

“ It was not quite a whim. She thought I 
looked like her daughter, who was dead, and 
she meant me to take her place.” Pratt turned 
again to the door, but Polly went on deliber¬ 
ately. Some secret train of thought seemed to 
lend a force and weight to the subject, which 
it had not for him. “She adopted me legally: 
there were papers drawn between her and the 
managers; she changed my name to her daugh¬ 
ter’s—Laura Leviston. That was what they 
called me in that ^ear, Laura Leviston,” re¬ 
peating the name as one does a chance bar of 
music, which brings up some old memory. 

Pratt threw open the creaking door, rubbing 
his finger along the paint to see if it had dried 
[thoroughly. “I tell you now, Polly, that’s 
good poplar. It’s been seasoning these three 
years; I got it from Johns. Laura, eh? And 
then she get tired of you in a year, and sent 
you back. That’s what I can’t understand. 
Pussy, how anybody could get tired of you.” 

“I don’t think she was tired.” Polly had 
sunk down on the bench outside, and was 
looking dreamily over the meadows, without 
a glance at poplar or paint, though the door 
was Pratt’s master-piece, which was the reason 
he lingered by it so long, in hopes that she 
would notice it. 
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“ She wasn’t tired of me. She was very fond 
of me. I did the best I could. 1 studied hard. 
But she was going to her brother, who was ill 
in France. She meant to come back in a month 
or two, but she was prevented. She never 
meant to give me up; she wanted to make a 
lady of me.” 

“ Is she dead?” which question was prompted 
by sheer politeness in Pratt, who was very tired 
of the subject. What did these old affairs mat¬ 
ter when life was beginning all fresh and new 
for them to-day? 

“ No. She’s not dead.” 

“Well, dead or not, it’s lucky she never 
name back. We wouldn’t have been together 
to-day, Polly. Shall we go up stairs first, or 
into the kitchen?” 

“Into the kitchen; there’s where I’m to 
live.” Then catching his eye, she added, smil¬ 
ing, “I’m going to be such a busy little wife, 
Pratt.” 

Pratt went before her, nothing doubting. All 
the eagerness and expectation of these months 
of preparation, flashed and throbbed now into 
reality for the poor fellow. Pratt was known 
in the village as one of the steadiest and most 
reliable men in it, a trifle quiet and dull, per¬ 
haps, but with plenty of downright hard sense. 
Nobody knew the man as he really was but 
Polly, or as she might have done, if her soft 
violet eyes had been a whit keener. To her 
alone he talked his heart out, showed that it 
was as full of fun and tenderness as a boy’s. 
It is oftenest reticent, sensible men, like Pratt 
Ogilby, who put their lives into a woman’s 
shallow hand to do with what she will. 

He led her about through the kitchen and 
chamber, the sitting-room, and spring-house. 
There was not a nook or a corner in which he 
had not framed her, as he worked, and fancied 
how, at this first visit, she would blush and 
smile, and glance shyly at him from under her 
curly lashes. She was lovelier than ever be¬ 
fore, and full of bright coquettish ways. She 
praised all he had done fluently and unstint- 
ingly. But she was self-possessed as any fine 
lady, pleasantly bent on making herself charm¬ 
ing; she did not blush, not even when he kissed 
her. This was not the little girl, who, for two 
years, had been saving his earnings for him, 
counting eagerly how far they would go to buy 
all they wanted; who used to walk with him in 
the evenings, glancing anxiously in at the shops 
and china stores. 

Fight against it as he would, Pratt was 
chilled. But he was more tender than before. 
Polly had the dyspepsia, or headache, or 


“nerves”—some of those mysterious feminine 
ailments, yet new to him. He must begin to 
make allowances for them. When they came 
into the little, vacant hall, he saw how pale 
she was. “In a week this will be our home, 
little wife,” he said, heartily, holding open 
the door for her to go out. But she stopped, 
coming close to him, and looking him steadily 
in the face; then she put her arms about his 
neck. 

“Yes, it will,” she said. “There’s nothing 
on God’s earth I wouldn’t give up for you, 
Pratt.” 


CHAPTER II. 

It was only a letter, open on the sewing- 
machine, yet Polly sat before it paralyzed, 
looking at it as though it were something alive. 
The thick, satiny paper, with the far-off scent 
of violets hanging about it, the few words 
traced on it in a free, bold hand, had con¬ 
verted the little room, with its plain bed and 
bare floor, into something miserably mean. 
Not the room only! But her whole life, her 
home with Pratt, all his hopes and plans; how 
paltry it all was, and pitiable! She took the 
letter up and read it again. She had done 
little else but read it for the last two days. Of 
course, she would not go! She would sacrifice 
herself to her love for Pratt. But it could do 
no harm to look at all she was giving up. She 
read aloud the few words of endearment. “My 
child.” “My Laura.” “I am childless, if you 
will not oome to me.” The hot, vain blood 
quickened in Polly’s veins. It was no whim¬ 
sical, fashionablo lady who thus singled her 
out, and called her, but an old woman: and 
one, Polly was shrewd enough to know, of a 
most rare and fine type among women. She 
had been a child when she had known her, 
but a child’s instincts are quick, and leave 
ieep traces; and Madam Leviston, with her 
white hair, her keen, commanding eye, and 
her low, sweet voice, had left in Polly’s memory 
an impression of grandeur and purity, un¬ 
shared by any other of the coarse world of 
men and women. 

She reigned an absolute queen, too, among 
people to whom Polly was but as a servant of 
servants. She was alone, without an heir; 
there were beautiful, high-bred girls who 
would have been glad to become her favorites. 

“And yet she chose me!” thought Polly 
Warner. “There must certainly be something 
in me like herself, and different from other 
women.” 

She did not put the thought into precise 
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words, but her head was tossed, and her cheek 
burned. This was a different appreciation 
from Pratt’s, who would coolly sentence her to 
work in a kitchen for the rest of her life. 

“ Laura!” She repeated the name again and 
again. It was a pass-word that opened a new 
life to her. She put both hands over her eyes, 
to shut out the whitewashed wall, the little 
chicken-yard outsider, and, worst of all, the 
glittering plate of the machine, with its eternal 
tick, tick, over which she had been stooping 
now for years. She saw instead, green, sunny 
slopes dotted with forest-trees, exquisite gar¬ 
dens, stately-towered walls, that to poor Polly’s 
small experience seemed those of a palace. 
“And I was the little mistress there! I was 
Laura!” 

There was nothing to forgive in Madam 
Leviston’s desertion of her; that was quite 
clear to Polly, though the confused explana¬ 
tion of the letter might not have made it so 
clear to anybody else. She did not perceive 
that it was by accident only that she had met 
the great lady again, who had been visiting 
in the neighborhood for some weeks without, 
apparently, any remembrance of her old pro¬ 
tege, or desire to find her until she saw her in 
the village church, and had been affected, as 
before, by the curious likeness to her lost 
daughter. Madam Leviston had the faculty 
of giving to even her written words some of 
the force and magnetism of her personal pre¬ 
sence. Strong men and women of culture ac¬ 
knowledged her power. No wonder, then, that 
the ignorant little country-girl thrilled and 
warmed under her words as Bke had never done 
even for her lover. 

The letter was answered. When Pratt brought 
her home that morning, after looking at the 
house, she had nerved herself finally to write. 
She was going to be married to-morrow, she 
' told Madam Leviston. “ Her husband would 
be a poor man, and she would be poor. She 
supposed that would be better. Riches were 
not for such as she. But she would always 
think of her benefactress with gratitude. All 
her life, and in her humble, wretched little 
home, she would pray for her night and morn¬ 
ing, and thank God for allowing her to have 
known a woman so great and good.” When 
she had thus poured out her soul, she dipped 
the pen in the ink to sign the letter—Polly. For 
one minute honest nature triumphed. What 
were these people in reality to her, who made 
her the subject of their caprice? They were 
not of her kin nor kind. She was only Polly 
Warner. It was the name by which Pratt 


had known her—the name he would give his 
wife. 

But for once, for the last time, let her dream 
her delicious dream. She wrote “Laura,” and 
then she sent her letter. 

When it was gone, when she had fairly made 
the sacrifice, she felt she had a right to ap¬ 
prove herself. She sat all day in the hot glare 
of her little chamber, the untouched work yet 
on the bed. Her wedding-dress of white muslin 
was all ready, but there were the pillow-slips 
yet to hem, for they were going to housekeep¬ 
ing immediately. How mean and paltry was 
all this preparation! She turned her back on 
them, and with the letter clasped to her bosom, 
and the perfume of violets filling the air, she 
sat lost in her passionate dream. 

Madam Leviston, meanwhile, discussed the 
letter of Polly with her friend and confidant, 
Col. Archer. 

“There is something very pathetic to me in 
the child’s wail over her lost chance in life, 
and very heroic in her refusal,” she said, with 
a half sad, half amused smile. “Read it, 
colonel, and tell me how it impresses you.” 

The colonel obeyed. “There is no use in 
frankness upon this matter with you, madam. 
This unfortunate likeness to Laura blinds your 
judgment of this girl now, precisely as it did 
five years ago. Now these emotional influences 
don’t weigh a feather’s weight with me, in sub¬ 
jects of practical bearing.” 

“But the letter—the letter?” 

“It is an essentially vulgar letter to me; it 
is full of the vulgarity, not of education, but 
of nature. All that this Laura, as she calls 
herself-” 

“I call her so,” under her breath. “When 
I give her that name I feel for the moment as 
though my Laura was not dead.” 

“I understand. But because of a mere trick 
of nature in features and eyes, you are going 
to take this girl to your heart who is sure to 
bitterly disappoint you. I was going to say 
that the only question which your offer sug¬ 
gested to her, as is evident from her letter, was 
riches or poverty. Your love or you count for 
nothing.” 

“Yet she chooses poverty. Even by your 
own showing there iy a capacity for heroic 
self-sacrifice in her.” 

“There are not many women who are both 
base and bold enough to break off their mar¬ 
riage on the wedding-day, and acknowledge 
they did it for money.” 

Madam Leviston laughed, idly tearing bits 
' from Polly’s letter. 
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“You never liked my little girl, colonel. 
She writes a delicate, well-bred hand, eh? 
What a dainty Ariel she was! The only really 
violet eyes I ever saw. Did you ask in the 
village what manner of man it was she is to 
marry?” 

“A carpenter or blacksmith; that was all I 
heard.” 

“Tut, tut!” the color rising in her withered 
cheeks. “In a few years she will be a slat¬ 
ternly, worn-out woman, with half a dozen 
children dragging about a kitchen after her. 

And so like Laura that- Why they might 

have been twin sisters!” 

Col. Archer shrugged his shoulders, and made 
no answer. 

“It cannot—it shall not be!” she said, de¬ 
cisively. “The child’s heart is broken. I see 
that in her letter. She is giving me up to keep 
her promise to this boor. I have the right to 
interfere, and I will do it. Did you not know 
that there was an agreement drawn up be¬ 
tween me and the Managers of the Asylum,” 
answering the colonel’s surprised look, “con¬ 
stituting me her guardian until she was twenty- 
one?” 

“They may suggest that you have not ob¬ 
served your agreement, with any great amount 
of zeal, for the last five years.” 

“People, in a country village like this, are 
not apt to make nice distinctions in the law,” 
smiling. “At any rate, I shall forbid the bans 
to-morrow.” 

There was s short silenoe. “Pardon me! 
but are you going to make this Miss Warner 
your heir?” 

“By no means!” promptly. “My will is 
already made. I simply intend to lift her to 
the rank for which I think she is fitted; 
educate her, present her in society, and when 
she marries, I will give her a suitable dowry. 
Why?” 

“Nothing,” dryly. “Only I would mention 
to-morrow that she was not to be your heir.” 

“It would make no difference with her. You 
are cruelly unjust, colonel,” rising to go out. 

“Perhaps so,” preparing to light a segar. 
“But about the young carpenter—the hus¬ 
band? I fanoy he will interfere with your 
plan to some purpose. A very resolute fellow, 
I understand.” 

Madam Leviston’s eyebrows contracted. “He 
can be bought off, I presume. As for claim, 
he has none; I am the girl’s rightful pro¬ 
tector.” 

“It is a little rough on the carpenter, I 
think,” lazily. “By-the-way, remember, the 


village has small-pox, or some of those plagues, 
in the lower end. If you will bring the girl, 
don’t bring that as a complement.” 

Madam Leviston vouchsafed no answer. She 
would bear anything from Col. Archer, who had 
been her husband’s friend. The two old people 
usually went together on their journeys or 
visits, quarreled, advised, played cribbage, 
bickered, or talked sentiment, unceasingly. 
They were now, with two or three others of 
Madam Loviston's usual suite, visiting Mrs. 
Alston, whose country-seat lay just outside of 
the village. The old lady met Mrs. Alston in 
the hall. 

“We must leave you in a few days, Eliza¬ 
beth, positively,” she said. “I have just re¬ 
covered an old protege of mine, and I will not 
be content until I see her in my own home. 
A perfect gem of human nature, but in the 
rough, my dear—of course, in the rough. But 
I feel like a lapidary, when' he first takes up 
the uncut stone. I am in haste to begin to 
work on it.” 

“What a generous, fine old creature she is!” 
thought Mrs. Alston, regarding the old lady’s 
flushed cheeks and eager eyes, as Madam Levis¬ 
ton went down the.hall. 


CHAPTER III. 

Pbatt stood by the window watching the 
town clock, which was on the stroke of nine. 
He had been up twice to see Polly that morn¬ 
ing, but she had refused to come down. “Tell 
him,” she said to Mrs. Hart, with whom she 
boarded, “that I will be ready at nine. But 
let me be alone until then.” 

“The child’s poorly,” Mrs. Hart added, 
severely, on her own account; “it’s narves. 
A woman’s married but once in her life, and 
she can’t go through it as onconcerned as if it 
was the buyin’ of a dress.” 

Pratt went off, feeling cowed and rebuked. 

It was to be the quietest of weddings. At 
nine they were to walk down to the parsonage, 
where the little pastor, Mr. Hovey, would 
marry them. Then they would get into Joe 
Barker’s hack at the door, which ran twice a 
week up to town, and take their two days’ holi¬ 
day, in which time the money was to be laid 
out. The money for home! Pratt turned over 
the new, crisp bills again and again. How 
long they had been saving it, penny by penny! 
How much it would bring! All the.solid furni¬ 
ture, that would last their lives; and the pretty 
little trifles beside, that would make home 
homelike for his darling. “I’ll add to it every 
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year,” he thought, anxiously. “Polly likes 
things pretty about her.” 

It was to be a quiet wedding. Yet there was 
none which the village took closer to heart, or 
rejoiced in more. Everybody was concerned 
about Pratt’s marriage. He was such a hearty 
good fellow l He had done some odd job, or 
bit of kindness for everybody. The ladies at- 
the squire’s sent him word they had a package 
of napkins for his wife; and Jones, the store¬ 
keeper, gave him a hint not to invest anything 
in a carpet. “Your boss ’ll see to that. See 
that ingrain? Real Scotch. How’d that look 
on a certain house, eh?” Poole, the cabinet¬ 
maker, had called him in that morning to look 
at a set of chairs, stained so that no human | 
being could tell them from walnut. “I don’t 
say who they’re for,” with a wink, “but I don’t 
forget odd lifts you’ve give me, Ogleby.” 
Poole’s wife (who was so famous for her can¬ 
ned plums) had told him that some of the old 
ladies like herself wanted to send ajar or two 
of their own putting-up for him to try, as soon 
as his pantry-shelves were ready; and every¬ 
body knew what her “jar or two” meant. : 
Even the “jours” in the shop had clubbed, and 
bought him a new set of tools; and the boys 
from the school hung round the door, watching 
him as anxiously os if he had been a brother 
of their own. When his black leather-bag of 
clothes was packed, there was a fight as to who 
should take it down for him. 

“Now I never did anything for them little 
chaps but play an odd game of marbles with 
them. It's curious what a little thing ’ll make 
people friendly,” he said, to himself. 

All the pleasure and good-will that ever had 
been in Pratt’s life, seemed to have come back 
distilled into a warm cordial that was held to 
his lips to-day. The day itself even was un¬ 
usually clear and bright: a warm, south wind 
blowing over the freshly-mowed meadows, and j 
rustling the apple-trees about their little house ] 
yonder. | 

“ Will be home there in a week,” Pratt whis- j 
pered to himself, as he put on his hat and went 1 
down the street. His heart beat so fiercely, 1 
and his eyes were so dim, that he Could not! 
see people nodding and smiling as he passed. 

The clock struck nine. Since he was a boy 
he had been waiting for this hour. He opened 
the door of Mrs. Hart’s little boarding-house, 
and went in, not seeing that Judge Alston’s 
carriage and horses stood In the street. The 
parlor-door was open; there were several 
people in the room, but he saw only Polly, 
who came to him half-way, and stopped. She 


had on her traveling-dress. There was a 
strange look in her eyes, as if death had been 
at work with her. In all his life he never for¬ 
got that first glance on her face. It seemed to 
him he never had seen it before. Every trifle, 
even the pink moss-buds, he remembered after¬ 
ward, nestling in her hair. 

“This is my husband. This is Pratt,” she 
said. 

“Why, Polly! What ails you, child?” put¬ 
ting out his hands to her. 

But she drew back from him quickly. 

“ Ah! This is the gentleman ?” said a strange 

voice. “Mr. -? I really have not heard 

your name, sir. Pardon me.” 

“Ogleby, madam,” bowing. At the sight 
of the fine, thin face, and silvery hair, Pratt 
bowed again, smiling. The eyes were keen, 
and this was something in womanhood which 
he had never seen before. But Madam Levis- 
ton, for her part, looked no deeper than the 
shining, ill-fitting suit of Sunday black; the 
glaring cravat which he had put on to please 
Polly; the hair combed down on each side of 
his red face. Yet, with all, there was some¬ 
thing about the young man which made her 
determine that it would not do to offer him 
money. 

“I am this young lady’s guardian,” she 
said “I am Mrs. Levistcn.” 

“Polly’s?” said Pratt, heartily. “You used 
to take a good deal of interest, I know', in my 
little girl. She was talking of you only yes¬ 
terday; she’ll be mighty glad to see you agen 
on her weddin’-day. Hey, Polly?” 

But the smile left his face when he turned 
to Polly. She had stepped behind a table, 
and was scanning him with keen, shrew’d in¬ 
telligence in her eyes. The momentary ten¬ 
derness at sight of him was over; this was a 
stranger that looked at him, and weighed him. 
Some glimmer of the truth broke on him. She 
was choosing her fate. Now or never she 
would know what manner of man she was to 
marry. 

“You mistake, Mr. Ogleby,” said Madam 
Leviston. “Miss Warner is legally my ward. 
She cannot marry without my permission.” 

“You have not filled your terms of the con¬ 
tract; it is null and void. But you mean some¬ 
thing more. JVhat is it?” 

“ I mean that she shall not marry you.” 

Pratt laughed. 

For some inexplicable reason the fine lady 
had suffered a strange change in both her 
feelings and her plans since the carpenter came 
in. She was anxious to show him that she had 
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not only power but reason on her side, and she 
was not sure that she could show it to herself. 
“Not marry you, at least, until she has con¬ 
vinced herself that another kind of life is not 
best for her.” 

“And that other kind of life?” looking not 
at her, but Polly. 

“ That of my daughter. I offer her such 
ease and indulgence as I am able to command 
for myself. She shall have a thorough educa¬ 
tion, and bo well dowered when she marries. 
As for my right to interfere in her future-” 

“You have no right,” roughly. “Only,” 
his eyes not leaving Polly’s face, “only what 
she gives you—Polly?” 

But the girl turned sharply away, looking 
put of the window. 

“There will be no difficulty there,” said 
Madam Leviston, blandly. “She is not fitted 
to be a poor man’s wife. She feels that her¬ 
self. She has told me so. If you had not en¬ 
tered, when you did, she would have consented 
to go with me.” 

“You believe what you say, no doubt; but 
it is not true. She loves me.” 

Madam Leviston did not answer. There was 
a heavy silence in the room. The horses pawed 
without, and the wheel grated against the curb¬ 
stone. A tall man, who had been leaning 
against the mantle, pulling his gray mustache 
and watching Pratt, now spoke. There was a 
friendly, almost confidential sympathy in his 
tone, ns ho said, addressing Pratt, “I’m afraid 
you deceive yourself, Ogleby. Let the girl de¬ 
cide.” 

Pratt forced a feeble smile; his eyes never 
left the stiff, immovable figure in the window-. 
“Why, sir, this is my wedding-day! I’ve been 
workin’ for this since I was ten year old! And 
this woman comes here to tell me that Polly— 

that my wife-” He took a sudden stride 

forward and wrenched the girl round. “For 
God’s sake, speak! Put an end to this.” 

Polly began to whimper. She loved Pratt 
very dearly; she loved almost anything dearly 
that came closest to her at the time. But fairy¬ 
land had opened its doors to her! Within, were 
bewildering ease and splendors, herself moving 
as a princess. Outside, waited Joe Barker’s 
dingy hack, with Pratt’s black bag strapped on 
behind. Beyond that, a life in a kitchen. 

What Pratt saw in her face no one knew. 
Be stood a moment still, and then drew slowly 
back from her, the color gone from his ruddy 
face, his voice unnaturally quiet and low. 

“ It may be so as that I’m mistaken,” he said. 
** This woman has no claim on you, Polly. She 


threw you off once, like a cast shoe, and she’ll 
do it agen. That’s not the pint. But if yon 
can turn your back on me, on our weddin’- 
day, for the sake of money, why then it’s better 
I knew it at once. You know what I’ve tried 
to be to you,” he added, after a pause. “It 
doesn’t need to put that into words now.” k 

But Polly whimpered on in silence. 

“I tell you, Ogleby,” broke out Col. Archer, 
“the girl is not worth-” 

“ Silence! Curse you! What right have you 
to come between her and me? She is my wife! 
God knows whether I’ve mistaken her or not. 
It is the hour we set for our wedding, Polly,” 
passing his hand once or twice over his dry 
lips. Then he held out both arms to her. “My 
darling, will you come?” 

Mrs. Leviston had been watching Pratt 
closely, her mobile face changing curiously 
in its expression. “Of course, Laura,” she 
said, hastily, “my offer stands as it was. I 
will do what I can for you. But you must 
judge yourself what is best for yon, and for 
this man.” 

Polly turned her back on Pratt. She could 
not give her answer to him. “I’m sure you’ll 
be a mother to me, ma’am, and so I’ll—I’ll go 
to you. I hope nobody will worry about me 
long. I don’t suppose I’ni worth it.” 

Pratt stood quite still for a minute, looking 
on the floor: then he turned and went out of 
the door without a word. Polly began to cry 
out loud, and wring her hands. 

“You have decided to go with me, have you 
not? What is the matter with you?” She 
stroked Polly’s hair. But the touch of the 
gloved hand was formal, and her manner was 
colder than it had ever been before. 

“Nothing is the matter,” tossing her head. 
“It does not cost him anything to say good-by. 
It shall not trouble me.” 

Was this nothing but a shallow, pert country 
girl, after all? With Laura’s own tender eyes? 
What if she had made a mistake in this matter 
of life and death ? 

“I see nothing to detain us further,” said 
Col. Archer. “You appear to have finished 
your morning’s work?” 

“Yes, I suppose so,” with a long breath. 
“Are you coming, Polly—Laura, I mean? 
Really, colonel,” as they followed the girl out, 
“that young fellow appears to have very fine 
material in him. I hope it may turn out well.” 

“ It’s lucky enough for the girl, if you give 
her all the finery she expects. As for Ogleby, 
he’s had a happy riddance, in my opinion.” 

“Come, child,” a little sharply, “are you 
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going without bidding this good woman good- 
by ? The best friend you have had? Tut I tut!” 


CHAPTER IV. 

This interminable dinner was over. Polly, 
with a red face and aching head, had jammed 
herself into a corner of the drawing-room, with 
a book of what she called “photos.” Was this 
ease, and indulgence, and fairy-land? She was 
conscious of her arms and legs, and her very 
eyes. What to do with them, how to use them 
in a well-bred way—would she ever know? 
When she had been stooping over the machine, 
or sauntering with Pratt in the evenings, she 
had had no thoughts of herself, except to know 
that her eyes were an odd, beautiful color, and 
her cheeks tender, like the peach-blossom. 
They blazed red now. She was weighted down 
with her lilac silk, too. She could not manage 
the train without a kick; and at dinner, when 
she tucked up her lace sleeves for fear of soil¬ 
ing them, she saw the footmen wink to each 
other and laugh. The servants all watched 
her, she was sure of that. There was Joe 
Poole, whose shirts she had made in April, was 
sneering at her behind her chair, because she 
could not use her finger-bowls. Mrs. Leviston 
had hired Joe, too, and he would go with them. 
If Pratt saw him laugh at her! But what was 
she to Pratt now? Nothing—nothing! 

It was not these trifles alone. t But these 
people all lived in a world of which she knew 
nothing. She listened to them talking at din¬ 
ner as if it were in Greek. What did she know 
of pictures, or operas, or Ostend manifestoes? 
When Col. Archer kindly spoke to her, as he 
did oftener than any one else, she stammered 
and said, “I seen and I done,” of which she 
thought she had cured herself long ago. 

She had overheard a conversation, that day, 
between Mrs. Alston and the colonel. “The 
girl certainly has poor Laura Leviston’s eyes,” 
said the lady. “But that is all. I would dis¬ 
miss a chambermaid who was .so pert and 
nnder-bred ” 

“Yet Bhe seemed graceful and picturesque 
in her plain dress and straw hat, as we saw 
her in church.” 

“Wild flowers look odiously vulgar out of 
their own ground. Poor Mrs. Leviston! She 
is tired of her whim already.” 

Polly could not tell if she were tired of it, 
or not. The old lady treated her with grave, 
distant kindness. She had bought her clothes 
as scrupulously as if she were fulfilling the 
terms of a bargain. 


“You will be placed at school as soon ae 
we return,” she said. 

“Why, I am eighteen. And I was always 
uncommon slow at books!” cried Polly, in dis¬ 
may. 

“ I did not know you were so old,” she said, 
quietly. 

Polly sat neglected in the corner, with her 
hands over her eyes, staring at the book of 
photographs. For the first time in her life 
she was utterly alone; and she knew that it 
was a loneliness for life. 

“They are not of my kin, nor kind,” she 
thought, looking through her fingers at the 
quiet, bright figures moving easily through the 
rooms. “I am like a beggar among them.” 
What was fairy-land, if in it she was always 
to be an intruder and despised? 

Her brain throbbed with a sharp physical 
pressure, there was a heavy pain in her back 
and limbs. If she were ill, it would only make 
her a more vexatious annoyance to them than 
she was already. She dared not acknowledge 
it. She remembered now how, since she had 
been a child, Pratt had watched her almost 
like a mother. When she had the typhoid- 
fever, last summer, it was Pratt who paid her 
board and doctor’s bill; and when she grew 
better, used to carry her in his arms every 
evening into the boat, and go drifting up and 
down the creek until she was tired. There 
never had been a time, that she could remem¬ 
ber, when he was not ready and near her with 
his strong arm and grave, tender ways, lover, 
father, mother, all in one. She was beneath 
their servants to these people; she had been 
all in all to him—his darling—his wife. 

But he was gone, never to come again. She 
knew now what he was to her: now, when her 
eyes were opened to see how wretched was the 
life she had chosen in her temporary madness. 

She pressed her hands to her hot head; the 
pain and fever grew intense; she thought she 
must be dying; she would never see him again. 
“Oh, God! I loved him so!” she muttered. 

She wakened by finding them all about her. 

“Where are you going, Laura?” 

“To—to Pratt, I think,” and staggered, and 
fell. They caught her; but she heard the'm 
drawing back in fright, after they had laid 
her down. 

“How hot she is!” 

And then Joe Poole, who was in the room, 
came up. “The small-pox, ma’am, was raging 
down in the street where she lived, and this 
looks terribly like it.” 

“Oh, my children! my children!” cried Mr*. 
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Alston; and Polly knew that, for the moment, 
she was left alone. $ 


CHAPTER V. 

Polly, of -course, was sent to an hospital. 
What«lse could be done? Mrs. Leviston spared 
no expense in providing her with nurses and 
comforts; but she went on her way home. What 
else could she do? The attack was a severe 
one, likely to disfigure the girl for life, but she 
was in no absolute danger. At the end of a 
couple of months, however, Mrs. Leviston re¬ 
turned. 

“There is no danger of infection?” she 
asked the matron. “Send her in then.” She 
was determined to fulfill her engagement to 
the letter. When the door opened, she hurried 
to catch the hands of the little woman who 
entered. It was a stranger, she saw, not poor, 
vain Polly, still less the likeness of her lost 
Laura; but she was prepared for that. 

“My dear,” she said, “my dear,” and then 
looking into the poor, plain little face, the 
tears came and choked her. “I’ve come to take 
you home now, Polly. We will begin all over 
again.” 

There was a new steadiness in the soft eyes, 
which at least were still unaltered. “You 
have been very kind to me, madam. But it 
was a mistake. I saw that before. I will not 
make it again.” 

“Do you mean that you will not go back?” 

“I will stay with my own people. I am 
going back to my work next week. I will be 
as happy there as—ras I can ever be again,” 
said Polly. 


Mrs. Leviston certainly experienced a sense 
of relief, but she did her duty, she argued and 
pleaded, as though her own happiness was 
really at stake. But Polly was firm. “I’ve 
had time to think it over, while I lay so near 
to death,” she said, “and I’ll go back to my 
work. I was a better woman there. It was 
the thoughts of money that tempted me.” 

Mrs. Leviston was gone at last, and the poor 
little girl turned to go out of the room, pausing 
by the door. It was a gray, windy day, the 
dead leaves blown along the ground. The be¬ 
ginning of a gray, bleak life, she thought, 
shivering. And so long—so long to the end! 

“Polly!” The voice was close beside her. 

She put out her hands. She was still weak 
and ill; the,day turned dark about her. Some 
one had her in his arms holding her close and 
warm. 

“ Do not look at me,” she cried, feebly. Oh, 
Pratt! never look at me again.” 

“Why, bless my soul, Polly, I’ve been with 
you every day. Ask the matron. When you 
came to yourself, I left you, because—because 
I had no share in you, you see. But I was 
outside there just now, waiting to come in, and 
I heard you make your choice.” 

She looked at him. “You cannot-” 

“What, Polly? Do you think a woman's 
whim, or a bit of sickness, teches a man's 
love?” 

He stooped over her. 

“ The house is waiting there, ready to be a 
home for us yet. It’s bin a good many years, 
as I’ve looked forard to it. My darling, will 
you come?” 


ADRIFT. 

BY AN N I K NUGENT. 


I drift with the tide; it beareth me 
On, on, I know not where; 

To what far port, to what dim sea, 

I neither know nor care. 

What future fates before me lie 
Are hidden from my sight; 

I only drift, no power have I 
To steer my bark aright. 

Through awful gloom of starless nights; 
Through days of fiercest glare; 

Through peaceful scenes, through fearful sights, 
I drift I know not where. 

Past whirr and rush of foct’ry flume. 

Past hamlets set in green, 


Past mountains pouring forth thoir fires, 

I drift night after night. / 

Past peaceful grave-yards I drift by, 

Ami see before my eyes 

The quiet sleepers straightly lie. 

With faces toward the skies. 

Past many a mansion, rising grand 
Beside the flowing stream; 

Past people standing on the strand, 

. Like spectres in a dream. 

On, on, I hear a low sea-moan, 

My drifting will be past ; 

With face upturned, still as a stone, 

I uear the sea at last. 


Past smiling fields of frnlt and bloom, 
With home-roofo thick between. 

Past teeming towns, whose churches' spires 
Gleam faintly on my.sight; 


Midst dash of spray, and roar of si 
I hasten to my fate; 

I would return. Ah! woe is me! 
Too late! too late! too late! 
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BY A NEW CONTRIBUTOR. 


Dec. 24 th % 1869. 

To-morrow is Christmas-day! and in the 
evening we are to have a famous family gath¬ 
ering; all the relatives, far and near, are 
coming, including mother’s brother from be¬ 
yond seas. 

To think of father’s marrying such a young 
wife! But she tries to make home home to us: 
and she has a sweet face and ways! I have 
only been back from school two days, and 
father was so quiet concerning his marriage 
that 1 had no time to become prejudiced: but 
she is too young; brother Bob, I can see, 
thinks her perfection. I fear I shall not; but 
I mean to be kind to her. I can see papa fol¬ 
lows her with his eyes wherever she goes; 
papa is young, too—only thirty-eight; his wife 
is a year my senior, and I am just eighteen. 

There was something said at table to-night 
about mj •debut at a grand party after New- 
Year’s. I do not care much for parties, they 
are heartless and tiresome; but I suppose I 
shall be obliged to submit. 

Papa and his new wife have gone to church 
to-night; I must stay in with this cold. 

Hark! some one has come; it may be uncle 
Dana; no, that is not his voice or step. 

26*A. 

The new-comer was a young gentleman, 
younger than papa, and I supposed was some 
one who had called on business of importance, 
as he said he would await Dr. Hamilton’s re¬ 
turn. 

The gentleman was very courteous to me, 
but he talked very little. Soon papa and his 
wife came home. My astonishment knew no 
limit, when the gentleman coolly arose and 
clasped roy step-mother fondly in his arms. 
8he turned to papa with a smile and a blush, 

“Griswold,” she said, “you will welcome 
brother Philip, will you not?” 

Soon we were all seated. The evening 
passed rapidly. After I went to my room, I 
could not sleep. Nearly all night I was toss¬ 
ing about. Toward morning I sank into a 
heavy sleep. I awoke from a horrible dream 
to see mother standing by me. 

“ Are you ill, Ernie, dear?” she inquired. “I 
heard you sobbing, and rapped at your door to 
inquire if you were sick.” 


I looked at her. She surely had slept no 
more than I. I rose and dressed, feeling 
strangely jaded and sore. I think the excite¬ 
ment of the closing school examination, and 
the long, hard ride in the rain, is the cause. 

About eleven our friends arrived; not as 
many as we .had expected, only uncle Hamil¬ 
ton and his daughters, Grace and Sara, and 
cousin Mart, and aunt Kate Chester’s family. 
Grace is grace itself, and so well-bred, and 
skilled in the world’s tactics, that I am a 
novice beside her. The Christmas dinner 
passed* off pleasantly, much like other family 
dinners, which I am too indolent to-night to 
describe. Our friends will stay with us until 
after roy party, which I dread more and more 
every day. I shall be nowhere besiae Grace. 
I told mamma so to-day. How her face flushed 
and softened when I called her “mamma” for 
the first, time! I love her already very much. 
She replied that if I would be my own natural 
self, the contrast would not fail to be notice¬ 
able. So she thinks Grace affected. 

I saw that Mr. Dennett (brother Philip) 
watched Grace at table admiringly. I must 
have appeared rude and vulgar, for cousin 
Mart kept me in a paroxysm of laughter all 
through dinner. I could see Grace look at us 
with lady-like horror; and finally, she rebuked 
Mart for being so rude, when I was as much 
in fault as he, and she knew it, and meant the 
cut for me. I did not speak again, though 
Mart whispered, “Not to mind her, for she 
dared not laugh, for fear the paint on her 
cheeks would crack and cleave off.” I saw 
mamma dart a surprised look at brother Philip, 
and his mouth looked a trifle suspicious at the 
corners. I was rude to laugh so, but it does 
seem almost like an impertinence to be snub¬ 
bed by a visitor at one’s own house. 

Grace sang bits of operas in the evening, 
and brother Philip turned the music for her, 
watching her all the while; he is an enthusiast 
in music, mamma says. 

Mamma came to my room a moment after I 
had gone to b*d, and bathed my head, which 
has pained me severely all day. Her hands 
are so soft and cool, and her ways'so gentle! 
I could not refrain from throwing my arms 
about her neck and kissing her. 
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Aunt Kate said to-day that she guessed Gris¬ 
wold’s honey-moon would last always; and she 
told Grace, in the little parlor off my room, 
which I have given up to them during their 
visit, that she, Grace, had completely capti¬ 
vated Mr. Dennett, and all that remained was 
to rivet the chain. 

Grace’s reply was characteristic of her. She 
said, “I shall not yield him up to that chit of 
an Ernie, I assure you; and papa says I must 
marry money, for he is much embarrassed, you 
know, and I should die if I were deprived of 
the luxuries to which I have been accustomed. 
Bob may cultivate Ernie, if he wishes; she has 
money; and it would be a good match for him 
in a year or two.” 

There was more to the same purpose, which 
I eould not help hearing. 

A Week Later. 

We have been so very busy, preparing for 
the party, and getting through with it, that I 
have had no time for my journal. Mr. Dennett 
was wherever there was work to be done: in 
the kitchen with mamma, executing orders, 
writing invitations, or helping Grace arrange 
the rooms. Grace displayed a natural talent 
for arranging things to the best advantage, as 
was shown in her toilet for the evening. As I 
came down I heard Mr. Dennett say to her, 
“Miss Grace, how is it possible for you to 
make yourself so charming in so short a time?” 
She laughed a well-bred, self-satisfied laugh. 
I do not know why I should care, or why I 
blushed so furiously, when, a little later, aunt 
Kate and Grace passed in the hall, and I over¬ 
heard Grace saying, “She need not try any 
more of her innocent airs, the prize is mine.” 
Aunt replied, “She has been playing the part 
of hermit, staying in her room, and eating no 
breakfasts; I dare say she relishes a plate of 
toast and cold chicken, when her new mother 
is fool enough to send it up to her.” Turning, 
I met brother Philip’s smile. 1 went imme¬ 
diately to my room, and when mamma came 
in soon, sent, I more than half-suspected, by 
Mr. Dennett, I told her all about it, and how 
angry I was with Grace for another reason. 
That evening Mr. Dennet had sent me in some 
flowers from the conservatory, and I was just 
going to put them in my hair, when Grace 
came in. She noticed the white camellia, and 
exclaiming, “Oh, what a super!) flower! Would 
you mind my wearing it?” placed it among her 
own glossy braids; then, half-laughing, she 
turned to go, saying she would return it in 
the morning. 

Mamma's remark seemed prophetic. “ It will 


all be right by-and-by.” She says Mr. Dennett 
will go on Monday. I have hardly conversed 
with him fifteen minutes since that first even¬ 
ing. I fancy mamma looks weary, and as if 
something t/aubled h^, and a remark Mart 
made to-day confirmed my suspicions. He said 
he hoped Grace would, for once, be so taken 
up with her flirting as to forget to make trou¬ 
ble between uncle Gris and aunt Helen. Never¬ 
theless, I heard Grace tell mamma sundry 
things in praise of my own mother, that I 
knew she had no reason for saying. “How 
kind aunt Fan always was to every one,” said 
she. “No one can fill an own mother’s place 
to the children, they feel the difference,” 
chimed in aunt Kate. Mamma gathered up 
the ruffles she was crimping, and left the 
room. I heard papa, so I waited, before fol¬ 
lowing her. Aunt Kate continued, “I hope 
she is kind to you, Emelie, but, of course, 
step-mothers are always selfish. If she ever 
has children of her own, you will appreciate 
what I say.” I confess to a jealous twinge as 
she said this; but I resented the insult te 
mamma by saying, “She is-too good to me, 
and I am sure she would continue Jo love me, 
even if little ones of her own were given her.” 
“Ah, well, wo shall see!” growled aunt Kate. 

The next time I met mamma she noticed 
my red eyes, and said, “You and I will see 
smoother waters soon, I trust.” 

But about the party! Grace wore white 
silk, and was superb. Mamma was a trifle 
paler than usual, I thought, but very beau¬ 
tiful, as she moved among her guests with tLe 
ease and quiet that become her so well. I 
looked well, too, I found, when I was dressed, 
despite my grief and anger. I saw Mr. Dennett 
missed his flowers, for, as I entered, he looked 
keenly in my face, but turned to Grace for re¬ 
lief, I thought. She smiled, and with an arch 
look said, “You see I am willing to wear this 
beautiful flower, if Ernie is not.” 

I was incensed at her boldness, and deter¬ 
mined upon a piece of fine acting, for one 
evening at least. I did not cease dancing and 
talking the entire evening. Admirers were 
plenty, and I must have been witty and bril¬ 
liant, for they were absorbed and interested. 
Grace could not call them from me, though 
she tried. I missed Mr. Dennett after supper, 
and have not seen him since. He left before 
I rose this morning. Grace talks of leaving, 
now he has gone. 

Mart and I are excellent friends. I like 
him, he is so original. We are a great deal 
together. 
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March. 

The past weeks have been a blank. I sup¬ 
pose our visitors left, but I did not know of it: 
1 have been down with brain-fever. Mamma 
says it was three weeks before l knew her, 
and she and papa watched me all the time. 
Bob shared the night watching with mamma 
when papa was called away. 

I sit here in my room now, day after day, 
for the spring rains and thaws have set in, and 
there is no getting out of-doors. 

6 tk. 

Mamma asked me to-day if I would see 
brother Philip. I supposed him far away. I 
had just received a letter from cousin Mart. 
Grace is as gay as ever, he says. 

I have Euch pleasant remembranoes of papa, 
and all the rest hovering over and around me 
during my illness; and the low-toned voices 
calling inc happy home-names, and once or 
twice of papa’s voice in prayer; but it’s all 
very indistinct. 

I have sweet feelings of happiness, of late; 
I cannot account for it. I am so glad and 
thankful that God spared my life. My home 
is so pleasant to me. 

8th. 

Mother has not lost the sad look out of her 
eyes yet. I had a long talk with papa to-day, 
and told him what aunt Kate and Grace had 
said. Then he told me how they had said to 
him that mamma was in love with a handsome 
young man, her cousin, before she married 
him, and that she only loved papa’s money. 

I told Bob, and he related Mart’s version of 
the story. He said there was not one grain of 
truth in it, for Will Arner was engaged before 
mamma was, and she knew it. It was just 
like Grace, to make up such a story. You 
should have seen papa when I told him about 
it. ne asked, “Where is your mother, Ernie?” 
and rushed out before l could tell him. 

He met mamma in the hall, pushed Bob one 
side as he was talking with her. “I want to 
see you, Helen,” said he. They were gone a 
long while, and when mamma came to my room 
again, a quiet, restful smile had taken the place 
of the Bad, worn look. 

12th. 

Bob has brought me a letter from Mart, and 
says he is afraid Mr. Dennett will marry Grace. 
I do not see why they all persist in making that 
remark to me, as if I can help it. Brother 
Philip comes to my room every day since I can 
sit up, and I am getting to feel very restless if 
he does not come after my morning and after¬ 
noon rests, and again in the evenings. Mamma 


said to-day, “Philip came back the dag^fpi 
were taken ill.” It seems now as if I recollect 
that he was often in the room. I supposed it 
was delirium before. And I know, when I first 
awoke to consciousness, papa and mamma were 
bending over me; but Philip’s arm was under 
my'pillow, supporting my head; and when 
papa said, “She will live!” there was a sob 
and an, “I thank thee!” from some one, but 
it was not papa. I could not confess it, even 
to this honest journal before, but I do not see, 
if he is to marry Grace, why he should weep 
over me, nor watch me as he does, days when 
he is reading and talking to me, up here in 
my snuggery. 

Evening. 

Mart’s letter was a surprise. Would I be 
his little wife? What an idea! It makes me 
almost dislike him. It was such a strange 
letter, too, for wild, fun-loving, cousin Mart. 
So full of condensed passion, and a thrilling 
earnestness! If he had been here, and told me 
all that he wrote, I must have yielded. He 
says at last that he must have his answer im¬ 
mediately, it’s life or death to him. Poop boy! 
it cannot be life—it would be marrying my 
brother, almost. 

Mr. Dennett came in before I had finished 
answering Mart’s letter. 

“ Am I to congratulate you, Ernie ?” he asked, 
looking at me sharply 

“No,” was all the answer I could give, as I 
went on with my writing. . 

He strode up to the table, seized the letter I 
was just signing, saying, “I must see, it is my 
right-” 

“You shall not see,” I replied, savagely, 
catching at the paper beyond my reach. 

“Ernie, darling,” and his voice was scarcely 
audible, “listen to me,” he said, and he came 
and stood before me. “Every day, as you lay 
upon your sick bed, I prayed God, hour after 
hour, for your life. Your cousin Grace told me 
you were betrothed to Mart; but I could not 
have you die. You did not know that it was I 
who sat, almost every hour, and watched you. 
Dr. Hamilton said you would never recover. I 
would not believe it. When the others de¬ 
spaired, I trusted; when the life was all gone 
from your veins, I bared my own arm, that 
fresh, living blood might be ipfused into yours. 
See! here, and here, and here; the wounds are 
not yet healed. It was then I made a vow, that 
if God spared you, I would yield you up cheer¬ 
fully, joyfully even, without one murmur or 
tear, and count it all blessed, and wait patiently 
my own release. But I am not strong enough to 


Digitized by v^iOOQLe 



08 


IN THE CHURCH- YARD 


Atf it» J At least I cannot surrender you without 
first telling you all this. Oh! if you could only 
have loved me! It was my right, too. Say, 
darling—must I give you up?” 

He paused in his passionate appeal. I could 
not meet his eyes. But I whispered, faintly, 
“You may read the letter.” 

“What!” he cried. “Can I have been mis¬ 
taken? Was Grace wrong? You do not love 
Mart, after all?” 


He clasped me in his arms, speaking eAgerly, 
rapidly. I trembled, and could not answer; 
but 1 did not struggle to escape. 

“Thank God!” he cried. “Oh! thank God! 
Look up, my love, my wife!” 

I glanced, timidly, up. 

“Say one word, only one, ‘yes!* 

“Yes.” 

l ‘Say ‘yes, Philip, my’-” 

“My husband.” 


IN THE CHURCH-YARD. 

B Y MB 8. B. A. LOUDEN 


Under the moonlight, still and drear, 

Silent and cold they lie; 

With white hands crossed, each one alike, 

Each face turned to the sky; 

And the tall grass bends as the dew falls round, 

And the white rose sways with never a sound. 

The wind goes whispering through the pinos 
In a long, deep, shivering breath; 

Deeper the shadows seem to fall, 

As it chants its song of denth ; 

The white stones stand, their faces bare, 

Like spirits wan, m a haunted air. 

The breath of the lily, heavy with sweet, 

Steals ont with its perfume rare; 

The whippowill’s song from the distant wood, 
Strikes sharp on the midnight air; 

A night-bird swooping along the sky, 

Gives out its sad, complaining cry. 

Some uight the moonlight, still and pale, 
Another grave will shade, 

Two hands at rest, their labor done. 


Feet crossed, their journey made. 

Year upon year I shall lie iu the gloom, 

Alone in the hush of the silent tomb. 

And Summer will come with its golden bloom. 
The Juue days sweet and long. 

Berries glow red through covers of green, 

The robin be glad with its song; 

Autumn steals on with its ripened grain, 

Tho sound of tlte sickle be heard again. 

God’s love can span tho river of denth, 

Ilis hand reach over the tide; 

What is tho grave, with its dreaded hush, 

To those on the other side ? 

The glory*of Heaven, its pearly street. 

The song of the ransomed, long and sweet. 

Oh! silent night! Oh! moonlight palel 
Oh! spirit-haunted air! 

What is there in the grave to dread. 

Since Jesus has lain there? 

Only the burdens lie under the sod— 

The sonl is forever with glory and God. 


THE VOICE OF THE WIND. 

BY 8ABAH DOUDNEY. 


Oh ! soft wind-voices, through the pine-boughs straying. 

Swinging the plumy brunches to and fro; 

Who shall declare the words that ye are saying, 

Or follow where ye go? 

Ye murmur—and the full-blown blossoms quiver, 

While seeds of life are wafted through the air; 

Ye mutter—and the foam-pearls strew the river, 

And tall reeds tremble there. 

Great is the Hand that scatters blessings seed-like, 
Whose germs are carried by His Spirit’s wings; 

Blest is the pliant soul that bendeth reed-like 
Before its whisperings. 

Oh! give ns grace to hear its mystic sighing, 

To catch the music of its lightest tone; 

And let tho echo in our hearts replying, 

Thy Spirit-message own. 

Grant ns Thy power, oh, Lord! to shape and fashion 
The deed that springs from the imparted thought; 

Oh! give us words to speak our poet-passion, 

And tell what Tbou hast wrought I 


Oh! bend the stubborn knees in meek devotion; 

Oh! bow the haughty souls in humble prayer; 

And let Thy rushing wind of pure emotion 

Clear all the tainted air. 

• 

Not unto ns, oh, God! shall praise be given; 

To Thee be glory for Thy gift divine; 

With sin and wrath Thy Spirit's might hath striven, 
And all the work is Thino, 

The one pnre feeling through our darkness drifting, 
Wliite-winged and beautiful as some stray dove— 

The sudden prayer our heavy hearts uplifting 

With all the streugth of love— 

The kind word nttered to the feeble-hearted; 

Tho bold word spoken that Thy light may shine— 
These are the promptings by Thy breath imparted. 

And all the praise is Thine. 

Oh! soft wind-voices, through the pine-bougie straying, 
We cannot trace the airy paths ye go; 

Oh! Breath of God! our human spirits swaying, 

Thy way we cannot knowt 
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«IN SPITE OF THEMSELVES/' 

BY MISS F. HODQSON. AUTHOR OF “KATHLEEN’S LOVE-STORY.” 


Miss Anne Manners drew her scissors from J 
the collection of housewifely instruments which 
hung at her sevcre-looking girdle, and cut her 
thread with a little snap which was a thought 
vindictive. 

“If you cared for women, John/* she said, 
“I should think it necessary to warn you; but | 
as you don’t care for women, I merely tell you 
as a piece of information. She is a fascinat¬ 
ing, handsome, unscrupulous flirt. That is all 
I have to say.” 

John Manners was a bachelor, whose only 
sister kept house for him. His residence was 
one of the most beautiful within thirty miles 
of Boston, and that’is saying a great deal. He 
had just returned from a year in Europe, and 
Anne was speaking of a distant cousin, whom 
he found visiting his sister. 

He smiled the quiet smile, which was pecu¬ 
liar to him, ns he threw his paper aside and 
made himself a little more comfortable on his 
luxurious lounge. 

“All!” he repeated, in a voice as quiet and 
peculiar, in spite of its faint amusement, as the 
smile had been. “Isn’t it quite enough, Anne? 
Women are proverbially severe upon women, 
and perhaps-” 

Miss Anne interrupted him with another 
snap of her scissors. 

“ Severe! Don’t talk nonsense,” oratorically. 
“That girl is twenty years old, and she is forty 
as regards artfulness this minute. Three days 
showed me how to see through her airs and 
graces. She can’t make eyes at me, you know; 
I know better. Didn’t she begin with young 
Bellasye, and turn his ridiculous head upside 
down with her flowers and nonsense, and didn’t 
that unfortunate simpleton propose to her 
within a fortnight? Severe, indeed!” 

John laughed outright. His sister’s irate 
description of her guest amused him. He had 
heard of Cecil Dare, before he returned home, 
and as it happened he was not unprepared to 
meet her; but the gentleman who had described 
her dangerous proclivities had described them 
with a masculine remembrance of her beauty', 
and had ended with something like admiration 
even for this modern Enchantress in his tone. 

“You had better take care of yourself,” had 
been his laughing farewell. “Miss Dare does 


not pay visits to her thirty-second cousin for 
nothing.” 

But, “forewarned forearmed,” John had 
thought. Yet he felt a faint interest in this 
dangerous young person. As Miss Anne had 
said, he did not care for women generally, for 
he was thirty, well-looking, well-to-do, aud 
still fancy free; but his natural gravity had 
been aroused into something of a pleasure in 
the anticipation of seeing, hearing, and talking 
to her. 

“Where is ijiss Dare now?” he ashed. “I 
have seen no sign of her as yet, except ‘Cupi- 
don!’ ” Cupidon, be it known, was a tiny toy 
terrier, with no eyes to speak of to bo seen 
under his shaggy, white hair, and ^as ,J^iss 
Dare’s private property. 

“She went out this afternoop,” sa^d,Miss 
Anne. “To do her justice, she tbongbL I spp- 
pose, that you and I would rather sppn,d 
first few hours alone together. She s^id fh« 
was going to the Dacres to see LauraaadJosle. 
Those Dacre girls are perfectly infatuated oyer 
her, and Fred came from Harvard last week, 
so she took the pony-carriage after dinner and 
drove over.” 

John made no reply, but listlessly began 
to pull Cupidon’s blue ribbon collar, though 
scarcely thinking of htr mistress. Like all 
men he had an ideal, $md his ideal was not a 
Cecil Dare. Perhaps he hafl a fanc^.fyr a soft- 
eyed, sweet-faced little girl, whom^be might 
meet some future day. Ceiftaply, he never 
dreamed of this fair, proud girl as his fate, 
and certainly on his first meeting with her 
the thought was further from his mind than 
ever. 

He was still lying upon the couch, with Cupi¬ 
don on a cushion at his feet, when he heard 
the sound of wheels rolling up the carriage* 
drive, and the ring of a refined, musical voice. 
A moment after the little pony-carriage stop¬ 
ped at the door, and somebody got out. This 
was Miss Dare, John Manners decided, as he 
listened, and she was talking gayly with some 
one who had evidently accompanied her, and 
whose first speech confirmed his belief that it 
was Frederick Dacre. 

“You won’t let me come in, of course,” he 
was saying, “after that Bolemn promise that I 
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should perform Laura’s behests. But may I 
not be allowed to call to-morrow ?” 

“Certainly,” s^id the clear, insouciant voice. 
“Any time you like. Don’t forget to tell Laura 
how miserably I kept my promise. Wait a 
minute—here is a flower for you. The last 
rose of summer, or the last but one. Au revoir.” 

And turning his head to the window, John 
saw a handsome, stylish, young fellow pass 
down the gravel walk, fastening a creamy pink 
rose in his coat. % 

He did not see Miss Dare, of course, for the 
parlor-door was nearly closed, but he heard 
her light feet, in the hall, and caught a glimpse 
of a fluttering dress as she ran up the stair¬ 
case. 

In spite of Miss Manners* remark upon her 
brother’s non-susceptibility,. jt must be con¬ 
fessed that she felt no little fear of her young 
relative’s fascinations. An ordinarily pretty 
or charming girl she could have trusted, but 
not one like this—this young lady was not an 
ordinary girl in any sense of the term; accord¬ 
ingly, I am convinced, you will agree with me 
that it was rather trying to be called away at 
that most critical of times, the first interview, 
by a troublesome rheumatic pensioner. But 
BO it was, Betty Flanegan, “ was taken power¬ 
ful bad,’* so said the messenger, “and wants 
to see yez badly.” 

Miss Anne put on her bonnet with a decided 
air. Severe as she was, she was never behind¬ 
hand in rendering assistance to those who 
needed it. She sent an apologetic message 
up stairs to Miss Dare before she went out; 
and that young lady,'with a calm daring which 
no other person on earth would have displayed, 
replied through the servant girl that, “There 
was no need of apology. She would go down 
stairs as soon as she was dressed, and pour out 
Mr. Manners* tea for him.” 

And so she did. Twenty minutes after his 
sister left the house, John Manners, who was 
reading in his easy-cliair, heard Miss Dare’s 
bedroom door open, and the light, decided feet 
coming down the stair-case, with the soft sweep 
of a train in their wake. He stood up with his 
book in his hand, looking very courtly and im¬ 
posing when she entered, and he had just time 
to see her fully in the brilliant light of the 
chandelier before she spoke. She was a tall, 
supple girl, with an air of cool ease expressing 
itself in her gracefulness, and he had a quick 
conception of a wonderfully fair face, with 
wonderfully artistic coloring, bronze eyes, 
bronze hair, and a trailing dress of soft gray 
stuff, which swept the carpet. 


She looked at him calmly for a moment, and 
then extended a hand like a bit of sculptured 
marble. 

“It is hardly necessary I should announce 
myself, I suppose, Mr. Manners,” she said, 
with perfect ease; “but in case it should be, I 
will tell jou I am Cecil Dare, and I have come 
to pour out your tea for you.” 

John Manners was disarmed. If there had 
been a suspicion of elaborateness in her dress, 
or a touch of ceremony in her manner, he 
would have felt that he needed to stand on 
guard; but what could have been more elegant 
in its simplicity than the soft, gray robe, what 
more natural than her graceful self-possession t 
She came to the hearth when he had made his 
grave, pleasant reply, and she certainly looked 
more at home than he did, as she pulled the bell 
as a summons to the servants to bring in the tea. 

“I am sorry cousin Anne was called away,” 
she said, when she took her seat at the head of 
the table. “ That terrible Mrs. Flanegan is the 
bugbear of her existence. She has had every 
ailment that I ever heard of during the last 
month, and now she is beginning with rheu¬ 
matism again. Do you take cream, Mr. Man¬ 
ners?” 

There was not a touch of affectation or em¬ 
barrassment in her manner, as she paused w’ith 
the silver cream-jug poised in her hand, and 
her bronze eyes raised to ask the question. 
Miss Anne herself could not have spoken in a 
more matter-of-fact style; but one thing is cer¬ 
tain, namely, that Miss Anne would not have 
made the commonplace speech so effective. As 
was to be expected, John Manners made the 
natural mistake of trying to reconcile report 
with the evidence of his senses. This girl in 
her quiet dress an unscrupulous admiration 
seeker! this girl, who poured out his tea for 
him, with as indifferent a face as if he had 
been fifty instead of thirty 1 He looked at her 
proud, reticent, red-lipped mouth, and then at 
the bronze eyes, and his strong admiration for 
her beauty made him so unwise as to feel in¬ 
clined to set report at defiance. 

“You have been with Anne several weeks, I 
believe,” he said, at hazard, feeling it neces¬ 
sary to say something. 

“A month,” raising her beautiful, indolent 
eyes carelessly. “Cousin Anne was kind 
enough to offer me an asylum until my affairs 
were settled. I have not the remotest idea 
what affairs are meant; but on the death of my 
guardian, his law’yer gave me to understand 
that something needed ‘settling.* I suppose 
i he meant money.” 
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He scarcely knew why it was, but before the 
meal was ended he had begun to feel that she 
set his admiration aside as if it was something 
which was no novelty, and that there was 
something more than indifference in her care¬ 
less grace. If this air had been more decided, 
he would have almost fancied that she did not 
like him, and that she wished him to under¬ 
stand it; but as it was, he could only wonder 
if her coldness merely existed in his imagina¬ 
tion, or if it was something real: and he ended 
by observing her more closely, and by feeling 
a thought more interested. 

She drew Miss Anne’s favorite chair to the 
fire when they rose from the table, and took a 
seat in it, holding a dainty inlaid hand-screen 
between her wood-rose tinted cheek and the 
blaze, letting her soft, dark eyes rest upon him 
with quiet interest as sho listened to what he 
said, and occasionally answered in her clear, 
refined voice. 

When Miss Anne returned from her errand 
of mercy Cecil was sitting there still, the folds 
of her soft, gray robo sweeping- the gay-hued 
hearth-rug, and Cupidon, the favored, curled 
up on her lap, blinking his black dots of eyes 
luxuriously under his shaggy, terrier eyebrows. 
She did not move when Miss Anne entered, ex¬ 
cept to glance over her shoulder with a gay, 
easy welcome, which made that lady catch her 
breath. 

“Ah, cousin Anne!” she said, “back at last! 
I was afraid your patient would keep you all 
night.” 

“Were you?” said Miss Anne, gravely, as 
she untied her bonnet-strings. “You have had 
tea, I suppose?” 

“Certainly,” was the quiet reply. “We had 
it soon after you went away. Mr. Manners 
and I.” 

“Just as I suspected,” thought the far-seeing 
spinster. “You couldn’t let him alone.” 

But, really, Miss Dare looked very harmless 
and sufficiently charming as she sat in the glow 
of the fire. The brilliant light of the chan¬ 
delier brought out the wood-rose tinting won¬ 
derfully, and lighted up the rich, sparkling 
ring on the fair, smooth hand which caressed 
Cupidon. Altogether, circumstances were mak¬ 
ing a picture of her, and John sat opposite, 
forgetting the book he held in his hand, and 
looking at her. But his sister’s arrival put 
an end to his vague enjoyment, for Cecil rose 
almost directly. 

“I have some letters to write,” she said; 
“so you must excuse me for to-night. Good¬ 
evening, Mr. Manners.” And the supple, 
Vol. LIX.—4 


gray-robed figure passed out of the room in 
as matter-of-fact manner as it had entered. 

Miss Anne took the seat her guest had vacated 
with an air of grim resolution. 

“Well,” she said, as if she was prepared for 
any amount of weakness which could be dis¬ 
played. “Well, what do you think of her?” 

“She is a very beautiful girl,” said her 
brother, slowly. “Quite a remarkably beauti¬ 
ful girl.” 

“Of course she is,” snapped Miss Anne. “I 
know that.” 

The handsomo face in the seat opposite to 
her colored slightly. 

“She is very graceful and lady-like,” said 
the gentleman, gravely. 

“Very,” was the curt reply. “No you&g 
lady more so. John,” with sudden energy, 
“are you going to follow Fred Dare?” 

John opened his fine, dark eyes. 

“ My dear Anne,” he said, “what a very ex¬ 
traordinary question.” 

“Not at all,” proclaimed Miss Anno. “If 
you knew Cecil Dare as well as I do, you would 
say it was a very ordinary question. Will you 
be kind enough to answer it?” 

“ Certainly,” was the reply, as the gentleman 
shut his book and laid it on the table. “My 
answer is, No!” 

“Very well, then,” said Miss Anne, con¬ 
cisely. “Don’t say she is beautiful and grace¬ 
ful—don’t even think it! It will be by far the 
safest plan.” And taking up her bonnet and 
shawl, she departed in state. 

In default of having nothing else to do, John 
Manners turned to liis book again; but, as he 
opened it, he glanced with something of interest 
at the chair on which the gray-robed figure had 
been seated. 

“ I hope Anne does not show her prejudice,” 
he said. “It seems prejudice to me.” And 
being an honorable, unsuspecting gentleman, 
he believed what ho was saying. 

He did not see much of the young lady until 
the following evening. In the morning sho 
made her appearance at breakfast, with a late 
white rose in her bronze puffs, and a little 
sleepy softness in her eyes, which was very 
becoming; but the faint touch of indifference 
which John Manners had noticed the night-be¬ 
fore was more, decided; and, breakfast over, 
she went back to her room to'finish her letters. 

But in the evening, as John was laying aside 
the book he had been reading, there came a 
rustle of silk in the corridor, some one tapped 
lightly at the door, and in answer to his, “Walk 
in,” Cecil Dare opened it, and Btood upon 
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the threshold, with a book in her hand. Her j 
dress was gray again, but it was gray silk, and 
a wonder of a train rustled in its wake; the j 
wood-rose color was brighter than ever, and i 
thero were some artistic puffs of scarlet velvet 
in her hair. 

“Do I disturb you?” she asked, quietly. “I 
will not come in if I do. I only wished to re¬ 
turn a book I had borrowed from your shelves.” 

“Pray come in. I am only reading.” 

She entered at once, stopping a moment with 
perfect coolness to replace the borrowed book, 
and then took the chair he offered her. 

His first sensation on seeing her had been 
something of surprise, but certainly it sunk 
into insignificance before his amazement at her 
first speech. 

“And so cousin Anne has warned you?” she 
said, after a minute's silence, lifting her cool, 
superb eyes. 

“I—I beg your pardon,” he stammered, “but 
I really do not understand you.” But he L id 
never been more certain of anything in his life 
than that he did understand her, and she was 
perfectly aware of it. 

She went on as coolly as ever, scarcely notic¬ 
ing what ho had said, and toying with the heavy 
gold bracelet on her round, white wrist. 

“ I went into the breakfast-room last night 
to look for a letter I had left there, and I heard 
her talking to you—the door was half open. 
Perhaps she was right,” arching her brows. 
“People have said it so often, that I really 
begin to believe I must be a dangerous person.” 

“ I am very sorry-” he began, stiffly. 

She interrupted him. 

“ Oh, no! Pray don’t! There is no need of 
your feeling annoyed. I am used to it, you 
know. Besides, it is probable it is quite true. 
I have no doubt cousin Anne was right. I 
merely thought I would tell you my presump¬ 
tion had not extended to you. That is all.” 

To- say that John Manners was astonished 
would bo to say very little. If there had been 
a shade of wounded pride in her face, he could 
have understood her, but there was not; if she 
had seemed hurt, or embarrassed, he would 
have known how to reply to her, but she did 
not; and when she clasped her bracelet again, 
with her steady, white hand, and looked up at 
him, he could only flush, and feel that ho was 
looking rather ridiculous. 

He was beginning to try to say something, 
he scarcely knew what, when she stopped him 
again. 

“Oh!” she said, with a certain nonchalant 
candor, “I only thought it best to be frank. 


JFe shall be the better friends for it, and cousin 
Anne will be more comfortable.” She was 
woman enough, in spite of her indifference, to 
fire off this quiet shot. “Cousin Ajine is not 
very fond of me. Perhaps we don’t under¬ 
stand each other, or perhaps,” an odd little 
smile crept in here, “we understand each other 
too well.” 

She did not remain long after this, only long 
enough to set the subject utterly aside, and sit 
talking for a few minutes in her perfectly 
musical voice. Then she rose, and taking up 
the book she had brought from the shelves and 
laid it on the table, went out of the room, leav¬ 
ing John to his new train of thought. 

From that time Miss Anne had littlo to com¬ 
plain of, at least so far as her chief care was 
concerned. She could not prevent Miss Dare 
making a picture of herself in trailing soft, 
tinted dresses and delicate laces; she could 
not prevent her dropping into her perfect atti¬ 
tudes, and caressing Cupidon with that wonder 
of a supple-jointed white hand; but she was 
very much consoled when she found that nothing 
of this was directed at John. But there was 
another thing she could not do, which was to 
shut John’s eyes. From his first sense of annoy¬ 
ance had grown a constant desire to watch this 
girl, who was such a novelty to him. She had 
piqued and astonished him into wishing to 
know more of her, and so ho was betrayed 
into an interest which would have been danger¬ 
ous to any man. She never avoided him; in¬ 
deed, it seemed as though her indifference was 
too complete to allow of such a thing; but if ho 
had been sixty years old, her manner could 
not have been more utterly devoid of any 
womanly coquetry. The quick faculty she 
had for brightening and lighting up bril¬ 
liantly for other people, and which was her 
chief charm, never showed itself to him. 

Among the many people who liked and ad¬ 
mired her, there was one person for whom she 
seemed to care more than for the rest, and that 
person was Laura Dacro. With a school-girl's 
enthusiastic love of beauty, Laura bad adored 
Cecil from the first, and in observing the girl’s 
affectionate fashion of making her idol the 
confidante of her fancies, John Manners had 
noticed that Cecil had a wonderfully tender way 
of treating her. It was something affectionate 
and girlish of itself, and in someway it pleased 
him. She would dress as Laura wished her, 
arrange her hair as Laura liked it best, wear 
the very gloves that Laura proposed, but at 
the same time the girl’s faith and reliance in 
her were unbounded. 
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Now, he was not a sentimental man, this J 
John of ours; he had never been a susceptible 
one; he had cared little for women; he was a 
man of wealth and leisure, and loved science, 
if he loved anything, and hence it was that so 
much of his time was spent in his library; and 
yet, before a month had passed, he found that ! 
he had been mistaken in his fancied security, 
and that this fair guest of his sister’s, who 
cared less for him than she did for her terrier, 
and showed him far less favor, had touched him 
to the core of his man’s heart. He scarcely knew 
hew she had touched him, he only knew that j 
he was touched in spite of himself. No effort j 
of hers had done it, no trifling grace of manner 
had ever been assumed for him, and yet he was | 
as completely entangled as any of the men she 
smiled upon, and softened her subtle voice to. 

Perhaps dashing Fred Dacre was the true 
cause of the awakening, for, being a gay, sus¬ 
ceptible young fellow, he stood the first on 
the list of Cecil’s admirers; and as it was a 
cherished scheme of Laura’s that her brother 
should be successful, it came about that when 
there were cream-colored notes to be carried, 
or bouquets to be sent, Fred usually cantered 
up the road on his handsome brown horse, and 
played messenger. Fred, indeed, was only one 
of the many who followed her, and praised her; 
but it Bocmcd as though she favored him more 
than tV* rest. 

This was hard for John Manners. The con¬ 
trast between the face that met Fred Dacre and 
the face that met him, was too great for a man’s 
pride to bear, and as he was but a man, after 
all, his pride stung him to rebellion. 

It was after one of Fred Dacre’s numerous 
visits that this occurred. There was going to 
be a ball at the Dacres, to celebrate Frederick’s 
coming of age, and as Laura was deeply inter¬ 
ested in the decorations, of course she relied 
upon Cecil for assistance; and so the brown 
horse had cantered to the Manners’ with a note 
full of eager questions. But the visit was ended 
at last, and the slim, cream-tinted envelope, 
which contained the answer, was being carried 
back in-close proximity to Frederick’s heart, 
otherwise in his vest pocket; and Miss Dare 
came back to her evergreens with the shadow 
of a smile on her red-lipped mouth, brought 
there, perhaps, by her admirer’s adieu. 

She looked very girlish and charming with 
the soft, scarlet shawl trailing from her grace¬ 
ful shoulders over her gray robe, and contrast¬ 
ing so artistically with her heavy bronze hair 
and wood-rose tinted skin; but when she bent 
over Cupidon, who lay curled up on the lounge, 


and began to touch him with her careless white 
hand, that shadow of a smile still on her lips, 
John, who had been pacing the room restlessly, 
turned upon her as if she had done him an in¬ 
jury. 

“Do you know you are very cruel to me?” 
he said, abruptly, in a voice that was strangely 
excited and unsteady for so grave and self-pos¬ 
sessed a gentleman. “Do you know you are 
making me wretched?” 

She actually did not raise her eyes, and 
the careless white hand caressed Cupidon as 
steadily as ever; but if John had been near 
enough he might have seen a suspicion of 
startled deepening in the wood-rose tint. 

“No,” she said, coolly. That was all.” 

He came to her side, and looked down at h^r 
with a sudden passion in his face. 

“You understand me,” he said. “You mu6t 
understand me! This is too hard to bear!” 

She did not raise her eyes yet, and how 
utterly careless her lovely face was! 

“This!” she echoed. “What?” 

“I say you must understand me,” he re¬ 
peated, passionately. “Indifferent as you arc, 
you cannot but see that I am wretched—that 
you make me wretched—that I love you in 
spite of your indifference—in spite of myself.” 

She looked up then, and the shadow of a 
smile changed into the shadow of something 
which might have been triumph. Was it 
triumph? He had not time to decide, for she 
looked down again the next moment, and the 
white hand touched her favorite’s neck with a 
pretty gesture, which stung him bitterly in its 
contrast to her silence. 

“What have I done to deserve your con¬ 
tempt?” he said. “If this is womanly pique, 
it is ungenerous; if I have wronged you in any 
word or deed, give me the chance to redeem 
myself in your eyes.” 

“ There is nothing to redeem,” she said. “I 
was frank with you at the first, and I thought 
we understood each other.” 

He flushed scarlet with a man’s hot indigna¬ 
tion at her coldness. If he could have moved 
her to the faintest shadow of an emotion at his 
words he could have borne it better; but as it 
was, ho could only lose control over himself, 
and speak as another man would have spoken 
with something of galled pride and something 
of pain. 

She listened to him quietly enough until he 
had finished, and then she rose with as un¬ 
moved a face as she had ever worn in her life. 

“ I cannot pretend I do not understand you,” 
she said, scarcely glancing at him. “I do 
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understand you. If you love me as you say you 
do, you love me in the face of reason. I have 
given you no encouragement, and I spoke 
honestly to you the first day we met. I deter¬ 
mined I would not be to blame, and I have not 
been to blame. If I have wronged you by any 
word or deed which deceived you, tell me of it 
and give me the chance to redeem myself.” 

She raised her face and looked at him as she 
said this, and then he understood her, for the 
shadow of triumph was a shadow no longer, 
it was triumph itself—a triumph ungenerous 
enough, heaven knows: but, alas! for poor 
human nature! natural enough, too, and his 
recognition of it stung him to the quick. 

The sting of her cool immobility made him 
as steady as she was herself. It roused his 
pride. He took one step nearer to her, and 
met her gaze steadily for a moment. 

“Do I understand youV* he asked of her. 

She merely bent her head. 

“Thank you,” he said, concisely. “I have 
been very foolish, it appears, but I am still a 
roan, and man enough to bear even this, I 
think.” And then he turned on his heel and 
walked out of the room. 

They drifted a little further apart after this, 
and though her host’s manner did not change 
in its stately courtesy, it is possible that Miss 
Dare grew a little restless. Perhaps the con¬ 
sciousness that her triumph had not been so 
complete, after all, and was not a very noble 
one, troubled her slightly; for, to Miss Anne’s 
surprise, she began to speak of returning to 
New York, and inquired more frequently and 
anxiously about the business letters which 
came now and then from her lawyer, and 
which were to announce the final “settling” 
of her affairs. But all things must reach a 
climax, all love stories, more especially; and 
so in this case the story reached its climax, 
and it was one of these unpretending legal 
letters which gave it the final turn. 

It was handed to her one morning, as she was 
drawing on her gloves, preparatory to driving 
over to the Dacres with Frederick, who was 
waiting for her. With a slight apology she 
opened and read it. 

“I am to return to New York next week, 
cousin Anne,” she said, when she had finished 
and refolded the letter, and then, inconsistr 
ently enough with her former anxiety, she 
drew a little sigh—a very faint sigh it was, and 
quite an unconscious one, but still sigh enough 
to draw one pair of dark eyes upon her. This 
pair of dark eyes belonged to John Manners, 
who was sitting near reading. Encountering 


them, Cecil flushed sudden scarlet, and bent 
over her glove-button with a faint expression 
of irritation. 

“ I have had a very pleasant visit,” she said, 
not quite steadily, “and I have a great deal to 
thank you for, cousin Anne. Still, I cannot 
help feeling relieved that all this business has 
come to an end.” 

She looked up from the glove-button, when 
she had finished speaking, and met the dark eyes 
with her usual quiet air of indifferent question¬ 
ing, and then she turned to Fred Dacre again. 

But the dashing Frederick was not in such a 
gay mood as usual. He had something to say 
to Miss Dare this morning, and this sudden an¬ 
nouncement had made it more necessary than 
ever that he should say it. Accordingly, when 
he found himself alone with her, he plunged 
into the subject with astonishing eloquence. If 
he had cared less for her he might have seen 
that, in spite of her smiles and her even voice, 
she was not quite ready to listen to him; but 
full of his fear of losing her, full of his hopes of 
being successful, he thought of nothing but of 
what he had been longing to say for weeks, 
and he spoke out boldly, like a susceptible, 
honest young fellow, as he was. 

Cecil was rather pale as she listened to poor 
Fred, and even when she answered him, her 
color did not rise again. 

It was a very quiet answer which she gave 
him, and worded with a tenderer regard for 
his warmth and honesty than many women 
would have had the graceful power to show: 
but it was a bitter pill for all that. 

“ I do not love you,” she said, in the end, 
with a touch of impetuousness. “I wish I did. 
But let us be friend’s for Laura’s sake.” 

He did not ask her to try to love him, he was 
quick enough to know better than that, and 
generous enough not to force upon her the 
sharpness of his disappointment; but, for all 
that, he did not wear the brightest of faces 
when he assisted her from the carriage. 

But he bore it like a man. 

“It’s all over, Laura,” he said to his favorite 
confidante, the first time they were alone for a 
moment. “I have asked her to bo my wife, 
and she said no; and though I don’t pretend 
to be a particularly penetrating fellow, I think 
I may thank John Manners for it.” 

“Ah, Fred!” exclaimed Laura. “The idea! 
She hates him: at least, she doesn’t like him.” 

“Did she tell you she hated him?” asked 
Fred, quietly. 

“Well—no,” hesitated Laura. “But Bhe 
never speaks of him when she can avoid it; 
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and, besides, Fred, you know she—she wouldn’t 
suit him.” 

“Wouldn’t she?” said Fred, dryly. “Per¬ 
haps not; but at the same time, perhaps, that 
is a matter of opinion.” 

Poor affectionate Laura! The news that her 
air-castles had fallen to the dust was a terrible 
disappointment to her, and she reproached 
Cecil most pathetically. 

“Oh, Cecil!” she broke out, as they sat alone 
together, later in the evening. “Oh, Cecil! 
Why didn’t you say yes to Fred ? Do you love 
any one else?” 

“No,” said Cecil, sharply. “Of course not. 
You dear, silly child, what nonsense!” 

But the next moment the rose-red faded 
white, swept away by the swift throb of the 
stung pride, which showed her so plainly that 
she had not spoken the truth, and that, in spite 
of herself, she had turned coward. 

When the fact of Fred Dacre’s rejection 
reached Miss Anne, she was more oratorical 
than ever. 

“Of course!” she proclaimed, with a sort of 
grim satisfaction, “nothing more than I ex¬ 
pected. It. is just like her.” 

As for John Manners, he only looked at the 
fair, proud face a thought more keenly than 
usual, and learning nothing from it, turned to 
his books again with a regretful sigh. Not 
his ideal, certainly, this haughty girl, and yet 
he had loved her very dearly. 

So it went on from day to day with a terriblo 
sense of humiliation in Cecil Dare, and a grow¬ 
ing impatience of herself, which it needed all 
the haughty intolerance, that was her greatest 
fault, to subdue. She had been bitter enough 
through this very intolerance against people 
who had criticised her before; but she bad been 
terribly bitter against John Manners, and 
through this very intolerance she grew as 
utterly wretched as it is possible for a girl of 
twenty to be. If she could have borne her 
enemy down with her calm eyes, and her 
calmer smiles, she might have felt even so 
small a victory some aggrandizement—but it 
was a drawn battle. John Manners never 
forgot himself for an instant. He kept to 
the library a little more closely, and, perhaps, 
grave shadows settled upon his face: still I 
think it possible that he might have lived a 
hundred years, and made no other sign in her 
presence. He was not a sentimental lover, he 
was a man with a strong will, and Cecil Dare 
had trampled upon his pride; so it was that 
when they had spent their last quiet evening 
in the comfortable parlor, and she rose to 


retire, he took her proffered hand with a calm 
face. 

“Our last night,” she said, raising her su¬ 
perb eyes with a half smile. “Good-night, 
Mr. Manners, and pleasant dreams.” 

But when she descended the next morning 
in her dainty traveling-dress, her easy com¬ 
posure was gone. It was not so easy to brave 
matters out when it came to the last moment; 
and when John Manners bade her good-by bc- 
fore returning to his study, she turned a shade 
paler, and faltered a little. 

“Thank you!” she said, in brief reply to 
his courteous wishes for her safe journey. 
And then she turned to the window and stood 
there until the door had closed behind him. 

She stood there very quietly when he was 
gone, drawing one glove on, the wood-rose 
color fluttering on her cheeks, a curious, des¬ 
perate steadiness in her eyes. She was stand¬ 
ing there when at last Miss Anne entered, and 
she turned to that lady, fastening a button at 
her wrist. 

“I have lost one of my gloves, I think,” she 
said, “Have you seen it, cousin Anne?” 

“Gracious!” exclaimed Miss Manners. “I 
met John in the hall with a glove in his hand. 
I suppose he picked it up somewhere. Men 
arc so careless. I will go and get it.” 

“No,” said Cecil, quickly, “I won't trouble 
you; let me go.” And before Miss Anne had 
time to speak, she was gone. 

It was the last touch of weakness in her 
heart, and she could not restrain it. She 
wanted to see him once again, only for a mo¬ 
ment—she was coward enough for that. 

The library was very quiet when she opened 
the door. There was a bright fire burning in 
the grate, and a luxurious arm chair was 
drawn up to it, but John Manners had not 
seated himself. He was standing upon the 
hearth-rug, resting an arm on the mantle- 
piece, and looking sadly down at something 
he held in his hand. The preoccupied ex¬ 
pression of his face, and the tender pain that 
showed itself, made Cecil hesitate one moment. 
What was he pondering over? What was it 
that had the power to touch him so unwontedly ? 

It was a glove—a little glove of gray kid, 
with tassels of silk, and buttons of pearl; it 
was the glove she had come to find; and even 
as she paused, he raised it to his lips, and 
kissed it softly, as he might have kissed some¬ 
thing he had loved and lost. 

But for that, kiss, her pride might have held 
her to her old resolve, but the tender sadness 
in his eyes, and the tender, sad caress, touched 
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her to the quick. It had been hard enough to 
go away silent before, but it was harder now— 
it was so hard now that it was impossible, and 
the next moment she was standing before him, 
conquered wholly, and with great, sudden tears 
in her eyes. 

“I came in quietly, and you did not hear 
me,” she explained, impetuously. “I came for 
my glove, and I saw you kiss it. Did you kiss 
it because, after all, you are still generous 
enough to care for me? Only answer yes or 
no.” 

He looked into her proud, brimming eyes. 
He saw the truth there. 

“Yes,” he said. 

The tears that had been in her eyes fell upon 
her cheeks, and slipped away like the tears of 
a child. 

“I have no right to expect your pardon,” she 
began, with a certain proud humility, and then, 
under the latent power of his kindling eyes, 
she looked up at him, flushing to her forehead, 
and then broke down, and held out both deli¬ 
cate hands, with a little hesitating gesture, 
touched with her all-ruling pride. 

Only one instant and he had drawn them 


against his breast, and so drawn her nearer 
and nearer. 

“You have no need to ask it,” he said, bend¬ 
ing over her. “You have only need to answer 
me one question. This little glove, must I 
keep it, or restore it to its owner?” 

“You must keep it,” she whispered, and 
then was drawn close in his strong, imperious, 
folding arms. 

She did not go back to New York that day, 
you may be sure—she did not go back at all to 
stay, and Laura did not lose her friend. 

“But the idea, Cecil,” said the frank little 
simpleton, when one day, a few months after, 
she was hanging over Mrs. John Manners* 
chair, for the better purpose of petting her. 
“1 always thought you didn't like Mr. Man¬ 
ners. I never dreamed you would marry him, 
of all people in the world.” 

Mrs. John raised her lovely, eyes from the 
embroidery she held in her fair hands, and 
looked across at her husband with a very 
charming flush, and an equally charming little 
laugh. 

“Neither did I, my dear,” she said, to Laura. 
“I married him in spite of myself.” 


“THERE SHALL BE NO NIGHT THERE” 

BT CHARLES J. PETERSON. 


An orphan child—her mother was dead— 

She moaned os she turned on her restless bed. 

In biting cold, and with weary feet, 

For weeks she had walked the hnngry street; 

For weeks she had walked, in frost and storm, 

With hardly a rag to her shivering form; 

And many a time, in the lonely night, 

She had stopped and looked in the windows bright, 
Where happy children, In garments gay, 

Dmeed and laughed in their gleesome play. 

And, oh! how she longed for a single word 
Of tho mother-lovo that she thought she heard; 
For she still remembered, through choking tours, 
The beautiful mother, of by-gone years. 

But now, for long, long nights she had lain, 

The fever of famine in blood and brain. 

The storm without blew sharp and shrill, 

And the snow was deep on the window-sill. 

From side to side her poor head tost, 

And she moaned and moaned of the loved and lost. 
There was no one there her pillow to set, 

There was none her parching lips to wet. 

In all the world there was none her friend. 

And the night wore on—would it ever end? 

The night wore on, and the morning broke; 

The storm was over; the sufferer woke. 

She woke to a realm of warmth and light, 

To a glory that dazzled, it was so bright. 

And happy children, in garments Mr, 


Smilingly bade hor a welcome there; 

And asked her, with kisses, to join their play- 
Sho looked, and lo! she was dressed ns they. 

And they lod her down, through shatty and sheen, 
By meadows fair, and by pastures green, 

Where the living fountains of waters rise. 

And bloom the lilies of Paradise. 

The birds they sang; she had never heard. 

She had never dreamed of such song of bird. 

Oil! the fragrant flowers, the brilliant skies. 

They filled her soul with au awed surprise. 

And the far-ofT city, w r ith walls of light, 

That shone and shone on its jasper height. 

And the bands of angels, walking free. 

On tho distant battlements fair to see. 

Tho martyrs, known by the palms they hold; 

And the harpers harping with harps of gulJ. 

The pearly gates—os she stood there, dazed 
By the blaze of glory on which she gnzed, 

She heard a voice; and it broke the spell; 

’Twas tho long-lost mother sho knew so welL 

Never before had that loved ono dear, 

Half so beautiful seemed as here. 

Tho radiant robe, and the wondrous grace, 

The light in the eye, and the smile on the face, 
Tho outstretched arms, and the glad cry, “Come! 
At last, my darling, at last at home." 

And hand in hand, with happy feet, 

Together they went up the golden street. 
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[Entered, according to Act of Congress, In the year 1871, by Mrs. Ann 8. Stephens, in the Clerk's Office of the District 
Co>;rt of the United States, for the Southern District of New York.] 


CRaH 6R I. | 

Abounu her w*m such glowing colors, in j 
masses, or floating airily through the room, j 
that a face less richly tinted would have seemed j 
pale by contrast. Behind her was a pile of j 
India shawls, in which the rays of a gorgeous ! 
sunset seemed to have mellowed down in one j 
soft, glowing heap. By her side was a morn- s 
ing-dress of Oriental cashmere, with vivid \ 
palm-leaves running far up the skirt, which 
trailed down from the wire skeleton that sup¬ 
ported it, and swept the floor like the plumage 
of a peacock. 

In fact, this vast show-room was one pano¬ 
rama of bright, beautiful things; and most 
beautiful of all was the young girl, with her 
rich complexion, just verging on the brunette, 
and her large, blue-gray eyes, that looked out 
from their long, sweeping lashes like shadowed 
waters where the rushes grow thickly. Her 
hair, too, was lustrous and abundant, neither 
black, auburn, nor brown, but with a gleam of 
each as the light chanced to fall on it. 

The face, we have so imperfectly described, 
was turned toward a flight of stairs that led 
from the more general warerooms below, and 
across it flew a shadow of pride or pain, as a 
party of ladies, accompanied by one gentle¬ 
man, came up the stairs, and loitered along 
the show-room, where she was standing. One 
of the clerks went forward to meet the party, 
and turning, walked by the side of the younger 
lady, who came on somewhat in advance of the 
rest, politely attentive to business. 

“Shawls, did you say?” 

“Yes,” answered the young lady, smiling 
blandly in the face of the clerk, whose soft, 
amber beard stirred almost imperceptibly with 
an answering smile. “I scarcely know yet 
what we do want; but mamma has a perfect 
passion for shawls, and I dare say will add 
another to the variety she has stored away in 
her cedar-closet, where even the moths are 
forbidden to touch them Oh, mamma! here is 
something lovely!” 

The elder lady came forward, and, taking 
out her gold-mounted eye-glass, examined the 
ph&wl which had struck her daughter’s atten¬ 


tion. It was, indeed, a fabric of wonderful 
beauty, soft, firm, and wrought in with a 
splendor of harmonious colors, which the most 
perfect taste alone could appreciate. But the 
lady who examined this exquisite workman¬ 
ship understood all its value, and, after mnking 
herself mistress of its perfections, quietly in¬ 
quired the price. 

The sum named would have bought a pretty 
homestead for some poor family in the country. 
The lady seemed in no way surprised by the 
amount, but took the shawl from its stand, while 
the young man beckoned the girl, who had with¬ 
drawn a little way off, to try it on. 

This young creature came forward, not blush¬ 
ing under the astonished eyes turned upon her, 
but rather growing pole with a keen feeling of 
humiliation, and submitted her queenly person 
to be enveloped in the rich folds of the shawl. 
When she felt all those strange eyes upon her 
the color came back to her face, while her 
downcast lashes swept her glowing cheeks, and 
her lips began to quiver, as if a burst of tears 
were struggling upward. 

“Mother,” said the young gentleman, in a 
low voice, “the counter would be a better 
place.” 

“No, no!” broke in a small, pert-voiced 
young person, whom the elder lady addressed 
as Miss Spicer, who was one of the party, 
touching the shoulder over which the shawl 
was draped with her parasol. “Nothing like 
a live person to carry off a thing like this. 
Please move forward and let us see how it falls 
upon the train. Superb, isn’t it?” 

Eva Laurence lifted her eyelids with a sud¬ 
den flash, and stepped back from the insolent 
touch of that parasol, with a gesture at once 
haughty and graceful. Then, remembering 
what was expected of her, she moved across 
the floor, displaying her shawl in every fold 
as it swept from her shoulders, down the long, 
black train of her dress. All other eyes were 
fixed upon the garment, but young Lambert 
saw that her bosom heaved, and the hands 
folded over the shawl trembled. He was turn¬ 
ing away, touched by this evidence of painful 
embarrassment, when Miss Spicer dnrted for- 
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ward, seized upon Eva’s train, and spread it 
out upon the floor, exclaiming, 

“ There now, that’s something like. Isn’t it 
superb?” 

“It is, indeed!” answered Mrs. Lambert, 
surveying the tall, well-formed girl with her 
glasses. “What do you think, Ivan?” 

“What do I think, mother? Why, that the 
young lady will be tired to death before you 
have made up your mind. Permit me-” 

Here young Lambert lifted the shawl gently 
from Eva’s shoulders, and laid it on the coun¬ 
ter. Eva drew a deep breath and moved off 
to a window, resentful and hurt, she could 
scarcely tell why—for had she not come to 
that place for the very purpose that wounded 
her so? Did she not receive extra compensa¬ 
tion because her stately figure carried off those 
costly garments to such advantage? What 
rights had she that this patrician party had 
invaded? 

Still the girl’s cheek burned, and her shoul¬ 
ders felt heavy, as if a burden more oppressive 
than twenty shawls bore them down. 

While Mrs. Lambert was completing the pur¬ 
chase of her shawl, the young man moved 
quietly about the room, carrying his cane in 
one well-gloved hand, with which he mani¬ 
fested a little impatience, as most men do when 
forced into a shopping excursion with mem¬ 
bers of their own family; but, with all his rest¬ 
lessness, he kept Eva Laurence well in view, 
wondering in his heart who she was, and how 
she came to be in that strange position. 

Miss Spicer, too, had her curiosity. Trou¬ 
bled with no sensitive hesitation, she watched 
the girl in a bold, staring way, now and then 
turning a quizzical look on young Lambert, 
which brought the color to his face. 

“Stylish, ha!” she whispered, taking the 
young man’s cane from his hand. “Stop here 
often after this, I dare say—I would!” 

“You would do a great many strange things 
—in fact, you are always doing them. If you 
have bent my cane sufficiently, perhaps you 
will return it.” 

Miss Spicer gave up the cane, which, being 
a flexible, gold-mounted affair, she was twist¬ 
ing back and forth in her hands. 

Eva Laurence saw all this, though her 
drooping eyes seemed fixed on the floor, and 
the proud heart burned within her; for now 
and then Miss Spicer glanced across the piles 
of merchandise to where she stood, taking no 
pains to conceal that she was an object of 
curiosity, if not of conversation. 

“ There now, don’t look so savage, my 


friend,” said that lady, “and you shall see 
what a chance I will give you for a second 
survey.” 

Before young Lambert could answer, the 
reckless creature had called another clerk to 
her side. 

“This velvet cloak,” she said, “I should 
like to see it tried on. Please, call the young 
woman.” 

The clerk stepped over to Eva Laurence, 
and spoke to her. She looked up quickly, 
bent her head, and came across the room, 
almost smiling the contempt she felt for that 
rude girl, who only seemed the more plebeian 
for smothering her coarseness in purple and 
fine linen. Without a word she invested her¬ 
self in the velvet garment, and with its rich, 
deep laces settling around her, stood out in 
the midst of the open space to be examined, 
looking gravely and quietly on the group that 
gathered around her. Then the ladies fell to 
examining the cloak by detail; handling its 
glossy folds, criticising the pattern of the lace, 
and exclaiming at the perfect fit; while Spicer 
turned the shrinking girl around, and jerked 
the cloak in and out of place, as if that proud, 
sensitive creature were a mere lay-figure, with 
a wooden soul. 

“ There now, Mr. Lambert, tell me if this is 
not perfect?” 

Miss Spicer turned ns she spoke; but the 
gentleman, for whom all this display had been 
gotten up, was at the other end of the room, 
looking diligently out of the window’. 

“Mr. Lambert! Mr. Lambert! Come; we 
want your opinion,” cried Miss Spicer, so 
loudly that every one in the room could hear. 

“I beg your pardon,” answered the young 
man, blushing with angry annoyance; “gen¬ 
tlemen are no judges of such things.” 

Miss Spicer walked toward him, grasping 
her parasol as if it had been a spear, with 
which she meant to pierce him through. 

“Now, this is too bad, after all the pains I 
have taken! Come along, do.” 

Lambert turned from the window and fol¬ 
lowed his tormentor. He did not even glance 
at Eva Laurence. 

“Mother, I have an engagement; pray, ex¬ 
cuse me.” 

“An engagement—gone! The idea!” 

With this exclamation, Miss Spicer turned 
from the girl she had tortured, and the oloak 
she did not want, with a gesture of the hand, 
meant to indicate that she had done with the 
whole affair, and became all at once impatient 
to leave the establishment. 
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Mrs. Lambert, who had concluded her pur¬ 
chase, and Miss Lambert., who had been an 
amused spectator of her friend’s defeat, were 
now ready to go; and Eva saw them depart 
with a feeling of resentful humiliation, which 
brought a hot-red to her cheeks, and mingled 
fire and tears to her eyes. 

“You find it hard,” said a voice at her 
elbow. “We all rebel at first; but time and 
patience do wonders.” 

The person who spoke was a slight, dark¬ 
eyed man, about thirty-five or forty years of 
age, whose low, kind voice fell gently on her 
disturbed senses. 

“Yes, it is hard,” answered Eva; and the 
tears that had been gathering in her eyes 
flashed over the vivid red of her checks, and 
melted there like dew upon a peach. “I did 
not expect this—I thought that ladies alone 
would claim my services.” 

“You forget,” said her fellow clerk, “that 
money does not always fall to the wise or the 
refined.” 

“But a person like that., coarse, unfeeling, 
and insolent—what right has she to money, 
while I have nothing?” 

“Ah! there is the old story, restless rebel¬ 
lion against things as they are and must be. 
The law gives her a fortune which some one 
else has earned—it is the chance of her birth; 
but nature withheld from her many things far 
more precious than wealth, which she has 
lavished on—on others, perhaps.” 

Eva blushed, and c. smile quivered over her 
lips. This half-suppressed compliment soothed 
her wounded pride a little, but she soon broke 
into impatience again. 

“ Is there no way in which a poor girl can 
get her living without meeting these bitter 
insults?” she exclaimed. 

The man shook his head. 

“Do intelligence, refinement, noble aspira¬ 
tions, go for nothing when joined with honest 
labor?” 

“Yes, child, as they enhance the nature of 
that labor.” 

“And labor is slavery,” murmured the girl, 
looking toward the broad window, against 
which the sunshine was breaking in bright 
waves of silver. “That girl is her own mis¬ 
tress—can go where she will—say what she 
pleases—wound others, if she likes, without 
rebuke or compunction.” 

“Would you call that a privilege?” ques¬ 
tioned the man, who listened with a grave 
smile. 

“No, no! I could not do it. Knowing how 


keenly a poor girl can feel, no amount of pros¬ 
perity could ever induce me to wound one as— 
as that girl has hurt me. If I were rich-” 

“Well, if you were rich? What then?” 

“I would think of others, use my wealth to 
make others prosperous. No girl with a soul 
should be shut up in a great room like this, to 
show off garments for happier women to wear.” 

“Yet it is only a little time since you were 
so glad to come here.” 

Eva’s face changed like a flash of lightning, 
and she reached forth her hand. 

“You think me impatient, and so I am; un¬ 
grateful—but that I am not. I was glad to 
come here —so glad! The sweetest hour of my 
life will be that in which I carry home my first 
week’s wages, and see those poor, dear faces 
brighten with a sight of the money. How can 
I be so unreasonable? Forgive me!” 


CHAPTER II. 

Up town, where vacant lots can still be found, 
stood a small wooden building, scarcely more 
than a shantie in dimensions, but perfectly 
^finished, so far as it went, and neat in all its 
appointments as any palace. Two small rooms 
on the first floor, and a like number of sleep¬ 
ing chambers, with their ceilings in the roof, 
took up the entire length and breadth of the 
building. The little space of ground, not occu¬ 
pied by the building, was given up to turf and 
brightened with flowers, w’hich climbed the 
fences and ran up the little portico, as leaves 
cluster around a bird’s-ncst in the spring. 
Indeed, that little spot of earth was lovely in 
the cool of the day, when thousands of purple 
and pink morning-glories shook the dew from 
their delicate bells, and masses of scarlet 
beans, cypress-vines, and sweet-scented cle¬ 
matis, kept bright and beautiful, week in and 
week out, so long as the season lasted. The 
house itself contained little of value. Curtains 
of cheap muslin, white as snow, through which 
you could see a thousand delicate shadows from 
the flowers outside, shaded the windows. In 
the front room was a pretty chintz couch, home¬ 
made, with dainty cushions, and an easy-chair 
to match, the workmanship of some strong, deft 
hand in the first construction, and finished up 
by the taste, still more perfect, of a woman, to 
whom the {esthetic influence was second na¬ 
ture. 

Two or three really fine engravings were on 
the walls, and in one corner stood a straight- 
legged, old piano, with an embroidered stool. 

Two persons sat in this room, at nightfall, on 
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the day Eva Laurence made her little outburst j 
of pride in that fashionable establishment down 
town. One was a tall, spare woman, near mid¬ 
age, originally from New England, as you might 
detect from a certain peculiarity of speech, and 
the constant occupation which she found for 
her hands, even while seated in that roomy 
easy-chair. The other was a young girl, seem¬ 
ingly about fourteen at a first glance; but on 
a second look, you saw traces of thought and 
of pain on that noble face, which took your 
judgment in a few years. The girl was, in 
fact, about the age of Eva Laurence, and people 
called the two girls sisters, though nothing 
could be more unlike the rich coloring and 
perfect figure of Eva than the pale delicacy 
and wonderful expression of this girl on the 
couch. 

44 Mother!” 

How sweet and low that voice was! This 
one incomparable word seemed rippling off 
into music, it was so full of tenderness. 

44 Well, Ruth, what is it? Shall I move the 
cushions?” 

44 No, mother; but you seem thoughtful. Has 
anything gone wrong that I do not know of?” 

44 Wrong? No! It is only the one old trou¬ 
ble!” 

44 The house?” 

“Yes. I am afraid, Ruth, that we shall 
have to give it up. The mortgage will be due 
in another month-” 

44 But Eva thought-” 

“Yes, dear, I know. If she had only got 
her situation a little earlier, there might have 
been some chance; but the lot is growing more 
valuable all the time, and Mr. Clopp is a grasp¬ 
ing man.” 

Ruth Laurence clasped her hands, and turned 
her eyes upon the wall. 

“Oh! how helpless I am!” she said, with a 
thrill of pathetic pain in her voice. “If we 
could both work now.” 

44 But that is impossible. Besides, what would 
the house be without you—a cage without its 
bird?” 

That moment a brave, young voice came 
singing up to the front-door of that tiny house, 
and a bright face leaned through the open win¬ 
dow, under which Ruth was .lying, and shook 
some ripe leaves from the vines upon her. 44 All 
right—both here,” he cried, swinging a pack¬ 
age of books down from his shoulder, and 
coming through the little hall. 44 I’ve got along 
famously, mother: not a demerit. But what 
makes you look so sober?” 

The lad who came into that humble parlor, 


was as handsome and bright a little fellow as 
you will see in a mile’s ride through the city; 
his large, gray eyes were full of eager expecta¬ 
tion. 

“Well, mother,” he said, “has Eva come 
home yet? She promised us a famous supper 
when those people paid her, and I’m on hand 
for it if ever a little chap was. Not here yet? 
Now that’s what I call rough! Isn’t it, sister 
Ruth?” 

44 She will be home soon,” answered sister 
Ruth, returning the boy’s kiss with a gentle 
sigh. 

“How cold your lips are!” exclaimed the 
boy, and a look of tender trouble came into 
his eyes. 44 Is it because you are hungry, 
sister Ruth? If it is, I’ll—I’ll go and sell my 
school-books, and play hockey after it, to get 
you something to eat.” 

“But the books are not yours, dear,” an¬ 
swered the sweet, sad voice from the couch; 
‘‘they belong to the city.” 

The boy stood still a moment, while the slow 
color mounted to his face. 

44 1 know that,” he answered, almost crying; 
“but just then they seemed to be mine, dear 
old friends, ready to go anywhere for my good. 
Anyway, if I was a fairy now, every one of 
them should turn into semething good to eat; 
bread for me, and pound-cake for mother, 
and—and ” 

“Beef-steak for us all!” said the mother, 
joining in the conversation. 

The boy drew in his breath and smacked his 
lips, as if the very idea of a warm beef-steak 
were a delicious morsel to be tasted and lin¬ 
gered over. 

“Oh, that! but then one must not be extra¬ 
vagant. Who knows! Eva may come back 
with a whole pocket full of rocks!” the boy 
broke forth, after a moment of dull despond¬ 
ency. 44 Come, mother, cheer lip, something 
good is going to happen. I feel it in my 
bones. ” 

Mrs. Laurence arose feebly from her chair, 
took the boy’s head between her hands and 
I kissed him, passionately, half a dozen times, 
j as if Bhe thought each kiss could be coined into 
I food for his hungry lips. 

j 44 Are you so very-” 

[ “Not a bit of it,” cried the lad, shaking his 
head free, and making a dive at his books, that 
the poor mother might not see his hard strug¬ 
gle to keep from crying. “Hungry, oh, no! 
Didn’t one of the big boys give me half his 
lunch ? That’s a roundabout whopper, I know,” 
he muttered to himself; “but them eyes, I 
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couldn’t stand ’em, and she been sick so long. 
Capital lunch it was, too: corned beef sand¬ 
wiches and pickles—famous! So just think of 
yourself, mother, not me. But here comes Eva. 
Hurra!” 

Sure enough, that moment Eva Laurence 
came through the little gate, sad, weary, and 
despondent, moving through the dusky flowers 
like a spirit of night. She entered the little 
sitting-room, and going directly up to her 
mother, kissed her in silence. Then she sat 
down on an edge of the couch, and looked ten¬ 
derly down upon her invalid sister, and whis¬ 
pered to her, 

44 Have you had nothing? Has no raven or 
dove from heaven come to feed you, my poor 
darling?” 

Ruth shook her head, and tried to smile. 

“ It is mother who needs it most,” she said. 
44 She is not used to being ill, poor darling, and 
did without so long herself before she would 
own that we were getting short. Have you 
brought nothing for her?” 

Eva shook her head, and whispered, 44 I did 
ask. Don’t think me a coward, Ruth, but they 
will not break their rules, down there, for any 
one.” 

44 What can we do ?” cried the sick girl, clasp¬ 
ing her hands. “I can wait, but mother and 
poor Jim? Then you will break down.” 

44 No,” answered Eva, almost bitterly. 44 Mr 
Harald has insisted on sharing his lunch with 
me every day—that is the worst of it. I am kept 
strong and rosy, while you and mother, who 
need wholesome things much more, are left 
here to suffer. You don’t know, Ruthy, dear, 
how L have longed for an opportunity to hide 
some of his nice things away, and bring them 
home; but he always eats with me, and I have 
no courage to speak. So I feast like a princess, 
and feel guilty as a thief.” 

44 But you need strength so much more than 
we do,” answered Ruth, clasping her pale hands 
over Eva’s neck, and kissing her beautiful face. 
44 It would break my heart to see you growing 
pale and thin like the rest of us.” 

Eva sprang to her feet, stung with unrea¬ 
sonable contrition for having tasted the food 
she could not share with those she loved. 

44 What can I do? Is there nothing left? If 
we could only bridge over the next two days— 
but how?” 

“Just you hold on,” said little Jim, pitching 
his pile of books into the next room, and shut¬ 
ting the door upon them with a bang, as if 
nothing less than a great effort could free him 
from temptation. 44 Just you hold on. This is a 


free country, and every American has a right 
to have something to eat; yes, and be Presi¬ 
dent of the United States, if the whole people 
want him to—to say nothing of women who 
haven’t got their inalienable rights to be men 
just yet, but are hungry and thirsty just the 
same. Give me a chance!” 

Out of the house James Laurence went, put¬ 
ting on his thread-bare cap as he ran. The 
women he left looked at each other, and almost 
smiled, his enthusiasm was so contagious. 

“Where can he have gone, what is the boy 
thinking of,” said Eva, untieing her shabby 
little bonnet, and sitting down in helpless 
expectation. Ruth looked up, smiling. She 
had great faith in little Jim, and, spite of all 
the sweet patience which made her character 
so lovely, thought, with keen physical longing, 
of the good which might possibly come out of 
his sudden resolution. 

44 We never know what thought our blessed 
Lord may give to a child,” she said; “besides, 
it does seem impossible that, in a country like 
this, God’s innocent creatures can be left to 
starve. I think Jim will come back at least 
with a loaf of bread; the man who refused us 
may trust him. Let us wait and see.” 

This sweet prophecy fell so tranquilly on the 
sweet, summer air that, spite of themselves, 
these women began to hope. 


CHAPTER III. 

Little James Laurence gave himself no time 
for cowardly thoughts, but ran bravely toward 
a grocery store, where the family provisions 
had been bought in better times, but where all 
credit for their present necessities had been 
curtly refused. The proprietor, fortunately, 
had gone out, and his wife stood behind the 
counter, serving a customer. She was a stout, 
matronly body, with kind, light-blue eyes, and 
a pleasant smile, which was turned with more 
than usual kindness on the boy as he came in. 
Something in that young face, in the large, 
eager eyes, alnd restless mouth, struck her with 
a vague idea of commiseration. When her 
customer went out, carrying a brown paper 
parcel, she folded her plump, round arms on 
the counter, and leaning over them in a luxuri¬ 
ously cozy position, accosted the boy. 

44 Well, Jimmy, what shall we put up for 
you? One never sees any of your folks lately. 
Seem to have took their trade somewhere else?” 

James went close up to the counter, and fixed 
his great, hungry eyes on her face: the light 
from a swinging lamp overhead fell upon his 


A 


Digitized by L.ooQle 




72 


THE REIGNING BELLE. 


face, and the kind woman read something there 
that made her heart ache. 

“Why, Jimmy, my dear boy, what is it? 
No trouble, I hope, beyond the great loss?” 

Had the woman been cold or angry, that 
brave boy would have faced both without a 
tear; but now, sudden moisture sparkled in his 
eyes, and he winked his long, black lashes over 
and over again to break it up while he was 
speaking. 

“We haven’t traded here lately, Mrs. Smith, 
because we had no money, and your husband 
got tired of trusting.” 

“Who told you so?” 

“He did.” 

“Then he- Well, he’s one of the best 

fellows that ever lived. Does it all for the sake 
of me and the children—you must understand 
that, youngster. He’s generous as the day, is 
my husband. Now what is it you want just 
now?” 

“Mrs. Smith, we haven’t had anything to 
eat in our house these three days.” 

The boy’s voice broke as be said this, and 
tears fell from the eyes he lifted to that woman’s 
face, whoso kindness he could only see through 
a mist. 

“Not had anything to eat in three days, 
and I here! Oh, Jimmy Laurence! what 
were you all thinking about? It’s too bad, 
there!” 

Mrs. Smith drew a plump arm across her 
eyes as she spoke, then seizing the lad by both 
hands, she fell to kissing him over the counter, 
then gave him a box on the ear, and pushed 
him away. 

“Why didn’t you come to me? Why didn’t 
your mother just step over and tell me about 

it? Business is business, but this- I’ve no 

patience with you.” 

“But we did not know. He said-” 

“lie said. He can say anything he likes 
when there’s no woman by with a will of her 
own. Now come round here this very minute 
and tell what you want.” 

“Oh, Mrs. Smith, you are so good! I didn’t 
mean to beg for things, or run in debt more 
than we have; but we must have something to 
eat, or—or more of us will be down sick; but 
I mean to work for it—that is what I come 
for. There is a load of coal coming in the 
morning. I want to bring it in for you.” 

“You, Jimmy! You bring in coal, poor, 
slender, pale-faced darling!” 

Little Jim flushed all over at this insinuation 
against his manliness, and rolling up the sleeve 
of his jacket, exposed a delicate, white arm, 


with the little hand clenched, and blue veins 
thus forced to notice on tho wrist. 

“Sec, Mrs. Smith,” he said, “there’s muscle 
for a boy; lean, but tough—just feel it.” 

Mrs. Smith did span the delicate wrist with 
her thumb and finger, feeling the quick pulse 
stir fully to the touch, and turned away her 
face to keep the boy from seeing how close she 
was to tears—an unusual thing with her. 

“Yes, I see; not much flesh to spare.” 

“ No; some fellows have lots, you know—but 
that don’t make ’em powerful. Mrs. Smith, 
ju9t look at the boys that ride circus horses, 
and jump through hoops, how lean they keep 
’em. Just let me feed up a little, and I shall 
be in prime working order.” 

“ Well,” answered the woman, laughing away 
the tears that had actually begun to float in her 
blue eyes, “we will feed you up and try.” 

“That’s splendid,” cried the boy, pulling 
down his jacket-sleeve, which was far too 
short, and woefully threadbare. “Then I was 
thinking of another thing. Saturday nights 
you are so busy, and have lots of things to 
carry home—couldn’t I do some of that just as 
well as the bigger boys? You don’t know how 
spry I am. Now a basket like that is nothing 
to me.” 

Here the noble little fellow lifted down a 
basket of groceries that stood on the counter, 
ready to be carried home, and carried it, stag¬ 
gering and breathless, across the floor, where 
he gave way and fell across it, utterly insen¬ 
sible. 

Good Mrs Smith ran around the counter and 
lifted the poor little fellow in her arms. Then 
she sat down on a candle-box, and pressing 
that pale head to her bosom, began to pat him 
on the back, rub his hands, and push the hair 
off from his forehead with quick, motherly 
tenderness, which flamed up to generous rage 
when her husband came in with his fresh, pros¬ 
perous look, and asked her what she was about, 
and what boy she was bugging. 

“Come and look for yourself, John Smith, 
and if you are not quite a heathen and Sand¬ 
wich Island hottentot, ask God to forgive your 
cruelty. Look at that face; look at these limp, 
little hands; just go to the door and look down 
street toward the house, where all those morn¬ 
ing-glories only cover up starvation. You 
brought it on, Smith; you refused them credit 
when they hadn’t another place to go to, and 
the poor things are just starved out—starved 
out! Do you hear me, John Smith? And one 
of ’em, for anything I know, dead in your 
wife’s arms—just an awful judgment against 
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you if he is—poor, sweet, innocent darling, as 
wanted only to work for a morsel of bread. 
He work? John Smith, I hate you!” 

“Come, come, old woman. Isn’t this going 
it a little rough?” said the grocer, quite be¬ 
wildered, and taken aback by this assault 
from the most genial and kind creature in the 
world. “What has got into your head, and 
who is that in your arms?” 

“Who? Don’t ask me. It’s little Jimmy 
Laurence, tho son of that splendid policeman, 
who was shot down in the street by a highway 
burglar; one of the steadiest customers you 
had when we wanted custom bad enough, 
mercy knows. He’s just starved out, and 
you’ve done it, telling them you couldn’t trust 
any longer; but I’ll pay you off. They shall 
have everything they want, if it’s half the 
store. I’ll send for carts, and have the whole 
stock moved into their kitchen. How can you 
look me in the face, John Smith? Bring me 
some water, brandy, peppermint, hartshorn. 
Can’t you step about? Or do you want to kill 
him over again? There!” 

John Smith had done his best to obey these 
confused demands. He brought water, and 
held it in a great stone pitcher, while Mrs. 
Smith thrust her hand to the bottom and 
sprinkled little Jimmy’s face; but this failed 
to bring a sign of lifo back. So he put down 
the pitcher, aud brought a little tin measure, 
half-full of brandy, from some secret corner 
back in the store, which his better half snatched 
from him and held to those pale lips. Some 
drops trickled through the teeth that had fallen 
slightly apart, and, after a little, the boy be¬ 
gan to stir. Tjien the good woman burst into 
tears that catho in a torrent, deluging all the 
full-blown roses in her checks, and shaking 
her bosom with sobs. 

“ There,” she cried, holding the lad out on 
her lap as he struggled to life again; “take 
him, heft him, make sure what a shadow he is; 
then down upon your knees, John Smith, and 
thank God that you’re not quite a murderer! 
Your meanness will be the death of me yet. 
Now I warn you. Me and the children, your 
duty to take care of us? John Smith, John 
Smith, now don’t get me out of patience.” 

“ Well, then, what if I say that I am sorry— 
right down sorry ?” 

“In that case, John Smith-” 

“That I will let them have anything they 
want, without charging, till better times come 
round,” continued the grocer, soaking a cracker 
in brandy, and feeding it in fragments to the 
boy. 


“John—John Smith, I always did say-” 

“ And what we haven’t got, I’ll go right out 
and buy with our own money—sausages, beef¬ 
steak, mutton-chops. Will that pacify you, 
Mary Jane?” 

So the two set to work in earnest, while 
little James looked on, somewhat faint still, 
and pleasantly bewildered, with a strong taste 
of brandy in his mouth, and a warmth in his 
whole system that be had not felt for months. 

“Don’t take too much of that, Jimmy dear,” 
said Mrs. Smith, looking up from tho basket 
she was packing. “Dried-beef, crackers, tea, 
bread; just stuff in a codfish, Smith, edgeways 
down this side, and fill up the chinks with 
apples—them red ones are the best. As I was 
saying, Jimmy, one cracker can soak up no 
end of moisture, and your cheeks arc getting 
red. Now, Smith, run out, and hurry back 
with the other things.” 

Smith went out, and his wife, in her rich 
benevolence, began to fill innumerable paper- 
bags with dried prunes, raisins, loaf-sugar, 
and other little dainties, which, in her eager 
baste to pack up substantial, had escaped her 
mind till then; these she pressed down into 
the basket, and stuffed into her own pockets, 
which were quite full when her husband re¬ 
turned with three or four paper parcels in his 
hand, looking more radiant than any man who 
had bribed his wife’s forgiveness with a dia¬ 
mond bracelet could have done. 

“Now, wife, you are ready?” 

“Stop a minute. John Smith, you are an 
angel, coat, boots, and all; but I’ve thought of 
something. Any fire in your kitchen, Jimmy, 
dear?” 

“ No, ma’am. We haven’t had any use for a 
fire lately!” 

^Exactly. No wood, no coal?” 

James shook his head. Mrs. Smith opened a 
side door, and called to some one in tho upper 
rooms, in which her family dwelt. 

“Kate! Kate Gorman!” 

“Well, marum, what’s to the fore now?” 

“Come down stairs, Kate—but no matter. 
Is there a good fire in the range?” 

“ Never a better!” 

I “Then take this, and this; broil the steak, 
fry the sausages, slice up the cold potatoes 
left after dinner, and fry them; then heat some 
tin pans, and put them in.” 

“Thin I’m not to set the table, maruth?” 

“No. Make a strong pot of coffee, and one 
of tea, bring ’em hot; pickles, mustard; and 
don’t forget some of them strawberry pre¬ 
serves, too.” 
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“ But wliat am I to do with tho same, Mis¬ 
tress Smith?” 

“Bring them all over to the little, white 
house, with the morning-glories, open the gate 
softly, and come round to the back-door. Step 
down here, Kate, and I will tell you.” 

Kate stepped down, and in the darkness of 
tho stair-case received very particular instruc¬ 
tions, which. She obeyed implicitly. 

Then Mrs. Smith returned to the store, took 
up the heavy basket, and called James. 

“ Run on first now,” she said, “and keep them 
all busy about something; take half a dozen 
apples, and give them each one; then step back 
and let me into the kitchen. It is sure to be 
ready and neat as wax. I’ve got matches here; 
then keep them all busy, and be a little bois¬ 
terous till I get things ship-shape.” 

Little James obeyed; and a few moments 
after burst in upon the mournful silence into 
which his mother and sisters had fallen, with 
eyes bright as stars, and a heap of red apples 
in his arms. 

“Didn’t I tell you?” he cried out, pouring 
the apples into Eva’s lap. “One, two, three, 
four, five. One a piece, and another to spare. 
Here, mother, the biggest for you, plump and 
rosy as Mrs. Smith’s cheek, and smelling lus¬ 
cious. There, Ruthy, darling, I’ll get a knife 
and peel yours.” 

With this the artful little rogue ran into the 
kitchen, unbolted the door, and, seizing on a 
knife, was back again in an instant. 

“No, no, James, dear! We must not waste 
good things like that,” said Ruth, holding out 
her slender hand for the fruit which she re¬ 
garded with longing eyes. “Put away your 
knife—I am in a hurry for my apple.” 

James sprang to her couch, held the apple to 
her mouth, and laughed aloud as her white 
teeth sunk into its crimson side. 

“Eva, why don’t you pitch into yours?” he 
said. “Just watch Ruth, then see how mother 
is going it.” 

“ I do not need it. These two will keep over.” 

“Oh, yes! Keep over, of course. Well, just 
ns you like. But I say, let to-morrow take care 
of itself. ‘Ili diddle diddle, the cat’s in the 

fiddle, the cow-’ No, that’s all nonsense; 

the animal couldn’t do it, but I could. There, 
now, what do people have foot-stools lying 
about loose for. One step more, and the only 
gentleman of this family would have been full 
length at your feet. Mother!” 

The boy sprung to his mother, and kneeling 
before her, took down the hand she had lifted 
to her face, and kissed it tenderly. 


“Oh, mother! I thought nothing could make 
you cry.” 

“I am growing childish, James; sickness 
weakens one so,” answered the woman, who 
was usually firm as iron. “Besides, it is grati¬ 
tude that brings tears easy.” 

“Yes,” said Ruth, thoughtfully; “for rain, 
there must be some warmth; the cold, bitter 
days only bring down hail.” 

“Tell us,” said the mother, wiping her eyes, 
“where did you get these?” 

“ From Mrs Smith, mother. Isn’t she 
splendid?” 

“But you did not ask her again?” 

“Yes, I did; not for them, but to let me work 
for something to keep us alive; so these apples 
were handy, you see, and I’m going lota of 
errands—never you fear!” 

“How they set one craving for more,” said 
the old lady, who had the great hunger of a 
past fever on her, which was maddening—and 
she eyed the two apples in Eva’s lap raven¬ 
ously. 

Eva reached forth one of the apples, but 
James put it back, shaking his head playfully 
at the mother’s greed. 

“Not healthy to cat too much at once. Wait 
a little, and then-” 

That instant the door leading into the kitchen 
was flung open, and the delicious scent of hot 
beef-steak, and steaming coffee filled the little 
parlor. Eva and Mrs. Laurence started up, 
and cried out in their joyful amazement, for 
there, lighted by two lamps, was a table, well 
spread with all their scarcely-used dishes, on 
which was a repast such as theyr had not tasted 
for months. 

“Take your place, mother—the armed-chair 
for you. Pour out tho coffee, Eva, while I roll- 
Ruthy up to the table. Want help? Well, yes, 
you may lend a hand this once, for a cracker 
or so, soaked in bitterness, don’t make giants 
of boys ail at once. There, Miss Ruthy, what 
do you think of that?” 

Miss Ruthy, the moment her chair was drawn 
close to the table, folded her hands on tho white 
cloth, and bowing her face upon it, thanked 
God as he is seldom thanked at any meal. 
Then the bowed heads were lifted, and this 
little household, so downcast an hour before, 
came out into the sunshine of this marvelous 
plenty; and those sad faces grew bright with 
smiles of thankfulness, while two eager faces 
peeped in through the morning-glories at the 
window, enjoying it all, as if the grocer’s wife 
and her servant had been good fairies. 

(to bb continued.) 
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seventy-five cents to a dollar and a quarter a 
yard. The under-skirt or petticoat is made 
with the front breadth gored—a gore on either 
side, two full widths in the back, simply bound 
with alpaca braid on the edge. The over-skirt 
is cut precisely like the under one, save length 
and width, and also simply bound with the 
braid. On the side gores sew rings or eyes 
six inches apart (beginning six inches from 
the bottom) all the way up the side seams, 


Wb give, here, a pretty in-door dress. It 
can be made of any warm material that falls 
soft and gracefully: perhaps the best is one of 
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add three tapes to the back widths about one- 
third of the length from the bottom of the 
skirt, with corresponding ones on the waist¬ 
band, to form the puff at the back. The 
bodice has a rounded-off basque, back and 
front. Surplice at the throat, turned back with 
black velvet or silk, and worn over a linen 
plaited chemisette. Belt and butterfly bow at 
tho back, only short ends. Coat-sleeves, trim¬ 
med to match the bodice. If preferred, the 
upper-skirt may be scalloped or pointed, and 
then bound either with the braid, or with the 
material, cut on the bias. 



We give, next, a party-dress, very stylish, yet 
comparatively economical. The dress is made 
of very thin, white muslin: but French muslin 
is the best. This can be bought at from one to 
tw'o dollars a yard, and as it is two yards wide, 
it is really not more expensive than a good 
Swiss muslin. Or two old muslin dresses can 
be made into a new one. The skirt has no 


train, but lies on the floor a few inches. The 
front of the dress is slightly gored; the side 
width a good deal more gored, and the back 
not at all, being left full enough to gather and 
fall gracefully. The skirt must be three yards 
and a quarter around the bottom; the flounce 
must be straight, not bias, and measure four 
yards and a quarter around, and thirteen inches 
deep when hemmed. Above the deep flounce 
is put a plain piece, about three inches deep, 
which has strips of narrow, green satin ribbon 
run lengthwise at short distances apart. Above 
this is another flounce, about five inches in 
depth, headed by a second plain piece, striped 
with the green ribbo.n. This finishes the under¬ 
skirt. The tunic, or upper-skirt, must reach 
from the waist to the top of the upper-ruffle on 
the undcr-skirt in front when finished. It 
should be three yards and a half around at the 
bottom before the flounce is put on; this flounce 
is slightly fulled, being only four yards in 
length and five inches deep, and is striped with 
the green satin ribbon: it *s put on with an 
inch-deep heading. The skirt is cut with a 
slight slope at the back, making it shorter than 
it is in front, and is finished with a large green 
bow at the waist. The body is cut with a point 
in front, and the neck is square, both back and 
front. A narrow trimming, like that on the 
upper-skirt, finishes the neck of this exceed¬ 
ingly chaste costume. The short sleeves are 
trimmed with a plain hemmed ruffle an inch 
wide. 

In the front of the number we give a dress- 
cap for a lady. To make this cap, cut out of 
black net a circular piece the size of a small 
saucer, and make on that a large rosette of 
blaek silk, and black or colored ribbon. The 
lace fall at the back is a half square of dotted 
black net, edged round with black lace, with 
the point end to fall over the hair, and the bias 
side plaited up to one of the rosettes, allowing 
it to come almost two-thirds of the way round: 
the ends of the ribbon are tied under the hair. 
This is pretty, stylish, and not expensive. 
Oftentimes old material may be made up after 
a stylish model, and the effect is wonderful. 

We give, also, in the front of the number, a 
pannier, or rather pannier-tunic, for a Miss of 
twelve years. It can easily be cut from the 
engraving, and may either be trimmed with 
plaited ruffles, or with gimp and fringe, made 
of black or colored silk; it is a very pretty ad¬ 
dition to the white pique dresses of a little 
Miss: and some of mamma’s old dress skirts 
can thus be made of use. 

We give, next, a walking-dress for a little 
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girl, say about ten years old. It is to be made 
of any solid-colored poplin, or merino, and 
trimmed with black velvet. This dress is cut 
in the Polonaise style, open in front, and is 
designed for an over-dress or pelisse. Line it. 
with red flannel throughout: bind all round 
the bottom with black velvet ribbon one inch 
wide, also up the front gores. Plain velvet 
ribbon may be substituted for the pointed trim¬ 
ming given in the figure Three fireman’s 



capes, cut away in front, the under one lined 
with the flannel, all trimmed to match the 
skirt: or one cape only may be used, putting 
on three rows of trimming to simulate three 
capes. This latter we consider preferable, not 
being so bulky. Fasten with black velvet but¬ 
tons, and belt in at the waist. Six yards of 
poplin, or five yards of merino, will be re¬ 
quired. Good mcrinoe8 can be bought for a 
dollar and ten cents per yard: poplins from 
seventy-five to one dollar and fifty cents per 
yard. 

We also give; in the front of the number, a 
jacket, waistcoat, and trousers, for a boy about 
seven years old. This suit is made of dark- 
gray tweed, bound with black braid, and fast¬ 
ened with black bone buttons. The trousers 
reach to the knee, and are ornamented with 
braid and buttons. We also give, on the same 
, page, a night petticoat for a child from four to 
six months old. It is made of flannel, and is 
so cut that it can be tied on without being put 
over the child’s head. We also give, still on 
the same page, two bibs for infants. They are 
made of fine white pique, and are trimmed 
with white muslin frills edged with lace. They 
both fasten at the back. 
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Also, in the front of the number, and on the 
page opposite to the one last described, a nur¬ 
sery pinafore for a child from two to three 
years old. It is made of brown holland, with 
a frill of the same around the sleeves and 
throat. Next to it is a pinafore for a child of 
three. This is very nice for keeping white 
frocks clean, and being smart in itself, gener¬ 
ally has the effect of an ordinary pinafore. It is 
made of white pique, and is trimmed with scar¬ 
let and white braid, and is edged with narrow 
embroidery. It fastens on the shoulders with 
straps. 

In addition we give a dress pinafore, for a 
girl from two to three years old. This pretty 
affair is made of white muslin, and is trimmed 
with lace. This pinafore fastens at the back 
with small buttons. On the same page we give 
a crinoline to wear under a white petticoat. 
It may be made plain in front, with ruffles at 
the back to throw out the skirt. Coarse Swiss 
muslin, or any material that will retain the 
starch, should be used. We also give, still on 
the same page, an in-door jacket, which may 
be made of black cashmere, trimmed with 
black lnce, and lined with black Florence silk. 
Finally, and still on the same page, we give a 
sash-bow, which should be made in two colors, 
and trimmed with knotted fringe. 



We give, next, a warm jacket of heavy gray 
cloth; it is straight at the back, and only slit 
up a little way to make the necessary spring 
for the usual puffed skirt. The front, which is 
not close-fitting, has a black velvet vest in¬ 
serted ; this is trimmed with pretty gray mother- 
of-pearl buttons, and has pockets; the vest is 
apparently (but not really) attached to the 
jacket by large, gray buttons. The sleeve is 
the close coat-sleeve with a deep cuff made of 
velvet and the gray cloth. Black velvet collar, 
made square, and edged with the cloth. A 
stylish, yet not expensive, affair. 
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NET AND TAPE TRIMMING 


BY MBS. JANI WEAVER. 



Embroidered net is the foundation for this 


design, to which is added a trimming of tape* 
made according to the diagram given below, 
which, it will be seen, is worked from left to 
right. The first fold is from right to left, *; 
the second making a fold of half the diamond 
from left to right. Next make a perfect dia¬ 
mond at the back, next a half fold from left to 
right at the back. Next form the little half 
between the two diamonds at the bottom, now 
the perfect diamond at the front from right to 
left. Repeat from *. This is quite a simple 
pattern if carefully followed, and will look ex¬ 
ceedingly well in ribbon for trimming the heads 
of flounces, etc. 



NEW STYLE WINTER CASAQUE. 

BY EMIL Y H. MAY. 


In the front of the number, we give front 
and back views of this Casaque, which is the 
latest and prettiest thing of its kind out for 
this winter. This Casaque may be made either 
of the same material as the dress with which 
it is to be worn, or of velvet. We give, here, 
a diagram from which to cut it out. It con¬ 
sists of four pieces, vis: 

No. 1. One Front. 

No. 2. One Side-Piece. 

No. 3. Half of Sleeve. 

No. 4. Half of Back. 

Care must be taken in joining the pieces to 
make the various notches at the edges of the 
different pieces correspond with each other. 
One notch shows the joining of the shoulder- 
seam; two notches, that of the back and side- 
piece, and three, that under the arms. One 
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pricked line on the front shows where the cor¬ 
ner turns back to form a revert , and two pricked 
lines show the plait or dart. The under part 
of the sleeve is marked on the upper portion, 
which is given; and a small revert at the back 
of the sleeve is likewise marked in a similar 
manner with a pricked line. The batquc of the 
back is laid on to the center of the waist with 
a box-plait. It is looped up at each side of the 
front. It may be trimmed either with lace, 
gimp, fringe, or fur. 

In order to get a fit, take an old newspaper, 
and out of it cut your pattern, by enlarging 
the diagrams to the proper size, for which pur¬ 
pose the length and width in inches arc marked 
on each of our four pieces. It is hardly ne¬ 
cessary, however, to have these lengths nnd 
widths. No two women are of exactly the 


\ 
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same size. Still, the lengths and breadths may the patterns carefully to the person who is to 
assist you, especially if new beginners, in get- wear the Casaque. In this way you will avoid 
ting your diagrams enlarged."When the several all mistakes, and when you cut into the stuff, 
pieces are thus cut out of the newspaper, fit will waste nothing. 






TENT PEN-WIPER. 


BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



In the front of the number, we give an cn- ; 
graving of a pretty little affair when finished. ; 
The outer covering consists of two equal part 3 i 
of different-colored leather, plaited into each j 
other, as represented in the design. Fold a 
red and black strip of le ither, each measuring • 
one inch and three-quarters broad and six j 


inches long, in the middle, to three.inches in 
length. From the folded side make five straight 
cuts one inch and five-eighthsj so that there 
are six eqqal narrow strips. These somewhat 
rounded ends may be cut in corners, in round 
or pointed scallops. Then plait tho prepared 
leather parts into each other, so that the closed 
side of one strip incloses the open side of the 
other, as seen in the annexed engraving, be¬ 
ginning from the under plain ends. When the 
plaiting is finished, cut the inner double muslin 
leaves a little smaller than the outer part. In 
order to support the leather walls, a kind of 
stick of rolled pasteboard, gummed together, 
two inches and three-eighths long, and nearly 
half an inch in diameter at the bottom, and 
tapering at the top, is pushed in at the poir.t 
of the tent, and fastened there together wiih 
the points of the muslin leaves. A stick, two 
inches long, the under end of which is hidden 
iu the pasteboard-stick, is cut out of wood, 
around which red silk is twisted, and upon it 
is placed a black, red, and white silk braid flag. 
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We give here a design for a Sofa-Cushion, 
with engravings of its various parts. Flannel, 



either white or colored, is the ground-work of 
this pretty cushion. The star pattern, shown 



in the border, is an applique of flannel, con¬ 
trasting in color with the ground-work. 



The second and third engravings give two 
different embroidery patterns for the center 
of the cushion, of which either may be chosen. 
\ Number two is a shell pattern. Lilac shells on 
j a white ground look very pretty with a green, 
yellow, and red button-holed edge, and single 
j colored stars, with a dark cross in the middle. 
Number three is a flame pattern. Edged with 
scarlet stitch, the black flame dots, shaded with 
j white, stand out very effectively on a pearl- 
gray foundation. The round engraving (given 



here) represents the star pattern, full size, for 
the border. The fifth and sixth engravings, 
which we add below, give a still further choice 
of borders. Several different cushions, all 
pretty, may be made by combining these pat¬ 
terns differently. We should add that the 
sides of the cover are made separately, and 
tied at the corners with bows of ribbon. Either 
Andalusian wool or purse-silk may be used for 
the embroidery of this cushion. 



CHINESE PIN-CUSHION. 

BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 


In the front of the number, we give a design 
for this pretty New-Year’s gift. The materials 
are white velvet, or cashmere, scarlet velvet, 
purse sewing-silk, and gold cord, cord and tas¬ 
sels. 

The cushion is formed of twelve little cush¬ 
ions of a triangular shape, joined together. 
These consist of two pieces of plain scarlet 
velvet, and one embroidered part on white 
cashmere or velvet. The colors may be selected 


according to taste. The little pieces are so ar¬ 
ranged that the narrow sides of the scarlet 
pieces cut to the diagram meet, and the round¬ 
ing parts join the embroidered section. The 
little cushions may be stuffed with bran or 
wool, and when the twelve are made they are 
joined at the points, and the cushion is finished 
with the cord and tassels. It will be necessary 
to allow equal turnings for the scarlet and em¬ 
broidered sections.' 
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VELVET WORK-POCKET. 


BT MRS. JANB WEAVER. 



The materials for this pretty affair are velvet 
and sarcenet, gold and silk cord. It is a work- 
pocket, it will be seen, ornamented with tat¬ 
ting. It consists of two parts, one fitting ex¬ 
actly into the other. The outer part measures 


six inches in length and five inches and a 
quarter in circumference. The oval bottom is 
two inches and a quarter long uud oue inch 
and a quarter broad. That part that is pushed 
in is a little shorter and narrower than the 
outer part, with corresponding bottom. The 
whole is made with cardboard, and the dif¬ 
ferent parts joined together with gum and 
strips of paper. The outer part is covered 
with brown silk velvet, and ornamented with 
loose stitches and tatting worked with gold 
cord. The middle of each end is ornamented 
with a gold button, which, in the inner part, 
serves as a handle. The outer part is lined 
with brown silk, and the inner part is lined 
and covered with the same; one end is, how¬ 
ever, covered with velvet. The silk-cord tas¬ 
sels must be so arranged as not to interfere 
with the pushing in of the inner part. 


STAND-UP COLLARS. 

BT MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


We give, in front of number, two Stand-up 
Collars. The first is in cord-stitch and point 
Russe. On the folded side the double strip of 
linen is worked in white button-hole stitch over 
a thick, black silk thread, and a fine black silk 
is wound round in the usual manner like a 
cord. 


The little edge upon the foundation con¬ 
sists of large, white back stitches, worked over 
with black cross stitches. The loose stitches 
arc likewise black. 

The other collar is in button-hole stitch scal¬ 
lops and lace-stitch edge. This is worked with 
red Turkish cotton. 


MOSAIC PATCHWORK. 

BT M R 8 . JANE WEAVER. 


We give, in the front of the number, a very 
effective pattern in Mosaic Patchwork. We 
give both the center and border, it will be 


seen. The darker triangles are of velvet: the 
lighter ones of satin, or silk; and the little 
squares in the center are of embroidery. 


DRESS TRIMMING 

In the front of the number, we give an en- £ rouleaux running across. Under the scallops 
graving of this pretty trimming for a dress. > is a row of ribbon-velvet, and beneath this 
The scallops are of pinked silk, with stitched * hangs a plain silk fringe. 

82 / 


Digitized by i^oooLe 



CROCHET SHAWL. 


BT MBS. JANE W1AT1B. 


k 



Materials. —Gray and white speckled wool, 
brown fleecy, black fleecy, white fleecy. 

This shawl is worked with 8-thrcad fleecy in 
crochet a tricolcr: the ground is worked with 
brown wool; the lighter-patterns of'the van- 
dyked border at the edge, as well as the fringe, 
are worked with gray and white speckled wool. 
Begin the shawl at the lower edge of the back 
on a foundation chain of 6 stitches with gray 
wool. Miss the last stitch and work the 1st 
double row. 1 stitch on the remaining 4th 
stitch of the foundation chain. The 2nd double 
row counts 7 stitches, increasing 1 stitch on 
each side of the middle stitch in the cross chain 
of 1 stitch of the 2nd row of the double row. The 
increasing always takes place in the same man¬ 
ner. 3rd double row: 3 stitches with gray wool, 
the 3rd one is increased, then take up the brown 
wool and work -5 stitches, the 2nd and 4th of 
which are increased, then again 3 stitches with 
gray wool, the 1st of which is increased. The 
wool with which you do not work is carried on 
the wrong side, always working over the same 


in the 1st row of every double row. In the 
2 nd row of every double row the gray stitch 
must, of course, be cast off with gray wool, and 
the brown stitch with brown wool. 4th double 
row: 3 gray stitches, 11 brown stitches, 3 gray 
Btitchcs; the 3rd, 6th, 8th, 10th, 12th, and 16th 
stitches are increased. 6th double row: 3 gray, ( 
2 brown, 2 gray, 8 brown, 2 gray, 2 brown, 3 
gray stitches. The 3rd, 8th, 11th, 13th, 20th 
stitches are increased. Gth double row: 3 gray. 

2 brown, 2 gray, 11 brown, 2 gray, 2 brown, 3 
gray stitches. The 12th, 14th, 16th stitches 
are increased. 7th double row: 3 gray, 7 
brown, 2 gray, 3 brown, 2 gray, 7 brown, 3 
gray. In this row increase only on both sides 
of the middle stitch, and in the 2nd row' of this 
double row work together as one stitch the 2 
outer gray stitches at the beginning and at the 
end of the row. In the next row take up only 
one stitch in the 2 stitches w'orked together. 
Henceforth the border, on each side of the 
ground, must be worked with separate skeins 
of wool, as the ground between the patterns 
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CROCHET SHAWL. 


gets wider. 8th double row: 8 gray stitches, 
(the 3rd advances by one stitch,) 4 brown, 6 
gray, 3 brown, 6 gray, 4 brown, 3 gray stitches. 
The 12th, 14th, 16th, and 18th stitches are in¬ 
creased. The 2 outer gray stitohes on each 
side are worked together as one stitch. 9th 
double row: 14 gray, 1 brown, 14 gray stitches. 
The 14th and 16th stitches are increased. IOth 
double row: 1 slip stitch on-the 5th stitch next 
to the selvedge stitch. The first scallop of the 
border is formed in this manner. Then work 
2 gray, 2 brown, 6 gray, 1 brown, (this brown 
stitch must come on the 1st brown stitch of the 
preceding double row,) 6 gray, 2 brown, 8 gray 
stitches. The last 6 stitches of the preceding 
double row remain unnoticed. The 8th, 10th, 
12th, and 15th stitches are increased. At the 
end of the 2nd row of this double row work 5 
chain, miss the last and work the 11th double 
row: 13 gray stitches on the 4th chain, and 
the following 9 stitches of the preceding double 
row, 7 brown stitches, (the 3rd and 6th of the 
same are increased,) 14 gray stitches, the last 

5 are made anew by throwing the wool forward 
as for a button-hole stitch, then work a chain- 
stitch out of the loop, and keep the last loop on 
the needle. 12th double row: 3 gray, 4 brown, 

6 gray, 13 brown, 6 gray, 4 brown, 3 gray 
stitches. The 3rd, 19th, 21st, and 37th stitches 
are increased. 13th double row: 3 gray, 7 
brown, 2 gray, 21 brown, 2 gray, 7 brown, 3 
gray stitches. The 3rd, 18th, 22nd, 24th, 28th, 
and 43rd stitches are increased. 14th double 
row: 3 gray, 2 brown, 2 gray, 33 brown, 2 
gray, 2 brown, 3 gray stitches. In this double 
row increase only on both sides of the middle 
stitch. 16th double row: Like the 14th, only 
work 35 brown stitches instead of 83. I6th 
double row: 8 gray, 7 brown, 2 gray, 29 brown, 
2 gray, 7 brown, 3 gray stitches. The 18th, 
26th, 28th, 36th stitches are increased. The 
2 gray stitches, at the beginning and end of the 
row are again worked together as one stitch. 
17th double row: Like the 8th double row, 
without the brown ground, which always in¬ 
creases, of course, by 2 stitches in the center. 
18th double row: Like the 9th. 19th double 
row: Like the 10th double row, the 11th, 22nd, 
24th, and 85th stitches are increased. The 
first increasing must take place immediately 
after the last gray stitch of the border on the 
right-hand half of the work; the 4th increasing 
before the 1st gray stitch of the border on the 
left-hand half. These 2 increasings after and 
before the border are repeated in every 3rd 


double row, so that the border forms a straight 
line at the upper edge. It is easy to continue 
the border from the above description. Work 
52 double rows more, always increasing the 
ground in the middle. You have then got to 
tbte cutting out of the neck. The increasing 
at the lower edge must cease now. Then begin 
to work the right-hand front part of the shawl, 
work 38 double rows; in the first 8 of these 
work together the outer stitches of that side 
which is next to the cutting out of the neck, in 
the 2nd row of every double row. This in¬ 
creasing is repeated at the same place in the 
11th, 15th, 19th, 23rd, 27th, and 31st double 
rows. In the 2nd row of the 33rd double row 
decrease a*bove the border in the same propor¬ 
tion as you increased before, by casting off to¬ 
gether as 1 stitch those 2 stitches which lie on 
the line with which the border finishes off. 
This decreasing is repeated in the same direc¬ 
tion in every 3rd double row to the end of the 
front part. From the cutting-out of the neck 
downward, the front edge must be slanted off 
by decreasing 1 stitch in the 2nd row of the 
next 49 double rows on the requisite side. The 
stitch for the stripe of the border must alone 
remain now* Without interrupting the pattern 
of the border, point off the front part by dc- 
creasings. When the left-hand front part has 
been finished in the same manner, work 1 row 
of double stitch all round the shawl with gray 
wool, always inserting the needle into the sel¬ 
vedge stitch, then 1 row of double stitch on the 
stitch of the cutting-out of the neck only; these 
stitches must be worked over a long chain- 
stitch cord of brown wool taken double; the 
shawl fastens with this cord. Then work the 
following narrow vandyked border on the front 
edges and on the stitches round the neck. 1st 
row: With black and whjte wool; alternately 
4 double on the next 4 stitches, 8 chain, miss¬ 
ing 1 stitch under them. 2nd row: Gray wool; 
on every chain-stitch scallop 1 long double, 1 
treble, 3 long treble, 1 treble, 1 long double. 
The 4 double stitches between the chain-stitch 
scallops must be missed. 3rd row: Black and 
white wool; always bet ween the 2 treble stitches 
of the Bcallops of the preceding row work 1 
double; between the 2 double stitches on each 
side of the middle double treble, 1 chain. 
Lastly, knot in skeins of fringe on to the lowen 
edge of the shawl, by fastening a thread of 
gray wool 12 inches long, plaited in half its 
length into each double stitch of the edge, as 
can be seen in illustration. 
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BORDER IN BRAID AND EMBROIDERY. 


BT MBA. JANE WEAVER. 



This i^ a very pretty Border in braid and 
point Russe embroidery, and is a trimming 
particularly suitable for a house-jacket, or 
sacque. If enlarged, it will make a very 
effective finish for a table-cover, if the table- 
cover is made of plain cloth. This border 


should be of some brilliant contrasting color. 
The diamond pattern is formed by laying on 
braid, over which the ornamental stitches are 
worked with purse-silk of the contrasting 
color. 

The edges of the foundation are pinked. 


BORDERS FOR CHILDREN'S DRESSES. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



We give here two charming patterns for J 
Borders for children’s dresses. The middle, \ 
gimp-like part of these trimmings is made by l 
knitting with two steel pins about No. 14, (bell I 
gauge,) with purse-silk. Cast on two stitches, 
put the thread round the needle as for purling, i 



and purl two together. Every row is the samo. 
When enough of this is knitted, tack it upon 
the border to be ornamented, and work the 
remaining parts of the borders with silks of 
a contrasting color, according to the en¬ 
gravings. 


POCKET FOR NEEDLEWORK. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



These little Pockets are very convenient 
for keeping small pieces of work clean. Any 
pieces of silk, lined, and ornamented at the 
edges with a piece of braid, or a small pat¬ 
tern in embroidery, will make a neat little 
focket. i 
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EDITOR’S 

EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. 

“Peterson” Ahead op Au-!—W e call attention to the 
Prospectus for 1871, to be found on the third pago of the 
cover of this number. It is now conceded everywhere that 
»• Peterson” gives more, for the motley, than any lady's book, 
and is, therefore, the Magazine , above all others , for the sex. 
Periodicals, similar in character and quality, charge three or 
four dollars a year, where we charge only two. Our club rates 
are equally low. Our enormous edition, for many years ex¬ 
ceeding that of any monthly in the w orld, hits enabled us to 
offer “ Peterson” at these rates, for we have found by expe¬ 
rience that a small profit ®n a largo circulation is more 
remunerative than a largo profit on a small one. 

The fashion department is admitted, by all conversant 
with such matters, to excel that of any cotemporary. Our 
fashions, by special arrangement, come to us, in advance of 
all other magazines. Others of the lady’s books continually 
publish fashions as new which wo have published months 
before. Our patterns, too , are always the most stylish and 
beautiful. Wo ask a comparison, in this matter, with other 
magazines. To dross with taste, yet economically, is what 
ladies learn from “ Peterson.” Our monthly articles, “ Every- 
Day Dresses,” etc., are invaluablo in this respect. No other 
magazine gives these articles. 

More attention than ever will be paid, In 1871, to the 
literary department The original stories in “Peterson” 
have been conceded to be, for years, superior to those to bo 
found in other lady's magazines. The best of our contri¬ 
butors write exclusively for us. We pay more for literary 
matter than all the rest of the lady’s magazines together. 
Wo believe we have made “Peterson” the best of its kind; 
and wo are determined to keep it so, no matter at what cost. 

Our colored patterns in Berlin work are a specialty of 
“Peterson.” No other magazine gives these, through the 
year, in every number, as we do. Our patterns in embroidery, 
braiding, crochet, knitting, etc., etc., are worth two dollars a 
year alone. Every lady can save fivo times that sum by 
taking “ Peterson,” and using the suggestions and patterns 
in the Work-Table. 

Now is the time to get up chibs. The inducements for 1S71, 
in the way of premiums, are very great. Everybody will 
subscribe for “Peterson” if its claims aro fairly presented. 
A specimen will be sent, gratis, if written for, to show* to 
acquaintances, so that you need not injure your own copy. 

1 Do not lose a moment! 

Live for Something nobler than tho mere pleasure of the 
moment. That which gives us most satisfaction, in the re¬ 
trospect, is some good deed that we have done. The higher 
our aims, the more our characters improve; and we must 
either advance, or retrograde: nobody can stand still. If 
we think only of ourselves, we finally cease even to be 
happy; t^e truest felicity is in making sacrifices for those 
we love. 

The Berlin Pattern, in this number, is anothet* of those 
beautiful designs for the Work-Table, for which this Maga- 
tine has become famous. Other lady’s books give one or 
two patterns, at tho beginning of the year, and then omit 
them: “ Peterson” publishes a colored pattern every month, 
and is tho only American periodical that does. 

A Lady Writes:—“W e cannot do without your Maga¬ 
zine. Wo have taken it for six years, and all agree that it 
is getting better and better every year. Enclosed I send 
twelve dollars for a club of eight.” 
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TABLE. 

Shall We Marry?— We often hear this question asked 
by young men. “Oirls are said to be so extravagant, uow- 
a-days,” they cry. We answer, marry by all means: It is the 
surest road to happiuess, and even to a competency. Girls, 
as a class, aro not extravagant. Women are more adapt¬ 
able than men; can live on less money; are better mana¬ 
gers; and are always ready to make sacrifices for those they 
lovo. Young men rarely save anything till they marry, or 
at least till they are engaged. They require an object in 
life to induce them to practice the self-denial necessary to 
true thrift. Then there is no happiness so near perfection 
as that of wedded life, at least when love, and esteem, and 
good character, are mado the basis of it. Poor, poor bache¬ 
lors ! They may bo rich in this world’s goods, but they are 
rich in nothing else, and are poorer than the poorest man 
who has a loving wife and childreu, and a hom£ of his own- 

Whatever Beautifies a home, adds, in the long run, to 
happiness, because it refines aud elevates. It is an error to 
suppose that only those things are useful which are prac¬ 
tical and material. There must be food for the imagination 
as well as for the body. As flowers perish if shut out from 
light and air, so the heart and intellect wilt aud die out, if 
deprived of proper sustenance. The home in which there 
are no books, or pictures, is a failure after all; it is in such 
homes that the best souls perish, and perish, so to speak, of 
famine. 

A Choice of Premiums. —If either of our old premium 
engravings is preferred, by persons getting up clubs for 
1871, it will bo sent, if requested, instead of the “Washing¬ 
ton at Trenton.” Tho engravings are, “Our Father Who 
Art In Heaven,” “The Star of Bethlehem,” “Washington 
Parting from Ills Generals,” “Bunyan in Jail,” and “Bun- 
yan on Trial.” This is a choice which no other magazine 
offers. If you get clubs enough you can earn all tho en¬ 
gravings. 

Our Premium Engraving for 1871 is universally admired. 
“ It is framed and hung up in my parlor, in the most con¬ 
spicuous place,” writes a lady. “It is a most bcautiAil spe¬ 
cimen of a steel engraving,” says the Cardington (Ohio) 
Republican, “representing the Father of our Country at the 
head of his troops on his magnificent charger. It is worth 
a year’s subscription to frame.” 

In Remitting for “Petereon’s Magazine,” a post-offleo 
order or draft, payablo to the order of Charles J. Peterson, 
is preferable to bank-notes, since, should the post-office 
order or draft be stolen, it can be renewed without loss to 
the sender. When neither a post-office order nor draft can 
be procured, send “ greenbacks,” at our risk. But in this 
case, if possible, register your letter. 

Subscribers in the same club will be sent to different 
post-offices, if desired. Additions to clubs may be mado at 
the price paid by tho rest of the club. 

Save a Dollar by subscribing for “Peterson.” You get 
here, for two dollars, what you pay three, or four dollars 
for, elsewhere. 

A Husband Writes: —“My wife says she cannot keep 
house without your Magazine, so I enclose two dollars for 
the year 1871.” 

We Will Send, for 1871, ns we did for 1870, throe copies 
of “Peterson,” for $4.50, if no premium is asked. 
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Our New Premium Engraving, m Washington at the Battle 
of Trenton,” ought to be in overy household in the land. 
It was engraved expressly for us, at an enormous cost, from 
an original picture, painted by the celebrated artist, E. L. 
Henry: and few incidents of American history have been 
illustrated with so much truth and spirit. Any one getting 
up a club for Peterson will be entitled to a copy of this pa¬ 
triotic engraving gratis. Or for large clubs, an extra copy 
of the Magazine in addition to the engraving will be sent. 
But see our offers in the Prospectus! Moreover, single sub¬ 
scribers, who will remit $2.60 instead of $2.00, shall recoive 
both a copy of the Magazine for 1871 aud a copy of the en¬ 
graving. Or club subscribers, by sending $1.00 extra each, 
can secure the “ Washington at Trenton.” To persons, not 
subscribers, the price is $2.00. The engraving is really a 
five dollar one, or such as would be sold, in priut-shops, for 
that price. 

A List op Paper Patterns for women’s and children’s 
dresses, and the prices for which they can be purchased, 
post-paid, will be sent to any subscriber for “Peterson's 
Magazine,” who will remit a three cent postage stnmp. Wo 
had intended printing such a list in this number, hut as pro¬ 
bably only a few of our subscribers would care to avail them¬ 
selves of it, we do not wish to take up room that can be used 
to the general benefit. Address Jane Weaver, to our care. 

“I Have Taken ‘Peterson’s Magazine’ since 1860,” writes 
a lady, “and find it getting better every year.” 


REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

The Warden, and Barchcster Towers. By Anthony Trol¬ 
lope. 1 vol., 8 vo. New York: Harper d Brothers .—Years 
ago. we asked, in these pages, why no Amorican publisher 
had reprinted theso novels? They were written in Trol¬ 
lope’s younger and fresher days. He has never surpassed 
them, except in the “ Last Chronicle of Barset," and has 
rarely even equaled them. We are pariicularly glad to sec 
them issued together, in a single volume, for “Barcliester 
Towers” is a sequel to “The Warden,” and the two stories 
are, therefore, really one. As pictures of life in English 
cathedral towns, a life that has nothing like it in this 
country, they are unrivaled. This is a cheap edition. 

Wonderful Balloon Ascents. From the Fi'cnch of F. 
Marian. 1 vol 16 mo. New York: Charles Scribner d Co .— 
Another of that popular series, the “Illustrated Library of 
Wonders," of which we have so often spoken, and in terms 
of snch high pra’se. All the books of the senes are models 
of condensation, accuracy, and clearness of style. Numerous 
illustrations adorn the volume. 

Little. Mary and the Fairy.*By Harriet B. MKeever. 1 
vol.. small 4 to. Philada; C lax ton. Hansen d Ilaffcljinger.— 
A book for very young children. It is written principally 
in rhyme, and is illustrated with colored engravings. Miss 
M*Kcever has written several popular things of this kind, 
notably, “The Pigeon’s Wedding,” which came out last year. 

Miss Leslie's New Cookery-Book. 1 voL, 12 mo. Philada: 
T. B. Ih: ter son d Brothers .—The firm of T. B. Peterson & 
Brothers is famons for its Cookery-Books, of which they 
have the largest list, we believe, in America. This is one 
of the best, and is a new edition of a work preparod by the 
late Miss Leslie, and which has always had great popularity. 

The Vivian Romance. By Mortimer Collins. 1 vol., 8 vo. 
New York: Harper d Brothers .—This is an English romance 
of the extremely senst^ional school. It is full of improba¬ 
bilities, but Is also full of incident, and it is written with a 
fair amount of ability. Part of the scenes occur in West¬ 
moreland, England; and these parts are full of local color. 

Which Was the Heroine t A Novel. 1 vol.. 8 vo. New 
York: Harper d Brothers.— A reprint of a late English 
novel. It Is by a comparatively new writer. 


Our Seven Churches. By Thomas K. Beecher. 1 vol, 16 ' * 
mo. New York: J. B. Ford d Co. —This is a plea in favor 
of greater charity among different denominations toward 
each other. In oil the various sects the author sees proofs 
of true Christian feeling. 

Willson '3 New tfpdler and Analyzer. By Marcius Willson. 

1 vol, 12 mo. New York: Harper d Brothers —An excel¬ 
lent littlo book. It Is adapted for elementary instruction’ in 
the spelling, pronunciation, formation, derivation, and uses 
of words. 

Puck's Nightly Pranks. From the German of Ludwig 
Bund. By Charles T. Brooks. 1 vol, small 4 to. Boston: 
Roberts Brothers.— A charming littlo book in every respect. 

It is charmingly translated, charmingly printed, and charm¬ 
ingly il last rated with.silhoutte designs by Paul Konesoka. 

> , 

Wonde+s of Acoustics. From the French of Rudolph e 
Radau. *1 vol., 16 mo. New York: Charles Scribner d 
Co.— The phenomena of sound were never more lucidly set 
forth than in this little volume, which is another of that 
valuable series, the “Illustrated Library of Wonders.” 

The Social Stage. By George M. Baker. 1 vol, 16 mo. 
Boston: Leod Shepard. —A book that Mill he much sought 
after, for it contains original dramas, comedies, and entertain¬ 
ments for home recreation, schools, and public exhibitions. 

Piano and Musical Matter. By G.de la Motte. 1 vol, small 
4 to. Boston: Lee d Shepard. —A work of very unusual 
merit. It not only meets the wants of beginners, but is 
suitable for advanced players also. # 

Christian Heart-Songs. By John Rundell. 1 vol, 8 vo. 
New fork: J. B. Ford d Co. —This is a collection of solos, 
quartettes, and choruses of all metres, together with a aelec. 
tion of chants and set pieces. Some of the music is difficult. 

Crumbs Swept Up. By T. De Witt Talmage. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
Philada: Evans, Sloddart d Co. —A collection of short, 
racy essays, on a great variety of subjects. The author is 
one of tbo popular divines of the day. 

Juno on a Journey. By Jacob Abbott. 1vol., 16 mo. New 
lork: Dodd d Mead. —A capital story for the young. It 
forms the third volume of the “Juno Stories,” and is 
printed, bound, and illustrated with unusual taste. 

Nelly's Dark Days. By the author of « Jessica's First 
Prayer." 1 vol, 16 mo. New York: Dodd d Meadt—A very 
suitable little book for a Christmas or New Year’s gift to a 
child. The story is prettily told. 

Why And How. By RusseU H. Cornwell. 1 vol., 16 mo. 
Boston: Lee d Shepard. —This is an answer to the question, 

‘ Why Do the Chinese Emigrate?” The book is full of 
sketches of travel and descriptions of social customs. 

Ten Times One is Ten: the Possible Reformation. By Col. 
Frederic Ingham. 1 vol, 12 mo. Boston: Boberts Brothers.— 

A story, and a very curious one, but quite well told, and 
with an excellent moral. Its oddity alone will win it readers. 

Geoffry the Lollard. By Francis Eastwood. 1 vol., IG mo. 
New York: Dodd d Mead.—A semi-religious novel, intended 
to describe the Lollards, who played so prominent a part in 
the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries. It is well written. 

In Duty Bound. By the author of “A Brave Life." 1 vol, 

8 ro. New York: Harper d Brothers. —A reprint ef a re¬ 
cent English novel. The story is illustrated. 

Daffy Down Dilly and Her Friends. 1 vol., 24 mo. 
Boston: Loring. —A very nice story for a young child. 

The volume is illustrated. 

Hubert. By Jacob Abbott. 1 vol, 16 mo. New York: 
Dodd d Mend.—A charming story for Juveniles. It is the 
fourth volume of that popular series, the “Juno Stories.” 

Letters Everywhere.. By Theophile Schuler. 1 vol.. 12 mo. 
Boston: Lee d Shepard. —A volume of stories and rhymes 
for children, with twenty-eight illustrations. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

Thk Best and Cheapest. —Tlio newspapers unite, with 
one voice, in saying that “Peterson’s Magazine" gives more 
for the money than any in the world. It has, they declare, 
“the best stories, the best engravings, the best colored steel 
fashion-plates, the best receipts for cookery, etc., otc.” We 
coold quote hundreds of notices in confirmation of this, if 
we had space. Wo make room for three or four, however» 
as samples, for the benefit of our new subscribers. The 
Boston Banner of Light says, for example, “The last num¬ 
ber is brimful of original stories and poetry, with any quan¬ 
tity of engravings, fashion-plates, patterns in embroidery', 
and the like, and is, ou the whole, the cheapest of the lady’s 
books now published.” Tho Dover (N. II.) Enquirer says:— 
“ This is the cheapest of the lady's books , and the number 
before us is running over with original stories and poetry, 
to say nothing of engravings, fashion-plates, patterns in 
embroidery, etc.” The Rochester (N. Y.) Press says:—“Each 
successive year it gives evidence of great improvement, and 
yet there is no increase of price.” Says the Coburg (West 
Canada) Sentiuel:—“ The literary contributions are the best 
to bo found iu any of the magazines.” The Nashville (Ill.) 
People’s Press says:—“ Surpasses all other megasines of its 
class." Says tho Gettysburg (Pa.) Star:—“Its mammoth 
colored fashion-plates are always the latest and prettiest” 

A Most Delightful Dessert may be found in the new 
article of food, Sea-Moss Fajuxe, which can be purchased 
fur twenty-five cents a package, that will produce sixteen 
quarts of most excellent blanc-mange, or a proportionate 
quantity of custards, light puddings, farina, creams, sauces, 
gruels, Charlotte Russo, etc. This seems almost incredible; 
but it is vouched for by ladies of the highest respectability, 
who append their names to their statements. Tho Company 
state at least fifty delicious dishes can be made from tho 
Sea-Moss Farine, and give in their circular the receipts for 
many of them. We consider Mr. Rand’s discovery a highly 
important one for the millions, and, indeed, for all classes 
of society, in these stringent times. 

Beautiful Snow.— This is a book of Elegant Poems. By 
John W. Watson. Price $1.25. It will be sent frie of postage. 

' The New York Times says:—“These Poems possess more 
than ephemeral interest. They display a lively and pleasant 
l'aucy, many of the qualities of true pathos and genuine, 
hearty sympathy with the joys and sorrows of humanity.” 
Turner A Co., Publishers, 808 Chestnut St., Philadelphia. 

For Two Dollars either of the premium engravings of 
“Peterson’s Magazine” will be sent, post-paid. Or tho 
whole six will he sent for six dollars. Address, Peterson’s 
Magazine, No. 306 Chestnut street, Philadelphia. 

Send for a Catalogue of T. B. Peterson & Brothers’ pub¬ 
lications. That firin prints tho largest number of readable 
novels, and for lower prices, than any other iu the United 
States. Catalogues, with prices, mailed free. 

Why Borrow “Peterson,” when it can bo had for $2.00, 
or for even less if taken in a club? 


ROSES AND ROSE-GARDENS. 

Where axd How to Grow Roses.— If you would have 
beautiful roses, you must love roses for themselves; you 
must also know how to mnke them grow. 

We have seen roee-gardons (so called) in which the finest 
kinds of rose-bushes have Imrdly a place in them. Why? 
Because they are pruned so closely that they make nothing 
but wood. Or a single standard is grassed up to the very 
brier, except where a circular space is left for “just a few 
bedding-out things,” leeches that drain the life-blood of tho 


rose. Or you see lanky standards, all legs and no head; the 
only sign of health and vigor being the abundant growth of 
tho Manetti-etock, which has smothered years ago, the 
small body committed to its care, but is still supposed to be 
the child itself and is carefully pruned, year after year, in 
expectation of a glow of beauty. Or a Charles Lefebvre is 
placed under tho drip and shadow of a huge tree, whoso 
boughs and roots below effectually keep all nourishment 
from it. 

Now to grow roses does not require much money, it only 
requires knowledge; hence these mistakes are unpardonable. 
You may lay the foundation of a rose-garden for a few dol¬ 
lars, and then, by budding from your own trees, and by an 
annual selection of a few additional and valuable varieties, 
you may, in two or three seasons, possess a beautiful Rosa¬ 
rium. Or, if you cannot afford this, you may get your own 
briers, and beg a few buds from a friend or neighbor. 

The first thing is to select a suitable place for your rose- 
garden. It must neither be too windy, nor too sheltered; 
but it most have both of suushine and of shade. The center 
must be clear and open; around it the protecting screen; 
arrange it that a large proportion of your trees may have 
the sunshine on them from its rise to the meridian, and after 
that tiino bo in shadow and in repose. To effect this, tbe 
garden must extend from north to south rather than from 
east to west—the form being oblong or semicircular. The 
western wall or fence should be high, from eight to ten feet; 
the northern tall and dense, but not necessarily so high as 
the western; tho eastern such as will keep out cold, cutting 
winds, but not one ray of sunshine—say five feet. To the 
south tho Rosary may be open; but even here, so hurtful is 
a rough wind which occasionally blows from this quarter, 
that we would prefer a mound, or bank of rhododendrons. 

Of what material should we make theso boundary, pro¬ 
tecting fences? This is a question of time nnd of outlay. 
Walls are built at once, and are soon beautifully covered 
with Noisette and other climbing rosos; bnt overgreeu hedges 
of yew, holly, onr American arborvitse, privet, and horn¬ 
beam, are an admirable contrast to tho glowing colors of tbe 
rose, and introduce tho air, subdued and softened, like res¬ 
pirators, into the Rosarium. But why not hedges of the 
rose itself? Might we not have hedges of tho common brier, 
and bud them with our choicest varieties? Might we not 
make hedges of tho Ayrshire, Sempervirens, Boursault and 
Swcetbrier Rose ? 

Those directions apply equally to a small as to a largo 
rose-garden. Even if you have but a single plant, they apply 
to it. The great secret of success is—expose to the morning 
sun, protect from cutting wind. Give the best place in your 
garden to tho flower which deserves it most. In the smallost 
plot, you may make, if you do not find, such a site ns wo 
have described. You will make it if you are in earnest* 
We have seen old boards, old staves, old sacking, torn old 
tarpaulius—yes, once an old block serge petticoat—sot up 
by tbe poor to protect the rose; and there we have ever seen 
her smiling upon love, however mean its offering, and re¬ 
warding its untiring service. 

Having laid out your garden, the next thing is to select 
your roses. We give a list hero of the varieties which will 
most likely repay your care. Let them be planted In the 
best place and in tho best soil available, avoiding drip and 
roots. Let them be manured in the winter and mulched in 
tho spring. Let them be well watered below and well 
syringed above. Let grabs and aphides bo removed, and 
sulphur applied as soon as mildew shows itself. 

Tbr Walls .—Gloire de Dijon, the Ayrshire, Sempervirens, 
and Boursault Roses. 

Of Summer Roses. —The Common Moss, the Common Pro¬ 
vence or Cabbago; La Villede Bruxelles and Madame Hardy, 
Damasks; Boula do Nanteuil and Kean, Gallicas; Brennus 
and Bhirii. two Hybrid Chinns; Charles Lawson, and Paul 
Perms Hybrid B »urlK>ns. 

Of Autumivd Roses. —Angustie Mie, Comte de Nanteuil, 
General Jacqueminot, Jeau Goujon, Jules Margottin, La 
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Heine, Ia Ville de St. Denis, Leopold I., Madame Boll, Ma- 
«Luuo Boutin, Madame CletUeuc** Joigneaux, Mudutne Victor 
Verdier, Marechal Vuillant, Marie Beauman, Madame Charles 
Wood, Pierre Notting, Seuateur Yaiase, Souveuir de la Rein© 
d’Angloterre, Hybrid Perpetual*; Armosa, Queen, and Sou¬ 
venir de la Halmaison, Bourbons; Aimee Vibert and Grnn- 
diflora, Noisettes; Mrs. Bosanquet and Cramoisie Superieure 
Chinas; and Climbing Devoniensis, Gloire de Dijon, and 
Souveuir d’un Ami, Teas. 

In onr next paper, we shall enter on the discussion of soils, 
manures, etc., etc. (to bb continued.) 


HEALTH DEPARTMENT. 

Catarrh is only a common cold, in which tho mucous 
membrane of the nose and throat become affected, accom¬ 
panied with fever. Tho patient experiences headache, the 
pain being confined to the brow, and there is generally las¬ 
situde and stiffness of tho limb. It ordinarily runs a course 
of about ten days, and seldom requires treatment beyond 
lying in bed and indulging in broths and warm dilnent 
drinks. There are cases, however, of a more urgent nature, j 
and in which a more active treatment is indicated. It some- j 
times happens that there is great hoarseness, and an exces¬ 
sive discharge of a thin acrid fluid from tho nose, requiring 
the patient to use a dozen pocket-handkerchiefs a day; or 
the attendant fever may be so considerable as to alarm the 
patient, producing great anxiety and watchfulness. When 
this is the case, the sooner free perspiration is induced the J 
better; and one of the most effective means of bringing about j 
this result is to give the patient a pint of cold water, request- j 
ing him at tho same time to cover himself with two or three ! 
blankets. Another very excellent moans of producing de- j 
termination to tho surfaco of the body is the old-fashioned ! 
remedy—wine-whey, with tho addition of half a teaspoonful ; 
of sal-volatile. If the patient bo kept in a warm bed, this 
will soon induce a profuse perspiration. When accompanied 
with troublesome cough, take oxymcl of squills, one ounce; 
sweet spirits of nitre, two drachms; lemon-juice, a quarter 
of an ounce; chlorodyno, half a drachm; to six ounces of 
water. Two tablespoonfuls to bo takou every four hours; 
and when the patient’s rest is much disturbed, let a dose of 
the mixture bo taken the last thiug at night. If the nose 
should be sore, the application of glycerine, or cold cream, 
will afford roliof; or, perhaps, tho patient might have greater 
faith in the use of warm tallow. Should there be a sense of 
rawness in tho throat, burley-wator and linseed tea will form 
tho moat grateful drinks, and a gargle or electuary of honey 
and raspberry-vinegar may be used. The diet of tho patient 
should be simple and spare. 

Chilblains.—T o prevent chilblains the best plan Is to take 
as much active exercise as possible, and avoid tight wrist¬ 
bands, garters, and everything that prevents tho proper cir¬ 
culation of tho blood. The most frequent cause of chilblains 
is the warming of numbed hands and feet at tho flro. This 
hrfbit should be carefully avoided. Encourage children to 
use the skipping-rope during cold weather—this is a capital 
preventive, together with regularly washing and rubbing 
the feet. To cure chilblains, soak tho feet every night in 
water as hot as it can be borne. Lemon-juice rubbed on the 
Inflamed part is 6aid to Btop the itching. A sliced onion, 
dipped in salt, has the same effect, but is apt to mako the 
feet tender. When tho chilblains ore broken, a little warm 
vinegar and tincture of myrrh is an excellent thing to bathe 
the wound, and keep it clean. 


CHRISTMAS GAMES. 

Characters. —In this game two of the players are sent out 
of the room, and the rest decide on two characters in his¬ 
tory or everyday life which have in some way, however re¬ 
mote, a connection with each other, such as Napoleon and 
Wellington, tho Siamese twins, David Coppcrfbld and 


Nicholas Nickleby, and Grant and Sherman, etc., etc. 
When the two absent players return, they are privileged 
to ask any question they like of any of the rest, and by 
this means try to gain some information as to the pecu¬ 
liarities, appearance, etc., of tho characters chosen, and so 
guess who they are. The skill in this game is the adroit 
way in which the questions are put and parried. If instead 
of choosing characters in history or fiction, two friends or 
two of the party are chosen, a great deal of fun may be occa¬ 
sioned by the inappropriateness of the questions and answers 
given. This is amusing enough, provided it is always good- 
natured. 

Our category would not be complete if we omitted that 
capital game— Whyf Whent and Where? Something is 
selected—a book, a word with various meanings, sometimes 
a person even—and the questioner has to ascertain wliat 
that something or somebody Is, by the simple questions, 
Why do you like it? When do you like It? and Where do 
yon like it? In tho hands of clever players—apt at reparteo 
—the merriment occasioned by this game, when the subject 
is well chosen, is almost ondloss. From our recent ex¬ 
periences, however, we ore inclined to think it requires a 
somewhat intimate acquaintance with a variety of slang 
terms; many words having a slang meaning elicited In tho 
answers, of which, we fancy, more than half the ladies were 
until then ignorant. 

Bouts Rentes seem to gain favor every day, and furnish a 
plentiful opening for-a good display of wit and talent, too. 
Provided with pencils and paper, the players eit round a 
table. A word is then given which must bo made to rhymo 
with another, in an original verse composed on some subject, 
which is also given. After a sufficient timo is allowed to 
accomplish this the papers are rolled up aiyl thrown in a 
heap in the middle of the table, where they are all mixed 
together, each player drawing one, and in turn reading it, 
so that no one reads his own contribution. Some yew < Tesprit 
of this kind gave rise to that clever couplet— 

When Dido found JEneas didn’t come, 

She wept in silence and was Dido dumb (di do dum.) 

Here the subject given was “ grief,” and the words which 
were to rhyme were the Latin endings, “di, do, dum”—no 
easy task in less able hands. 

OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

Every receipt in this Cbok-Book has been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

SOUPS. 

Shin of Beef-Soup. —Break a shin of beef into three or 
four pieces. Put it into a pot, pour on it four gallons of 
cold water, and simmer it for four or five hours. When 
any water is wanted to fill up the pot, add only enough, 
calculating to make a gallon and a half of soup; throw in a 
teaspoonful of salt. When this has simmered about two 
hours, grate five or six raw turnips, the same of raw pota¬ 
toes, and three carrots; cut up the half of a cabbage very 
finely; put this into the pot; stir and skim it well while 
simmering, and be careful to remove all the fat, os no grease 
should float on the surface. The little, red, garden pepper is 
tho best seasoning, but, being strong, must be carefully used, 
as a very little piece will season a large pot of soup. Before 
dishing, take all the meat and bones from out of the soup, 
and the meat will, if nicely seasoned, make a good forcemeat 
for stuffing. 

Receipt for French Gumbo. —Cut up one large fowl; season 
it with salt and pepper; dredge it well with flour; haro 
ready a soup-kettlo; put in a tablespoonful of butter, one of 
lard, a handful of chopped onion. Fry the fowl then to a 
good brown; add to this four quarts of boiling water; cover 
close; let it simmer two or threo hours; then put in fif\v 
oysters, with their liquor, a little thyme and parsley; just 
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before nerving, stir in a tablcspoonful of the fileo powder; 
season high with Cayenne pepper. Turkey and beef-steak 
make also a very good gumbo. Tho fileo or felce la wlrnt 
gives a mucilaginous character and excellence to the soup. 
Tlio powder consists of nothing more than tho leaves of tho 
sassafras cured in the shAdo, nnd then pounded and sifted; 
therefore any family in tho country can always have it in 
their house. 

POULTRY AND MEATS. 

Mutton-Slew. —Cut the cold mutton into not very thin 
slices; trim off all the sinew, gristle, and 6kin; put into tho 
stew nothing but that which is to be eaten; lay the p.c- 
pared pieces into a sauce-pan, and put the scraps into a jar, 
which should always be kept os a reservoir for scraps, to bo 
converted into soups, broths, or gravies. If y«.,u havo no 
mutton or beef-gravy, make some from these scraps, by put¬ 
ting them Into a sauce-pan and pouring over them a pint of 
boiling water; then odd a bundlo of sweet basil and celery- 
heads tied together, a little salt, and a few whole pepper¬ 
corns. Cover it up, and stew it for half an hour, and then 
pour it over the prepared slices of mutton; let tho meat 
slowly warm in this gravy. Just before dishing, take out 
the meat, cover it and keep it warm; then dredge some flour 
into the gravy to thicken it; simmer it five minutes, and 
serve very hot. This is a nice dish. 

A Beef-Hash. — If you havo any pieces of cold ham, lay 
them in the stew-pan, with auy scraps of bones or meats 
from the jar for such things; tie up a few sprigs of sweet 
basil and parsley, a few pepper-corns, and a little salt. Pour 
on all these a pint and a half of boiling water; let this sim¬ 
mer for half an hour, and strain through a sieve. Rub 
together a large spoonful of butter and one of flour; stir 
tl»i« into the gravy, and a large tablespoonful of mushroom ; 
catchup. Then have ready tho beef nicely hashed, but not 
so small os tho veal, and put into the gravy. Let this 6im- ; 
mcr for ten minutes, just to warm the meat. Servo very hot, ! 
and garnish it with hot, well-boiled slices of carrots. j 

Poultry-Croquettes. —Melt a bit of butter in a stew-pan; j 
put into it chopped parsley and mushrooms, two spoonfuls J 
of flour, salt, pepper, and nutmeg. Fry it, aud pour in stock | 
and a little cream. This sauce ought to have the consist- ; 
cm co of thick milk. Cut up any poultry, which has been j 
cooked the day before, into dice. Put them into the sauce J 
and let it get cold. Form it into balls, and cover them with j 
bread-cm mbs. Wash these in eggs which hav6 been beaten j 
up. and roll them in bread-crumbs a second time. Fry them J 
to a good color, and serve with a garnish of fried parsley. ! 
Croquettes of veal or rabbit may bo prepared in the samo ; 
way. J 

Veal-Hash. —Take the bones of cold meats—roast or 
boilod—dredge them with flour, and pnt them into a sauce- I 
pan, with n pint and a half of hot water or cold broth; cut ; 
np a peeled onion, slice a lemon thinly, a little salt, a few ! 
small blades of mace and a few whole pepper-corns; stew it 
for half an hour; then strain this through a sieve, and rub ! 
a large spoouful of butter and ono of flour well together; 
hash up the veal rather finely, and stir into this hot gravy. 
Let it stew for a qnortcr of an hour very slowly. Serve hot, 
and garnish with sprigs of parsley. 

Stewed-Beef. —Make a rich gravy, as above, and take any 
nice piece of cold beef which may be.left—corned-beef is 
very nice. Stuff it with a cooked onion, finely chopped, 
and a large spoonful of bread-crumbs, rubbed together with 
some powdered basil and a little horseradish. Make inci¬ 
sions in the beef, and stuff it well; then lay it in a stew-pan, 
and pour the hot gravy over; cover tightly, and let it warm 
slowly for half an hour in a hot place. Garnish with car¬ 
rots sliced. Serve hot. 

Blfwqvette de Volatile.—Cut up cold roast fowl into thin 
slices, and pnt them into a white sauce. Let it simmer for 
a quarter of an hour, and serve. 


DESSERTS. 

A Family Plum-Pudding .—Beat up fonr eggs, whites and 
yolks separately; adJ to tho yolks a quarter of a teaspoonful 
each of grated ginger, nutmeg, grated lemon-poel, and salt, 
four ounces of sugar, half a pound of currants, then one 
pound of flour and half a pound of snot, and beat up tho 
whole thoroughly with tho whites of tho eggs. Wine or 
braudy may be added, if approved; but the pudding will bo 
very good without this addition. Tie it in a cloth and boil 
6ix hours. Serve with any good pudding-sauce. 

Rice Snow-Balls .—Wash and pick half a pound of rico 
very clean, put it on iu a sauce-pan with plenty of water; 
when it boils, let it boil ten minutes, drain it on a sieve till 
it is quite dry, and then pare six apples, weighing two 
ounces and a half each. Divide the rice into six parcels, in 
separate cloths, put one apple in each, tie it loose, and boil 
it one hour; servo it with sugar and butter, or wine-sauce. 

Brighton Pudding .—Take three eggs, a quarter of a pound 
of sugar, a quarter of a pound of flour, a quarter of a pouud 
of butter, and the peel of a lemon, finely minced. Beat the 
sugar and eggs for twenty minutes. Beat up the butter, and 
mix it; add the flour at the last. Steam tho pudding for one 
hour. Serve without sauce, only with preserve. 

CAKES. 

Cheese-Cakes .—Boil the peel of two lemons in a pint of 
water till soft; beat them in a mortar; add the yolks at six 
eggs, a quarter of a pouud of powdered sugar, and half a 
pound of butter. Mix all together iu a mortar, and add a 
few currants. Line patty-pans with paste, put in tho mix¬ 
ture, and bake. 

Family Cake .—Take rice and flour, of each six ounces, tho 
yolks nnd whites of nine eggs, half a pound of lump-sugar, 
pounded and sifted, and half an ounce of cam way-seeds. 
Having beaten this ono hour, bake it for the samo time in 
a quick oven. This is a very light cake, and is very proper 
for young people and delicate stomachs. 


FASHIONS FOR JANUARY. 

Fio. i.—W alkixg-Dress op Black Velvet.—'T he lower-skirt 
is bordered by a ruffle of dark crimson silk, flounce very fully 
plaited, and trimmed with a narrow band of imitation Rus¬ 
sian snblo. The upper-skirt is of block velvet, looped lip on 
the right side, and at the back by red velvet buttons, And 
opening on the left side; the sleeves are wide and open, and 
they, as well as tho edge of the skirt, are trimmed with the 
fur; the tight under-sleeves add waistband ore of red silk; 
the velvet sleeves are trimmed with the SAme color. Squaro 
collar and pouch of the fur. Black velvet hat, trimmed with- 
a band and rosette of red ribbon, and black ostrich plumes. 

Fig. ii.—Carriage-Dress op Violet Silk.— Tlio velvet 
sacque is cut quite long at the back and in front, but it is 
open on the hips; it is mode quite open at the neck with 
revere, and is trimmed with rich lace, aud is heavily em¬ 
broidered in the corners. Bonnet of black lace,‘with violet 
pansies. 

Fig. m. —House-Dress op Golden Maize-Colored Poplin — 
The skirt is comparatively short, that is, lying only about a 
quarter of a yard on the ground; it is trimmed with a plaited 
flounce, scalloped at top and bottom; the uoper-skirt is a 
short Polonaise, that is cut without a seam at the waist; it is 
square in the neck, rounded, and looped up at the back, and 
is trimmed with rich brown velvet and fringe. Whito 
chemisette, with a lace frill in front. 

Fig. iv. — Evening-Dress op Green Silk. —Tho skirt and 
waist are perfectly plain; a rich, white lace shawl is arranged 
as a tunic over the skirt, and a lace of the same description 
form a berthe for the waist; both waist and tunic are trim¬ 
med with sprays of flowers. Crimson rose, with green leaves, 
in the hair. 

Fio. v.—H ouse Deers op Black Cashmere.— The skirt is 
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short, of a walking length; the deep flouuce is trimmed with - 
three rows of black velvet ribbon; there are two plaited 
headings of silk on this skirt, each of which hus a row of 
black velvet below it; the waist is made open iu front, with 
u small basque, and it, with tho sleeves, is trimmed with 
velvet and silk plaitings. White crepe lisse in the neck of 
tho dre3s. 

Fio. vi.—C hild’s Dress op Red and Black Cashmere. — 
Tho lower-skirt is trimmed with a bios flounce, pat ou below 
a band of narrow, black velvet; the upper-skirt is quito plain; 
above this is a square tunic, open on the hips, and trimmed 
with a narrow plaited ruffle, fastened on with black velvet; 
waist high, with rovers, trimmed with a very narrow ruffle, 
and black velvet. 

Fio. vn.— Evening-Dress op White Striped Gauze Over 
a Yellow Silk Skirt. —This skirt is trimmed with bins 
scalloped folds, bound with black velvot; the white gauzo 
skirt is not very long, is trimmed with a full plaited ruffle, 
act on beneath a row of black velvet, and an upright row of 
blond Lace; a puffing of the gauzo is put on between this 
trimming and a narrower one of black velvet and blond; 
the white skirt is worn in the “court train” fashion over 
the silk skirt, uot coming together in front. A slight pan¬ 
nier is formed at tho hack by drawing tho skirt up with 
broad bands of black velvet, trimmed with deep fringe. A 
short, plain tnnic in front is also caught up by tbeso bands i 
of velvet. Waist high and plain, over a yellow silk under- ] 
waist; the half-long upper-sleeve Is cut in points, and trim- ! 
med with velvet, and beneath it is a deep plaited ruffle with j 
a heading of black velvet, and finished by a fall of rich lace. ! 

Fio. vni. — Evening-Dress of Thin, White Muslin. —Tho j 
skirt is short, and Is trimmed with one deep flounce, not j 
very full, headed by a row of green ribbon, abovo which nro J 
two standing-up plaitings. A pannier of the muslin reaches J 
to the top of the ruffle, and is caught up at the sides by a 
row of green ribbon, trimmed on oither side with blond, and 
finished by a large bow without ends; green ribbon around 
the waist, with bow at the back; low waist, trimmed with 
blond and green ribbon. 

Figs. ix. and x.—G rat Reps Costume, (Front and Back 
Views.) —Tho round skirt is bordered with a twelve inch 
flounce, with a plaiting to match to form a heading, and 
measuring three inches. Tunic folded underneath in front; 
the skirt, full at the sides, and forming at the back a 
point like a shawl. A plaiting loops up this tunic at the 
sides, is carried down the sides of the point to within six 
inches of tho extremity, and is then carried up at each side 
to the waist. High bodice and basque, and black velvet 
revors to the waist. Tho bodico and bnsqno are cut in a 
single piece; the latter forms two plaits at the sides, and ter¬ 
minates with a point in the center of the back. Two buttons 
mirk the commencement of the plaits. Sleevos oruamonted 
with a three-inch plaiting. 

Figs. xi. and xn.—W inter Casaque, (Front and Back 
Yiuws.)—A full description of this, with a diagram from 
which to cut it out, i3 given on a preceding page. 

Fig. xiii.—House-Dress of<Gray Silk, with a Blue Over¬ 
dress. —The skirt is “round” and rather long, and trimmed 
with one deep, scant flounco, which is headed by a row of 
black guipure lace. The waist is high and plain, and tho 
sleeves wide and long, and trimmed with black guipure lace. 
Tho blno skirt is not very long, and is looped up high on 
the hips, and is without trimming; over this foils from the 
sides toward the back, a second skirt, cut in sharp points, 
and full enough behind to form a plait, and is trimmed with 
three rows of black velvet. The waist is high and plain, and 
has no side bodies, so that the gray waist shows under the 
arms; this waist is also trimmed with black velvet. Two 
half-worn dresses, of good contrasting colors, make a cos¬ 
tume of this style admirably; or cashmere or poplin may 
readily bo substituted for silk. 

General Remarks.—T he fashions for the winter wore 


established by the time our December number wont to press, 
so wo have nothing particularly now to record, os it is much 
too early to think of the chauges for spring. Tho long walk¬ 
ing-skirts have generally usurped the short ones on tho street; 
we do uot mean by this, that skirts with trains are worn to 
walk in, bnt that what is termed tho round skirt is made to 
touch the ground ta-o or three inches. As we have before 
stated, cashmere, and, in fact, all soft, wooleh materials, are 
very much used for walking-dresses; but the most elegant 
of these are worn over silk petticoats of tho same color. 
For the street, plum-color, slnto-blue, slato-grny, olive-green, 
anil brown, are tho most used; all evening colors are light 
and delicate. Evening-dresses are made with flounces 
arranged merely at the hack, the front being plain, with 
sometimes cross-bands on it. Frequently two colors aro 
used for this stylo of dress, as alternate flounces of green 
and white, bluo and gray, etc., etc. Striped materials are 
more worn than formerly, silk with satin stripes being par¬ 
ticularly elegant. Velvet is also much used for out-of-door 
wear. 

The Jackets and Paletots have nearly all assumed tho 
bosquaand jocky shape • some are tight-fitting, and others 
nearly so, but none are made very long. Lace or fringe is 
generally used as a trimming. We give two illustrations of 
vory stylish ones. 

Bonnets are very much trimmed with curling plumes and 
ribbon, but the shape has decidedly changed from those worn 
last winter. Strings are universally worn, though somo 
prefer the soft, blond laco to the ribbon ones, as being more 
becoming. Felt bonnets are a good donl worn, but tho felt 
is really but little seen, as it is almost entirely covered with 
tho trimmings. Vory dark-greon bonnets, with ornaments 
of myrtle-green velvet, with myrtle-green strings, aro much 
worn with cloth costumes of this fashionable green shade. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fio. i.—Home-Dress and Apron for a Miss op Thirteen 
ou Fourteen Years, or UxDER.^This dress is of blue cash- 
mere, mado with simply one skirt, with the front width 
gored, one side gore and ono width of cashmere in the back, 
which, being double fold, make a sufficiently wide 6kirt. 
The bottom is trimmed with a plaited flounce of the samo 
material, the plaits all laying ono way, and fastened down 
one inch and a half from tho top by a bias band of the cash- 
more, ono inch in width, stitched down by the sewing- 
machine. Tho flounco will require three times fullness, 
and should bo eight inches in depth. The waist is plain, 
and buttoned up tho back. Coat-sleeves trimmed to matc.'i 
tho bottom of the dress. Five yards of cashmere will bo re¬ 
quired. Tho apron is cf Swiss muslin, with a braided border 
and frill-edged with imitation Valenciennes laco. 

Fio. ii.—D ress, with Over Tunic, for a Little Girl op 
Four to Five Years. —It is made of drab serge, and trimmed 
with black alpaca braid of two widths. Tho little over-skirt 
has, in addition, a plaiting of the serge below the braid. The 
waist is cut surplice in front, showing the plaited under¬ 
body. Coat-sleeves trimmed to match the upper-skirt. This 
makes a charming street or house-dress, and a very inexpen¬ 
sive one, two pieces of alpaca braid, and six yards of serge, 
being all that is required. 

Fio. m.—A Boy’s Blouse op Cashmere, or Merino, or 
Plaid Serge. —It has a double plaited frill, which forms the 
skirt of the blouse, and is fastened on to the belt, and put 
on over the short, simple blouse, fastened on the right side 
with double buttons and loops. Coat-sleeves trimmed to 
match, and a linen collar, edged with Hamburg trimming} 
or plain, if preferred. Pants to tho ankle. Two yards of 
merino will be required for the blouse. 

We also give engravings, in the front of tho number, of 
various other articles for children. The descriptions of 
these will be found in the article, “Every-Day Dresses.” 
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THE LOZO PENDULUM 

IS THE BEST 

PABLOB (3hAME 

EVER INVENTED. - PRICE $10. 

It contains the fonr following popular and fascinating GAMES, viz: 

TEN PINS, BAGATELLE, RING TOSS and POCKETS, 

And with Cne attachment, recently added, it is a Miniature Billiard Table. 

It is made of Black Walnut, lined with the finest quality of Billiard Cloth, and is only 
3*<j feet long, 12 inches wide, and inches deep. Every family in the United States 
should send for Illustrated Price List of Parlor Games and Toys, embracing over 200 
different styles. 

C. H. JOSLYN, 704 Broadway, New York. 



THE UNIVERSAL POPULARITY OF 


COLGATE & CO'S. 

TOILET SOAPS. 


Is simply dno to their excellence. They nro conscien¬ 
tiously made of the host and purest materials, and are 
what they claim to I e. 

Sold by Druggists and First-class Grocers. 

WMaSl THEA-NECTAR 

IS A PUKE 

BLACK TEA 

WITH THE 

GREEN TEA FLAVOR. 

Warranted to suit all tastes. 

FOR SAEE EVERYWHERE. 

And fi»r sale Wholosalo only by the 

GREAT ATLANTIC & PACIFIC TEA CO. 

I*. 0. Box 5506. No. 8 Church St., N. Y. 

Send for Thea-Xeclar Circular. 




F OR FAMILY USE.—Apple Parer, Corer k Sheer. Price 
$2. Made by D. H. WHITTEMORK, Worcester, Mass. 

A GREAT 0FFER!ii“ 

will dispose of ONE HUNDRED PIANOS, MELODEOKS, 
and ORGANS, of first-class makers, at extremely low 
’rices for cash, DURING the HOLIDAYS, or will take from 
$5 to $20 monthly until paid; the same to let, and the 
rent monoy applied if purchased. 


)£ A DAYJ 
50 sent free. 


40 new articles f»r agents. Samples 
II. It. SHAW, Alfred, Me. 


O UR ILLUSTRATED CATAIX>GUE AND PRICE LIST 
of Genuine Waltham Watches, tell how and where 
thev are made, describes the different grades and gives 
weight and quality of the cases with prices of each. Wc 
send them by express to any part of the country, with bill 
to Collect on Delivery, with privilege to the purchaser to 
examine the Watch before paying. No risk is taken by 
those who buy of us, as evorv Watch is warranted to give 
saturation or the money will bo refunded. The prices of 
the Silver Watches range from $16 upwards, and the Gold I 
Watches from $70. \\ hen you write for a 1‘rico List, state I 

that you saw this notice in Peterson's Magazine. 

Address, HOWARD & CO., 785 Broadway, New York. 




BATELEBS 

LIFE AND ACCIDENT INSURANCE COM¬ 
PANY, of Hartford, Conn. Cash Assets, 
$1,600,000. Grants LIFEand ENDOWMENT 
Policies of all approved forms. Ample se¬ 
curity, low rates. Also insures against ACCI¬ 
DENTS causing death or total disability. 
Policies written by the your or month. Has 
paid $700 per day for Six Year* in benefits 
to policy-holders. 


SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN, 1871. 

Pnblished Weekly; 16 pages; full of splendid en¬ 
gravings and articles by the best writors on tho Popular 
Sciences and the Industrial Arts, Mechanics, Manufac¬ 
tures, Inventions, Engineering, Chemistry, Architecture, 
Household aud Farming Industry. Tho Scientific A mtri- 
can has been published 25 years, circulates the World 
over, and is recognized as a great Popular Educator. 
Specimen numbers sent free. Terms—$3 a year, $1.50 for 
6 months. Address, 

MI NN & CO., 87 Park Row, New York. 

Publishers and Patent Solicitors. 


The Oldest, Largest, and Most Perfect Manufactory 
in the United States. 

Now in use! Geo. A. Prince k Co.’s 
ORGANS and 

MELODEON9 will be delivered in any 
part of the United States reached by Ex- 
/1 V V V press (where they have no Agent), firm of 
' charge, on receipt of list price. 

Sond for Price-Lists and Circulars. 

Address, GEO. A. PRINCE & CO., 

Buffalo, X. T. 

or GEO. A. PRINCE & CO., 

Chicago , J7L 



THE IMPROVED 

WILSON 

SHUTTLE 

SEWING MACHINE 

for simplicity, dn- 
rability A bounty 

stands unrivaled / For 

,m stitching, hemming, 
Ih tucking, relllng, quilt— 
Aiing, cording, binding, 

• braiding, gathering, ga¬ 
thering and sewing on 
gathers, it is unexcelled t 
•EyAGENTN WANTED in every County In tha 
United States where wo have not one already employed. 
For particulars oddress Wilson Sewing Machine Co„ 
Cleveland, 0,; Boston, Mass., or St, Louis, Mo. 
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EMBROIDERED MORNING-SLIP PER EDGING. 

























































































































































































































2 Oil, how well do I remember, “take this little flow'r,” said she, 

‘•And when with the dead I f m number’d, place it at my grave for me.” 
Dearest mother, I am sighing, on thy tomb 1 drop a tear ; 

For the little plant is dying," now I feel so lonely here.— Chorus, 

3 I’ve no mother, still I’m weeping, tears my furrow’d cheek now lave, 

Whilst a lonely watch I’m keeping, o’er her sad and silent grave *, 

Soon I hope will be our meeting, then the gladness none can tell. 

Who for me will then be weeping, when I bid this world farewell ?—Chorus, 
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PETERSON’S MAGAZINE 


Vol. LIX. 


PHILADELPHIA, FEBRUARY, 1871. 


No. 2. 


“HOME, SWEET HOME.” 

BY TUB ACTUOB OP “COBWEBS,” BTC., ETC. 


“You have lost all trace of them?” 

“All.” 

The speakers were two young men, who sat 
in a sumptuous library that looked out on the 
Fifth Avenue of New York. Hector Mowbray, 
the host, had inherited a handsome fortune, 
and needed only a wife, the world said, to 
make his happiness complete. But he laughed 
at the world, and declared he would live and 
die a bachelor. “My dear old mother is still 
alive and keeps house for me: why do I want 
a wife?” be said. 

His companion was a year or two younger, 
but looked care-worn and older. He and Mow¬ 
bray had become acquainted, only a few weeks 
before, but their natures were sympathetic, 
and they were now fast friends. 

“Yes! all,” continued the guest, after a 
pause. “I came home to find my roof-tree 
literally desolate. My father, from whom I 
had parted in anger, God forgive me! was 
dead: so was my mother; and my darling sis¬ 
ter, with my little brother, had disappeared— 
gone no one knew where.” 

“Could nobody give you any clue?” 

“Only the slightest. We had no near rela¬ 
tions. My father failed, in the great crash, 
a few years ago, and died soon after. My 
mother followed him, broken-hqarted. My 
sister, thus left alone, decided to go away to 
some place where she was not known, and 
there try to earn a livelihood. She left Bos¬ 
ton, and came on here. That far I have been 
able to trace her. She stopped at a cheap 
hotel, down town, for the first night, but went 
away, the next morning, with little Fred, for 
a cheaper lodging. I have called in the de¬ 
tectives, not only here, but in all our great 
cities, but to no purpose. Every trace of her 
is lost.” 

The speaker, as he finished, buried bis face 
Vol. LIX—7 


in hi8 hands. After a moment, however, he 
looked up, and resumed the conversation. 

“You never knew my sister,” he said, “or 
you would not wonder at my emotion. If ever 
an angel lived on earth it was Ellen. She had 
one of those rare, sunshiny natures, that win, 
and keep all hearts. She was as beautiful as 
she was accomplished, My father idolized her. 
When I ran away from home, six years, ago, 
mad with thirst for a roving life, she w r as just 
sixteen, a reputed heiress, and the worshiped 
pet of society. Think of the difference now! 
Even if alive, she is struggling somewhere for 
mere bread, probably: stitching her life out 
for a bare subsistence. Perhaps she is even 
dying of hunger: such tragedies do happen, 
you know.” 

“It cannot be so bad, Spencer,” said his 
friend. “Take heart! We will organize a 
new search, for I will help you; and we will 
begin to-morrow.” 

“ I have wanted,” answered Spencer, clasp¬ 
ing his hand, “to unburden myself to you ever 
siuce I first met you. I was in Australia when 
my father failed. I' had, by that time, been 
thoroughly cured of my thirst for adventure.; 
but I was penniless, and too proud to return 
home; so I had gone to the mines in hopes to 
make a happy hit. I did make it After a 
year among men who were only short of devils 
incarnate, after horrible fluctuations of hope 
and despair, I struck a lode, and became rich, 
as it were, in an hour. I was on my way 
home, leisurely, when, at Melbourne, I came 
across an old oopy of a Boston paper, in which 
was an account of my father's failure. I took 
passage in the very first ship. The rest you 
know. Great heavens!” he added, rising ex¬ 
citedly, “to think that I am here, sitting by a 
warm fire, when Ellen may be out in a storm 
like this, homeless and friendless. Every time 
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“HOME, SWEET HOME." 


I hear the sleet strike the window-panes, it 
goes to my heart like a rifle-ball. I declare— 
but hark-” 

He broke off suddenly. Mowbray listened. 
Out in the street, and apparently attracted by 
the lights from the casements, some one was 
beginning a prelude on a guitar. 

“ What tricks imagination plays one,” said 
Spencer, after a moment, with a smile, resum¬ 
ing his seat. “I hare been thinking and talk¬ 
ing so much of Ellen, that, at first, the touch 
on that guitar seemed hers. She was very 
fond of-” 

He broke off again, for a woman’s voice had 
begun to sing, “Home, Sweet Home.” It was 
a voice so sweet and pure, so sympathetic, so 
virginal, that Mowbray, who listened entranced 
from the first note, could think of nothing but 
Nilsson, whom he had listened to, a few months 
before, in Paris. He hung on every word until 
the first verse was finished, forgetting even 
Spencer. Then, in the interval that followed, 
before the singer began again, he drew a long 
breath of relief, and remembering himself, 
looked at his friend. 

The latter seemed transfixed to stone, his 
eyes wide open with astonishment, his lips 
parted eagerly. Suddenly he sprang from his 
chair. 

“My God!” he cried, reaching the window 
dn a eouple of strides, and beginning hurriedly 
to draw back the curtains, “am I mad? Or is 
it Ellen?” 

Mowbray rose also and hurried to the other 
window. Outside, the wind still blew fiercely* 
though the sleet now fell only intermittently. 
The pavements were deep with snow. Snow 
clung to the lamp-post that stood close by; 
snow was on the railings in front of the 
library; snow was everywhere. It was bitter 
cold also, and getting colder every minute, as 
it cleared off. 

Directly in front of the house, and looking 
up at the windows, beseechingly, were two 
figures. One was that of a boy about twelve 
years old: the other was that of a woman of 
twenty-one, or twenty-two. The latter was 
the singer. She was poorly and thinly clad, 
in old, threadbare mourning garments: and 
her face gave proof, in its wan lines, of sor¬ 
row, if not of actual want. But it was a face 
that was strikingly beautiful even yet. As 
Mowbray drew back the curtains, the singer 
looked up at him. He could not restrain an 
exclamation of wonder and surprise at the 
rare loveliness he saw. The girl must have 
overheard him, for she turned away, with 


crimson cheeks, and looked at the other win¬ 
dow. The instant she did this, the guitar 
dropped from her hands, she gave a shriek, 
and then fell senseless in the snow. 

“Great God! it is she,” cried Spencer, ahd 
throwing up the sash, he leaped out, clearing 
the railings at a bound. 

Mowbray, more collected, rang the bell for 
& servant, saying hastily, “Tell my mother 
and sister to please come down,” and then 
hurried to the front-door, where he met Spen¬ 
cer bearing in his arms the inanimate form of 
Ellen. By this time the ladies of the house 
had descended from the drawing-rooms, and 
to them the poor girl was entrusted, Spencer, 
however, insisting on following and watching 
till she came back to consciousness. Mowbray 
took charge of her little brother,, and learned 
from him the particulars of their sad story. 

It was the same old tale, so often told, and 
so constantly recurring. No money, no friends, 
vain efforts to find employment, and at last 
absolute starvation. “"We haven’t had a bit 
to eat since night before last,” said the poor 
little fellow. “We had no place to sleep in, 
to-night. We found an empty shed, when we 
were turned out-of-doors, a week ago, because 
we couldn’t pay rent any longer; but we were 
turned out of the shed, too, to-day. Sister had 
her guitar still, for she would never part with 
it. You see, it was given to her by brother 
Harry, before he went away: and with all his 
wild ways he was always gdbd to her. So, 
to-night, she said she’d sing to her guitar, 
and beg in that way—we never begged be¬ 
fore—and, perhaps, God would put it into the 
hearts of some kind people to take pity on us. 
I didn’t mind being hungry myself,” said the 
brave boy, “but I couldn’t bear that sister 
should be so. It made her so weak, you know: 
that’s why she fainted. I—I,” and putting out 
his hands ns if to support himself, and with a 
strange, wild look of terror on his face, the 
lad also swooned away, overcome partly by 
his famished condition, and also partly by the 
change from the cold without to the heat of the 
library. 

In a little while Spencer returned, and by 
that time Fred had recovered, and was sitting 
on Mowbray’s knee, eating warm bouillon. 
“Ellen is conscious,” said Harry. “Your 
mother and sister have turned me out of the 
room; they are feeding her, as you are feeding 
Fred. Ah! Mowbray, how shall I ever thank 
you?” 

Mrs. Mowbray would not hear of Ellen going 
away, even the next morning, but insisted on 


Digitized by v^jooole 




CLOSER THAN A BROTHER.—TO A FRIEND. 
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nursing her buck to health and strength, in { 
which task her daughter Florence assisted. A 
strong friendship spruug up between the two 
girls, as stroug as that which, day by day, 
cemented the two young men together. For 
Spencer was now always with the Mowbrays. 
He still kept his bachelor lodgings, where he 
slept and breakfasted, but the rest of the day 
was devoted to his friends. A mutual attach- j 
ment arose between him and Florence, while 
Mowbray and Ellen became not less interested 
in each other. 

But as yet nothing had been said, when 
little Fred, one day, blurted out, < 


“You needn’t tell me,” he cried, when they 
were all together in the library, after dark. 
“I know tphat ^on four mean.” Here the 
girls began to blush violently. “Brother 
Harry’s in love with Miss Florence, and Mr. 
Mowbray’s in love with Ellen, and you’re all 
going to be married on the same day. Won’t 
it be jolly!” 

The two young man laughed, and the girls 
looked as if they would sink through the floor; 
but Fred’s advice was taken nevertheless, and 
the weddings were celebrated before the violets 
bloomed. 

Fred thought it “very jolly” still. 


CLOSER THAN A BROTHER. 

BY SABAH DOUDNEY. 


I. 

Enthroned upon the purple- vested hills 
Bat the fair Autumu in her regal glow, 

And the clear voices of the silver rills 
Hade music down below. 

The woods were glorious, hut far and near 
The scattered leaves their gleams of scarlet shod, 

As if the lifo-blood of the dying year 
Had stained them ruby-red. 

And the Atrnuge stillness soothed os more and more 
As on we wandered slowly, hand in hand, 

Like lovers in the magic days of yore 
Passing through Fairyland. 

For twisted roots of wild fantastic sha«o 

Haunted our path with limbs of nigged brown, 

This seemed a satyr, that a goblin apu 
Wearing an ivy crown. 

Oh, friend! we knew that happiness like ours 
Was solemn in its purity, and rare; 

Trending the borders of immortal bowers, 
Breathing immortal air! 

Then softly as an angel clothed in white 
Came Death, and met us with a placid smile; 

Laid on oar clasping hands his finger light, 

Aud whispered, “Part awhile." 

II. 

, Low in the Heavens stooped tho fiery inn. 


Flushing tho peaceful landscape far and wide; 

When sudden I become aware of One 
Close walking by my side. . 

He spake of comfort, but I would not weep, 
Wrapping the chilly mautle of despair 

More closely round my strickeu soul, to keep 
All hope from entrance there. 

At length, grown weary of my woe, I turned 
To gaze awhile on my companion's face; 

Ah, me! I trembled, for mine eyes discerned 
Thereon a blood-red trace. 

“Is this," I said, u the sunset's partingurtnte 
That casts a rosy shadow' on Tliy browJ" 

But faster fell the drops like crimson rain, 

44 All, Lord, I know Thee now! 

“Forgive the feeble soul that understands 
So little of this wondrous love of Thine." 

He answered, holding out His pierced hands, 
“Was any ^rief like mine?" 

1 knelt and kiseed the weary, wounded fret, 

Like Ma^dalone I washed them with my tears; 

Fast flowed the healing waters fresh and sweet 
From fountains sealed for years. 

Then on my trembling lips I felt His kiss, 

I heard Ills promise of eternal rest; 

The world grew' darker, but tho light of bliss 
Remained within my breast. 


♦ 

TO A FRIEND. 

BY M A E Y -W. MICKIES. 


In rich profusion at your fret 
Fame's fairest, proudest laurels lie; 

And set to music, full and deep. 

Your days are sweeping grandly by. 

On heart or ear there falls no note. 

Save those of triumph or of glee; 

Then give, oh! ftiv«». from nil this wealth, 
A few brief hours to love and me. 


My life is creeping sadly on, 

A long, dull stretch of level gray, 
Where mellow sunbeams ne’er dispell 
The shadows deepening day by day; 
And yet my lips breathe but one prayer, 
Asking no wealth or fame for me; 

No pow»*r. nave o’er thy princely heart, 
No boon, save one, to be with thee. 
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FRANK’S VALENTINE. 


BY VBBNE 

^ Me. Frank Peyton, baying completed his 
college course, had settled on his father’s plan¬ 
tation, in Virginia, to what his friends called 
“Steady fox-hunting and flirting.” 

It was the first Valentine’s Day, since his 
return home, and he was taking a solitary 
breakfast by candloliglit, in hunting-costume, 
that he might arrive early at Mr. Lewis’, five 
miles off, where the hunters were to meet. 

“ Dar’s a letter for you, Marse Frank,” said 
his body servant, Oscar, opening the door. 
“Came lars night, arfter you done gone to 
bod.” 

The letter was in a pink envelope, sealed 
with green wax, emblematic of rose-colored 
visions and youthful verdancy; evidently a 
Valentine. There was no post-mark; but it 
was dated outside, “Feb. t 14th ” 

“ Where did it come from, Os?” he said. 

“Tom fotch it from Marse Dick Lewis’; 
Dilsy give it to Tom; and little Miss Kate, she 
give it to Dilsy; and dey didn’t, none of ’em, 
know which o’ de young ladies sont it.” 

In the intervals of hot batter-cakes and 
broiled hanv Prank read : 

M Wh<w* fairy Angers traced these lines 
Upon this page of snow. 

And what she thought of yon the whfle— 

What would you give to know ? 

And on the face, half-shadowed o'er 
By ringlets drooping low. 

Whether those thoughts awoke a blush— 

What would you give to know ? 

Whether the lips a tender smile, | 

Or merry oue. bestow, 

And if the eyes are arch or mild— 

What would yon give to know? 

You’re curious, although you may 
Declare it is not so; 

But unless you're wise enough to guess. 

Be sure you'll never know.” 

Now, Mr. Lewis’ bouse was the great social 
center of the neighborhood. In addition to 
his-own pretty daughters, cousins and nieces, 
several young ladies from distant States and 
cities were visiting, just now, at the old place. 
A succession of dancing-parties, riding-parties, 
sociables, and (rare delight) a sleighing-party, 
had. in the last three weeks, succeeded each 
other. Frank was on the friendliest terms 
with a half-dozen of pretty girls in the party. 
Any one of them might have sent his Valentine. 
Or any one of a dozen young fellows he thought 
of, who would wish to enjoy his attempts to 
11(5 
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discover the writer, might have got it up to 
quiz him. Or, perhaps, some lady, whom he 
had scarcely noticed, sure that she would never 
be suspected, might have sent it. Never had 
conjecture a wider field. 

Frank paced along the frosty road on his 
little mare, Brunette, and thought about it. 
Presently he discovered that he was constantly 
asking himself, 

“ Was it Jenny Lewis, or Miss Caldwell?” 

Virginia Lewis had been his playmate and 
friend from the time of his first roundabout. 
She was a plump, merry girl, with brown hair, 
large, frank, gray eyes, and very red lips. 
Jenny, as she was familiarly called, had not 
one spark of affectation, prudery, or coquetry. 
So straightforward was she that Frank, when 
he returned home, a finished man of the world, 
as he thought, had decided that “Jenny was a 
nice girl, but lacked manner and sentiment.” 

On the other band, he had known Miss Cald¬ 
well exactly twenty-four days, and had been 
in love, as he fancied, with her for twenty- 
three of them. He .could not speak of her in 
his own words. The poets were ransacked 
for phrases worthy of her loveliness. You and 
I would have called her a tall, graceful blonde; 
but Frank had quoted everything in English 
poetry, from Chaucer to Alexander Smith, re¬ 
lating to graceful blondes, with golden-brown 
hair and blue eyes, and still told himself he 
had found no words worthy of her. 

Frank found “Cloverfields,” the mansion of 
Mr. Lewis, in a state of delightful bustle and 
confusion. A score of horses were neighing 
at the racks around the yard; chattering, im¬ 
portant grooms were leading restive animals 
back and forth: Indies were arriving in car¬ 
riages and on horseback, with attendant cava¬ 
liers; and on the broad piazza, a group of 
sportsmen were discussing the probable route 
of the hunt, and speculating whether the fox— 
one they had twice before hunted, and conse¬ 
quently a most interesting animal—would again 
mislead them and escape in the hazel thickets 
of Scnnch-Branch, or take the track to Carter’s 
hedge and ditch, where they lmd been thrown 
out the last time, no one venturing such a dan¬ 
gerous leap. Frank nodded to the different 
groups, and then went first to the stables to 
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inspect his hunter, Tomahawk, who had been 
sent over the night before. After that he saun¬ 
tered into the house to see his lady-love. 

In the drawing-room a dozen girls were 
putting on their hats and gloves. But the 
two fair subjects of his mental question were 
already equipped, and stood together at a win¬ 
dow. 

“Frank, are you going to try the leap at 
Carter’s Hedge?” cried Jenny. And “Surely, 
Mr. Peyton, you won’t make that perilous ven¬ 
ture?” said Miss Caldwell. They spoke simul¬ 
taneous^', but Miss Lewis* voice was clear and 
frank, like her eyes, while Miss Caldwell’s was 
low and soft. 

“What would you give to know?” queried 
Frank, glancing quickly from one to the other. 

The gray eyes dropped for an instant. The 
blue met his in some confusion with a sweet, 
inquiring look. 

“Frank! Jenny! Miss Love! Everybody’s 
starting!” cried Cary Lewis, from the hall. 

Miss Caldwell’s given name had been lost, 
for years, in the pretty soubriquet by which 
Cary summoned her. 

“Yes, brother, we’re coming!” Jenny cried, 
and ran off. 

Her friend lingered a moment, looking for 
Bomething. 

“I have left my whip up stairs,” said the, 
and gathering up her skirt, swept back through 
three rooms opening into each other to the foot 
of a narrow stairs leading to the upper regions. 

Frank followed, and detained her at the 
staircase. 

“What do you care, Miss Love, whether or 
not I break my neck at Carter’s Hedge?” 

“I do core. Please, don’t,” pleaded the 
sweetest of sweet voices. 

“It is a very ticklish leap,” said Frank, 
gravely considering. “A high stone and rail 
fence, grown up with bushes and vines, and a 
deep ditch, with crumbling edges on the other 
side.” 

“Oh, Frank—Mr. Peyton, pray, don’t try it.” 

In her earnestness, she laid her slender, 
gloved hand on his arm. 

“On one condition, Love, I will not.” 

“What condition?” 

“ That you give me, here and now, a kiss.” 

She pouted and turned away her head. 

“ On my honor as a gentleman, if you refuse, 
I will take the leap.” 

“You are cruel. Take your black-mail, 
then.” She spoke in a hurried, vexed tone: 
but the smile in her eyes belied it. She pre¬ 
sented her cheek. Frank drew the downcast 


face toward him and kissed her lips. “Dear 
Love,” he murmured. 

A step was heard in the hall, and Miss Cald¬ 
well flew up the stairs just as Jenny entered. 

“Why don’t you come? Where is Love?” 
she cried. 

“Miss Love has gone up to get her whip, 
she will be here directly,” said Frank, with 
the utmost tranquillity. 

“She will come down thefront stairs, let us 
meet her,” replied Miss Lewis, leading the 
way. 

“Jenny! Wait one moment,” said Frank. 

Jenny stopped and looked around. 

“Jenny,” said Frank, “you don’t care 
whether I break my neck or not.” 

“Why, yes, I do, Frank,” answered the 
young lady, opening her eyes. 

“.Do you wish me not to take the leap at the 
hedge?” 

“It is a bad place, though you and Toma¬ 
hawk could do it, I am sure; but I am afraid. 
I hope they may not go that way.” 

“ They will, I feel certain.” 

“Will you do it, Frank?” 

There was certainly no “sentiment” in her 
tone, but, surely, those truthful eyes betrayed 
some interest and anxiety. 

“Jenny, for a kiss from you, I will do just 
what you please.” 

Frank was surprised to find with how much 
more diffidence and doubt he made this second 
demand. 

All seriousness vanished in an instant from 
this unsentimental damsel’s eyes. She burst 
into a ringing laugh. 

“ You may do just what you please, sir, with¬ 
out one,” she cried, and hurried, still laughing, 
to join her friends in the hall. 

Jenny, who rode beautifully, had resigned 
her own horse to Miss Caldwell, and was going 
in a light caleche, with a timid city girl, who 
would not hear of riding. 

The blue-eyed Tx>ve suffered Frank to lead 
her out, to assist her in mounting, and to gal¬ 
lop with her to join the cavalcade ahead of 
them; but without once speaking to him, or 
even raising her eyes to his face; and when 
they overtook the party, she began a lively 
conversation with Randolph Page, who had 
been Frank’s rival in love, learning, and field- 
sports, both their lives long, as Miss Caldwell 
had easity discovered. For this lady was, in 
fact, an accomplished and unscrupulous co¬ 
quette; she had made Frank happy and con¬ 
fident by her favor; and now she proposed to 
reduce him to despair. 
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Frank’s valentine. 


She complimented Mr. Page’s horse and bis 
horsemanship; expressed her conviction that 
he would clear the famous hedge like a bird; 
and declared she would be there to see it. Her 
slights to Frank were so pointed, that, by the 
time they reached the cover, he was in a fury. 
Finding an opportunity, he quietly asked to 
be released from his promise. She only smiled 
and shook her head. 

“I am a fool!” muttered the young man; 
“ and, what is worse, I shall be called a cow¬ 
ard.” 

The fox was started, aud made straight for 
the course leading to Carter’s Hedge. Frank, 
in the worst temper to which he had ever been 
roused, was following the hounds, when he 
passed the group of spectators, who had already 
started to reach, by a short cut, the probable 
terminus of the hunt; and there, among them, 
Page lingered with Miss Caldwell. Peyton 
could not resist the impulse to make one more 
appeal. Nor did he care that his rival saw 
how earnest he was. 

“ Miss Caldwell, I mtist seriously beg you to 
release me from my rash and absurd promise 
not to leap the hedge.” 

Both the men looked at her, and she glanced 
at each. To trace her thoughts would be like 
tracing an insect's zigzag flight. 

“I willingly release you,” she said, with a 
light laugh. “Go. You are left behind.” 

Ask the cleverest coquette you know why 
she released him. 

The horses swept on, round the base of the 
hills, and along their further sides, across the 
shallow creek, through the pine thickets, and 
over the old fields of yellow-brown sedge. And 
Frank began again his morning’s question: 
“Was it Miss Caldwell, or Jenny Lewis!” 

On they went, over fences and ditches, like 
a flash along the beaten plantation-roadB, 
heavily through ploughed ground, and over 
the springing wheat. In two hours the fox 
had led them back within a mile of their start¬ 
ing point; and now they pressed up a steep 
hill, over its crest, then down again to where, 
beyond a strip of meadow, the formidable 
hedge awaited them. On ite further side, safe 
out-of-the-way, a group of lady equestrians 
surrounded two carriages. Stout old Mr. Lewis, 
and a boy or two, not arrived at hunting age, 
formed their escort. 

Six horsemen climbed the hill and rushed 
down it; three shrank from the leap and rode 
along to find a gap; three rose lightly on the 
air—oh, heaven! that crumbling, sandy bank! 
Alas, poor Frank! it was not his fault or Toma¬ 


hawk’s, but they rolled back, man and horse, 
into the ditch, while Conway, Carr, and Ran¬ 
dolph Page plunged on to see the fox killed in 
the next field. 

Frank came to his senses, with a sharp pain 
in his shoolder, as the carriage-drivers drag¬ 
ged him up to firm ground. The first sound 
that greeted his ears was Miss Caldwell’s voice, 
sweet, calm, and quite unconcerned, 

“ He had better not have tried the leap, after 
all,” it said. 

Then he opened his eyes. Jenny Lewis, pale 
and trembling, was bending over him, her hand 
on his heart to feel if it beat. The others were 
crowding up, on foot and on horseback. 

“Stand back, all of you, you Bhut out the 
air," cried Jenny. “Frank, are you hurt?” 

He raised himself, painfully and dizzily, on 
one arm; and-these were the first words he 
uttered, > 

“ Is Tomahawk safe?” 

A groom was already leading the neighing 
and excited horse up and down, and feeling 
his limbs. 

“Oh! he’s all right, Frank!” cried a dozen, 
in chorus. 

Frank dropped back with a groan. 

“ It’s only a sprained shoulder, or something 
that feels like it," he said. 

They crowded timid Miss Miles into the 
other carriage, made the caleche as easy as 
possible, with a shawl or two and some straw 
from a neighboring stack, and sent Frank to 
the house, with Jenny for a nurse, some of the 
party leading the way, others following, and 
the procession lengthening every moment, as 
they were joined by the returned fox-hunters. 

“And I have actually thought she lacked 
feeling!” said Frank, to himself, as ihe kind, 

8oft gray eyes watched him, and the crimson 
lip trembled whenever a jolt gave him a twinge 
of pain, while utterly forgetfhl of herBelf, she 
tried to make him.more comfortable. 

They carried him into “the chamber,” the 
room of the mistress of the house, which is 
generally, in Virginia mansions, a large, cheer¬ 
ful apartment on the first floor, and is used as 
a family sitting-room. 

A physician, who was fortunately of the 
party, motherly Mrs. LewiB, and a trio- of 
sage, old “mammas” and “aunties" received 
the patient and examined his hurts, which i 
amounted only, as he had supposed, to a 
sprained shoulder and some bruises. 

Everybody came back to Cloverfields to din¬ 
ner, and at night there was dancing. Frank 
was sufficiently recovered to sit up before the 
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fire in Mr. Lewis* arm-chair and dressing- 
gown, each of which would have held three of 
him. There he reflected that his day had been 
a general failure; that he had not chosen a 
Valentine, or even found out who had written 
him one. But Frank, being a person of pluck 
and resources, resolved to make an effort to re¬ 
trieve his position. So he began to manoeuvre. 
First, he didn’t want anybody to stay with 
him; he kneto Mrs. Lewis wanted to go and 
look after her supper-table, she need not think 
any more about him, her good nursing had 
cared him already. 

“Mammy Lucy and aunt Mourning, my dear 
old souls,” he next said, “you’ll make mo 
think I’m dying, if you sit there and look at 
me so. I’ll come to see you to-morrow with a 
new shawl a piece for you.” The doctor was 
dancing already; so Frank waited and watched 
alone. Presently a little foot he knew tripped 
past the open door. 

“Katie!” he called. 

The child came in. 

“ Katydid, what are they doing in the par¬ 
lor?” 

“Miss Sue is playing, and the rest are 
dancing. Miss Love is dancing with Mr. 
Page; and, Frank, she looks at him just as 
sweet—as 9weet as she looked at you,” said 
the child, with a roguish laugh, in which 
Frank joined till his shoulder twinged again. 

“ And what is Jenny doing?” 

“Talking to the doctor.” 

“Now, Katydid, I want you to call Jenny 


out into the hall, and whisper to her that I 
beg her to come here this minute; then do you 
run back and tell the doctor he may dance the 
next set with you.” 

Away ran Katie, and directly her sister ap¬ 
peared. 

“Why, Frank, have they left you all alone? 
What is the matter?” said Jenny. 

“ Do come in, Jenny, and speak to me.” 

She took mechanically the hand he ex¬ 
tended, but evidently did not mean to be de¬ 
tained by it. 

“I will call mother or Cary for you,” she 
began. 

“ No, don’t run away and leave me, please. 
I have something to say to you. Jenny, I have 
loved you all my life, but I never knew how 
dearly till I saw your sweet eyes filled with 
tears to-day. Don’t you care for me a little? 
Speak, darling! Don’t leave me to a sleepless 
night of suspense as well as pain.” 

“ Yes, Frank, I do care for you —not a little,” 
she answered, softly, with a look too shy, and 
sweet, and modest, for any coquette on earth 
to copy. 

Frank kissed the hand he held, and pressed 
it against his cheek. 

“ My pearl of Valentines!” he whispered. 

Jenny’s irrepressible laugh broke through 
her tears. 

“It was not I who sent it, but Love Cald¬ 
well!” cried she, as she made her escape. 

Frank and Jenny were married, that spring, 

: and still flourish at Peyton Grove. 


A SUNSET. 

BT KBEN E. REXfOBD. 


Low down the West the sunset shone, 

Like bauners of a king, 

Unfurled about some stately throne, 

In sadden triumphing. 

Our eyes were dim with dropping tears, 

And as we looked away, 

A down the future's shadowy yean, 

I think we tried to pray. 

“Oh, friends!" she whispered, “Do you weep? 

To me death seems but rest; 

A peace surpassing that of sleep— 

And surely peace |s best. 

“ And after that, no tears to dim 
My weary eyes again; 

Life is a grand and noble hymn. 

And death its sweet refrain." 

Above the glory of the West 
Shone out the vesper star, 

And angels, bringing gifts of rest, 

Game o'er the horizon's bar; 


Came through the shadows gathered there, 
And called our loved one's name; 

Her sweet, white face grew strangely lair, 
Touched by the sunset's flame. 

And then she stretched her fluttering hands 
Away toward the West; 

I think she looked on other lands— 

The lands of endless rest. 

And then- We never seemed before 

So near the great white throne, 

As when, through Heaven's wide-open door, 
That strange, new brightness shone. 

The sunset faded swiftly out. 

Above the mountain's steep, 

And in the gloom that came about, 

We heard each other weep. 

And brought white lilies from the lawn, 

And laid them on her breast; 

In her fair soul we knew had bloomed 
The sweet, white flower of rest. 


Digitized by 


Google 





PRINCE CHARMING COMES TO TOWN. 


BY DAISY VENTNOB. 

CONCLUDED FROM PAQE 45 . 


“I don’t call her eyes anything in par¬ 
ticular,” said Louie Kossitur, drawing out her 
crochet-needle with a jerk. “Gray? No; 
blue ” 

“Blue!” snapped Lena; “you might as well 
say they’re red.” 

“Blue and red—that makes purple, doesn’t 
it? Well, girls, you’ll agree that Alma has 
purple eyes?” said Kate, with such malicious 
gravity, that no one else’s gravity was worth 
mentioning. 

The expected party had arrived at Loch 
Arden the night before, and having had the 
entire house placed at their disposal by Clare, 
they felt very much at home in it. He had 
selected his male guests quite judiciously, and 
the addition of- the three Bostonians, Owen, 
Carnes, and Manly, was particularly pleasing 
to those of the girls who had been sighing for 
other men to conquer. They were sitting on 
the front piazza, after a late breakfast, and 
Mr. Carnes’ casual inquiry about the nearest 
neighbor, had brought forth a very feminine 
and not over pleasing description of Alma 
Maxwell. 

“I say, King,” said Ned Owen, when they 
had finished laughing at Kate’s sally, “come 
out of that window and give us your opinion.” 

“Concerning what?” said Clare. He had 
been reading a letter, and had lost the thread 
of the conversation. 

“Miss Maxwell’s eyes,” said Lena, with an 
odd smile. “ Do you call them beautiful?” 

But Clare was not disposed to fall into the 
trap; perhaps yesterday’s discovery had quick¬ 
ened his perceptions. 

“I have-seen her but twice; don’t expect my 
weighty opinion. You must hear Miss Max¬ 
well sing, Owen; I don’t believe your ears 
could be any less than enchanted.” 

“Clare!” called liis father, from the other 
end of the piazza. Lena and Louie looked at 
each other with smiles on their lips, and in¬ 
tense vexation in their hearts. 

“Is the Miss Amesford, whom you mentioned, 
the famous belle of that name?” asked Edwin 
Carnes. 

“Teresa Amesford? Certainly. A very fine 
120 


woman,” said Lena, in a tone that would have 
deterred you from any further desire to make 
her acquaintance. 

“Y’ou will have a speedy opportunity of in¬ 
specting the purple eyes,” said Kate, gleefully; 
“there is the Amesford carriage coming up the 
avenue. Who has Teresa got with her beside 
Alma? Morey me! It’s Fortbrasse!” With 
which boyish exclamation Kate flung away her 
embroidery, and joined Clare as he went to 
the carriage-door. 

Teresa gave Clare her usual frank and grace¬ 
ful greeting, and then passed on to return 
Kate’s warm embrace. But Alma’s lovely, 
shy eyes only met Clare’s gaze for » brief 
second, and her hand trembled as he took it 
in his saying, softly, 

“Not quite over your fright yet? I meant 
to ride to Earnscliffe this morning and inquire 
for you.” 

“Alma, love, you forget—this is Mr. Clare 
King, I suppose,” said the remaining occupant 
of the carriage, in loud, metallic tones, as she 
sprang out unassisted. 

Before Clare could do more than bow, with 
rather surprised courtesy, Teresa rescued him. 

“Miss Fortbrasse, I owe you an apology. 
Mr. King, let me make you acquainted with 
Miss Sylvia Fortbrasse, of New York.” 

“No happy!” said the lady, every fourth 
word in gushing italics. “There is no one 
whose acquaintance I have so longed to make 
as Mr. King’s. Really,” with another laugh, 
and great affectation of girlishness, “I have 
heard so many charming, thrilling accounts of 
your prowess in the field and the drawing¬ 
room, that I have made a hero of you.” 

Clare was conscious of an overpowering de¬ 
sire to laugh as he caught Teresa’s eye; but 
he bit his mustache hard, and while the gush¬ 
ing lady was greeting her “old friend,” Mrs. 
Dearborne, he took a mental photograph of her 
on the spot. 

Miss Fortbrasse was a woman of perhaps 
thirty-five, and wonderfully well preserved. 
At first gaze, Clare thought her rather hand¬ 
some; large and fair, with a fine figure, and 
plenty of silky, yellow hair, which seemed in 
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imminent danger of coming down about her 
shoulders, and (cnire rwue) was worn thus, in 
studied negligence, to induce people to sup¬ 
pose that it was all her own—so I give her the 
benefit of the doubt. Miss Fortbrasse’s eyes 
were pale, watery-blue; her nose straight, and 
rather large; and she had a curious trick, 
when listening, and occasionally when talking 
rapidly, of stroking the said, nasal organ with 
her thumb and forefinger; and she possessed 
▼ery beautiful teeth, but the eyes had a fashion 
of wandering all about, and merer looked di- 
rcc ly into yours; and the lips were thin, almost 
blood less, and depressed a little at the comers. 
Swift and keen as Clare’s glance was, he quietly 
said to himself, as he rolled up a chair for 
Alma, “Deceitful, clever, and hypocritical— 
what a combination." . And as he listened to 
the stream of laughter And ecstasy: with which 
Miss Forthrasse entertained those of the party 
to whom she was first presented, he found him¬ 
self devoutly hoping that the lady would never 
hear of his adventure with the rattlesnake, by 
way of illustrating his “prowess!" 

“Original, is she not?" whispered Teresa, 
mischievously, as Clare dropped into a low 
chair between Alma and herself. “Listen, do! 
I wouldn’t interrupt you for the werld.” ' 

“So charming!" Miss Fortbrasse was still 
declaiming to Mrs. Dearbprne. “I find our 
dear Alma enshrined in a veritable bower at 
Earnscliffe. I think Miss Amesford should call 
it Eden. And you can’t imagine what a de¬ 
lightful sense of freedom I experience. My 
whole nature expands like a child’s, and I 
laugh, and sing, and enjoy life again. With 
my charge, dear madam, my sacred, solemn 
charge, my spirits become sadly depressed at 
times. Alas!" 

s 

“Yes," said mamma Dearborns, somewhat 
vaguely. 

“ Miss Fortbrasse was alluding to her school, 
Mrs. Dear borne," Said Teresa. 

“Oh! Really, I should think your health 
would suffer with a hoifso full of noitfy chijdren- 
plagues. Ugh!" and the would-be grtmde dame 
gave a genteel shiver 

“Plagues! Never!" cried Miss Fortbrasse, 
pathetically. “My darling children are the 
best imaginable. They run to me with all 
their little jmnts and wishes, and I always 
i endeavor to bear in mind what a sacred duty 
I have to perform toward them. Think of 
their after lives, dear madam, and the pre¬ 
cious influence I can, through Providence, ob¬ 
tain over their minds and hearts. Look at my 
lovely Alma-" 


“Don’t hold me up as an example," cried 
Alma, incited to rebellion by a smothered burst 
of laughter from Clare during this singular 
harangue, “I feel a desperately wicked fit just 
coming on.” 

But the attempted diversion, was useless, for 
Miss Fortbrasse saw Clare’B handsome eyes 
fixed upon her with a look which she inter¬ 
preted as admiration, and she rounded her 
period with effect. 

“Ah, darling! we all know what your wick¬ 
edness is," said she, rolling her eyes upward, 
as if she expected inspiration from tho hob¬ 
goblins that supported the cornice of the piazza, 
“you are a lovely model of that society which 
you are so fitted to adorn." 

“Say something to me this instant, or I shall 
disgrace myself," ordered Teresa, in a choking 
| voice, as she dropped her fan fiat at Clare’s 
feet. He picked it up, and took that occasion 
to let off a litUe of his own concealed merri¬ 
ment. 

“Do you have that style of thing all the 
•time, or is this a dross rehearsal?" said he, in 
a subdued voice, (thank heaven, Clare was 
never guilty of the rudeness of a whisper, but 
he understood perfectly the scienco of modu¬ 
lated tones.) “I have seldom heard anything 
so rich in my life. Is she most fool or knave?" 

“Knave! Look at her mouth, and then* 
answer your own question. I hope, some time, 
that you may hear her fairly launched in one 
of her stories—-about her family, for instance. 
The only difficulty is that her memory is too 
short; she contradicts herself, and leaves her 
wonderful fictions with fagged ends, in an un- 
artistic style, that irritates my tomper invari¬ 
ably. I only asked her here for Alma’s sake— 
the child is too sweet-tempered-’* 

“Hush!" came a reproving voice from Clare’s 
other side. Alma was growing pink under tho 
attacks from^different quarters. 

“I forgot you were there,” said Teresa; 
smiling. “I meant to say that I believe she 
was kind to you, because she dared not be 
otherwise—so I tolerate her. But I feel a 
growing presentiment that some day my hot 
temper will get the better of my discretion, and 
if Miss Fortbrasse deviates from the straight 
line in our transactions, she will have the plea¬ 
sure of hearing my opinion." 

Kate Dearborns had by this time introduced 
Mr. Carnes and Mr. Owen to the fascinating 
Fortbrasse, and she was fully occupied with 
endeavoring to entertain the pair. The other 
men scattered themselves around, and Russell 
Wayne brought a cushion, on which he seated 
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hiin9elf at Alma’s feet, much to Clare's discom¬ 
fiture. Ilis constant watch of Alma’s face made 
him a little absent, and seeing this, Teresa 
wheeled her chair a trifle distant, and said, 
playfully, 

“You are answering mo with your thoughts 
elsewhere; a poor compliment, sir prince! 
Don’t deny it,” as Clare entered laughing 'pro¬ 
test. “I confess, on. my own behalf, that I 
have been talking empty stuff for some mo¬ 
ments. I want—will you ” she hesitated, 

und grew a little pale. “1 haven’t thanked 
you yet for your manly defence of Vere Audley. 
Perhaps I was too cowardly; perhaps there 
were other reasons why my tongue was tied; 
but 1 thank you warmly for every word you 
said. I kuew him well—once.” 

Clare thought he had seldom heard a more 
pathetic sound than the tone of Teresa’s voice, 
as it faltered on the last word. 

“Reverse matters, and I only did what Yere 
would do for me.” 

“You do him justice; with all his faults, dis¬ 
loyalty to his friends can never be laid at Col. 
Audloy's door. I am not much used to either 
trusting men, or asking favors of them; but I 
Am about to do both to you. Will you give mo 
his address, and never let him know that I 
asked for it ?” Her voice shook, and her proud 
eyes looked away from him as she spoke. 

“You may trust me,” he said, warmly. His 
generous heart could not look coldly upon any 
woman’s suffering, much less upon the pain of 
any one whose friendship he valued as he did 
Teresa’s. “Audley’s address is at the Union 
Oiub; he is in New York now.” She put out 
her hand with an impulsive gesture, and he 
clasped it as be would have done a man’s, cor¬ 
dially and frankly. 

“Are you signing a compact?” called Clara 
Dcarborne, seeing the action from her corner. 

“Yes, and an important one,y said Clare. 
“Miss Amesford is coming to dine with us, and 
will bring her own guests to entertain mine.” 

“That’s an eminently proper arrangement,” 
quoth Wayne, from his lasy seat. “Is anybody 
sufficiently energetic to play croquet?” 

“Yes,” said Kate, answering for the com¬ 
pany. “Alma, will you play?” 

“Miss Aluia is going to look at the hermit¬ 
age,” hastily said Clare. 

“Don’t be away long,” said Teresa, as Alma 
wont down the steps with Clare. “If we are 
coming back to dine, we won’t give you a chance 
to got tired of us this morning.” 

The hermitage that Clare referred to was 
scarcely that; it was of cave, partly natural 


and partly artificial, within an overhanging 
rock, which lay within the grounds of Loch 
Arden, on the shore of the lake. Curious 
plants and mosses, that thrived in the semi¬ 
darkness of the cavern, grew up tho walls, and 
were trained along overhead. It was suffi¬ 
ciently large to allow of the introduction of 
fantastioally-colored ohairs and lounges, and 
a Bmoothly-polisbcd block of marble served as 
a tablo, where were piled books, music, meer¬ 
schaums, and tobacco-pouches, in delicious 
confusion. There was a tinge of gloominess 
about it, notwithstanding the bright colors of 
the furniture and cushions, and Alma half 
drew back at the entrance. 

“ Come inside,” said Clare, noting the ges¬ 
ture, “and see whether my bachelor’s den is 
not a pleasant place to wile away a half hour.” 

“I should think it was a den,” said she, 
looking at the nondescript contents of the table. 
“Oh, Mr. King! is that a guitar?” 

“To be sure,” said he, laying it in her lap. 

“What an exquisite instrument; those are 
real jewels. Do you dare to leave it here?” 

“Why not?” said he, laughing. “I never 
heard of poachers on these grounds; besides, 
I have a locker here, where I occasionally 
store my valuables,” and shoving aside a 
lounge, he showed her that it covered an iron 
s&fe, quite small, and securely sunk in the rock. 

“Sing for me,” said she, offering him the 
guitar. 

“Not I. Where are the ballads you pro¬ 
mised me?” 

“You must take them without accompani¬ 
ment,” said she; “I am not at home on the 
guitar.” And then, with the grave artlessness 
that was her special fascination, she clasped 
liqf beautiful little hands in her lap, and sang 
him that half-mocking, half-pathetic song, 
“Logie o’ Buchan.” She made a rare pic¬ 
ture, her sunny hair and white arms, with the 
dark rock for background; and if he had 
thought her voice lovely when assisted by tlio 
piano, and the matchless acoustic arrange¬ 
ments of Teresa’s music-room, he called it a 
thousand times lovelier now, with its flute-like 
tone, and low trills. But the spell of her song 
was rndely broken, for as she began a third 
verse, a shadow darkened the entrance of the 
cave, and she stopped with a frightened ex¬ 
clamation. 

“ What was it?” said Clare. 

His back had been toward the entrance, but 
as he stood up, he saw a strange figure lean- 
ing against the base of the rock outside. He 
walked up and touched the intruder’s shoulder. 
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“I allow no trespassers on these grounds, 
sir,” he said, haughtily. 

The stranger turned quickly, and as the 
light fell on his. face, Clare gave a start of 
recognition. That low-browed, handsome face, 
the fair mustache, and gleaming teeth, be¬ 
longed to the mysterious stranger, whose con¬ 
versation he had partly overheard at the Fifth 
Avenue Hotel! 

“ I beg your pardon for my unconscious in¬ 
trusion,” said the new-comer, raising his hat 
with much gracefulness. “I was calling at 
Earnscliffe, and being informed that the ladies 
would return soon, I strolled down the shore, 
and was unaware that 1 had passed the limit 
of the Araesford grounds. Ah! good-morning, 
Miss Maxwell,” as Alma stepped forward. “I 
thought it could only be your voice that drew 
my charmed foet into this dilemma. May I 
beg you to present me to this gentleman?” 

“Mr. King,” said Alma, “ft^jor Copeland 
is a friend of Miss Fortbrasse, and is staying 
at Bowdin.” 

Clare’s brow cleared. It had roused an un¬ 
comfortably jealous demon in his heart to hear 
the insolent self- possession with which this 
man claimed acquaintance with Alma. 

“The apology must be mine,” said he, with 
elaborate courtesy, ignoring the half-extended 
hand. “Pray, walk up to Loch Arde'n with 
us,” and he offered his arm to Alma. 

The movement was almost a protecting one, 
for freshly and distinctly, back into his memory, 
came the words* “/ have no time to lose j* how 
soon will you promise to throw her into my wayf ” 
And as^Alma laid her little hand within his 
arm, he resolved to stand between this man’s 
purpose and the fulfillment of it, as far as she 
was concerned. 

“What a fine country this is of yours,” said 
Copeland, switching off the head of a daisy 
with his cane. “Your lake reminds me of 
Windermere, at home.” 

“I have never thought of comparing them,” 
said Clare. “Are you an Englishman, Major 
Copeland?” 

“I have that honor,” was the negligent an¬ 
swer. “Miss Maxwell, do you remember one 
day at the Martigny Pass?” 

“When you and Miss Fortbrasse joined us? 
Perfectly,” said Alma. 

“And the Fortescues-” 

She was saved further reply, for as they ap¬ 
proached the croquet-players, Miss Fortbrasse 
saw them, and flew toward them. 

“He is some sort of a cousin of hers,” said 
Alma, in a low tone to Clare. Perhaps his 


undisguised look of relief made her add, “I 
have the strangest and most unaccountable 
dislike for that, man, and yet lie is a pleasant 
companion, and has very chnrming manners.” 

“Never distrust your instincts,” said Clare. 
“I don’t like his face.” 

“I have prejudiced you,” she said, looking 
sorry, “and I really know very little about 
him. We met him several times abroad; Miss 
Fortbrasse is always talking about him, and 
represents him as all that is delightful.” 

Clare shook his head dubiously; but as the 
last named lady fastened herself upon him at 
that moment, further conversation with Alma 
became impossible. 

Clare, if he had but known it, was placed 
in a difficult position for the next fortnight, 
for he became the unconscious object of much 
covert strife, and was the cause of many femi¬ 
nine heart-burnings.^ No less than four women 
had chosen, from one motive or another, to 
fancy themselves desperately in love with him. 
Beginning with Clara and Lena Dearborne, 
each sister determined not to let. the other win 
the prize; then Louie Rossitur, who loved him 
with all her heart and soul, and would have 
done almost any mad or desperate thing, pro¬ 
vided she could win Clare’s love in return; 
and, lastly, the redoubtable Fortbrasse herself 
had gone utterly mad over the splendid form 
and beautiful face of a man ten years her 
junior. It sounds ludicrously, perhaps; but, 
let me tell you, out of my sage experience, 
that if you ever want to find a blind, headlong, 
and totally unreasoning passion, you may look 
for it in a woman of over thirty, who lavishes 
it upon a man younger than herself. 

Clare bore himself circumspectly. He knew 
the world and women too well to be marked 
in his attentions to any of them; and then, 
too, he had a safeguard against flirting, in his 
ardent, tender affection for Alma. And Alma, 
my “queen of the rosebud-garden of girls,” 
was too happy, during those June days, to de¬ 
fine the cause, even to herself. If her heart 
beat lighter in Clare’s presence, if she wore 
his flowers, sang bis favorite songs, and re¬ 
served for him her best, waltzes, she never 
paused to analyze the reason; she lifted her 
fair head in the sunshine, and thanked God 
for it. 

Two things gave Clare special annoyance - . 
One was Major Copeland^s persistent devotion 
to Alma, and his prolonged stay at Bowdin. 
Clare even went so far as to hint, a few of his 
suspicions to Teresa; the difficulty was that 
he had hardly enough to go upon to give more 
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serious warning. His other vexation was that 
the Fortbrasse would per^st in being gushing 
at the most inopportune moments. To do him 
justice, he was free from that lowest sort of 
vanity, which induces men to fancy that every 
woman who shows preference for their society 
is “in love” with them, and his entire obtuse¬ 
ness on this point gave the lady opportunity 
for very plain words and actions, until every 
man in the circle was aware that she was in¬ 
sane about him; or, as Wayne put it, in the 
smoking-room one night, in the turf language 
best appreciated by his audience, “The ruck 
outsider was making hard running, but the 
little thoroughbred crack would beat her on 
the home-stretch, fifty to one!” 

Clare had thrown himself into the proposal 
for theatricals with great spirit, notwithstand¬ 
ing his protest. After much talking, they 
finally decided upon what Clare called “a 
grand field night,” wifti such a combination 
that Teresa vowed the whole affair would 
prove a failure. They were to have “/« on 
parle Francaise ,” with a tableau of Jephtha’s 
Daughter following; and then the little farce 
of “A Morning Call,” and to end up—oh! the 
untiring energy of a company of fashionables 
caged in a country house; to finish with a 
dance en costume , and all the guests in dominos. 

“We shall have to extend it over to break¬ 
fast-time,” said Alma, when she heard the last 
proposition, advanced, of course, by Clare. 

“ Mr. King,” said Louie Rossitur, (they were 
all at Earnscliffe that morning,) “which do 
you think the best cast for 4 Angelina’—Alma, 
or myself? Candor requested.” 

“Yourself, Miss Louie; I thought that was 
agreed yesterday,” said he. 

Louie glowed with pleasure; for had it not 
been decreed that Clare should represent “Vic¬ 
tor”—and were not theatricals, when properly 
managed, known to accomplish much? Alma, 
studying a beautiful engraving of “Jephtha’s 
Daughter,” looked up to assure Louie that she 
considered 44 Angelina” far beyond her powers; 
but Miss Rossitur had disappeared, and Clare 
also, so she spoke to Teresa instead. 

“When do you study your part?” said she. 
“Mr. Wayne, if I were you, I would not de¬ 
pend upon her at ail.” 

44 1 am such a genius,” said that gentleman, 
lazily, 44 that I seriously think of dispensing 
with rehearsals; and I can’t be so ungallant as 
to think that Miss Teresa requires one!” 

“Too equivocal to merit any thanks,” said 
Teresa. 44 You forget, Alma, I have played 4 A 
Morning Call’ before. What are you making?” 


44 Kate is helping me with Mr. King’s armor 
for the tableau,” said Alma, holding up her 
pretty hands. “Major Copeland, do hold that 
shield straight. And I haven’t any more gum- 
arabic.” 

44 1 left a paper of it in Miss Fortbrasse’s 
room,” said Teresa. 44 Where is she?” 

44 Peeping somewhere,” said Clara Dear- 
borne, slyly. 

44 I’ll run up and find her,” said Alma. 44 If 
Mr. King comes for it, tell him I’ll be back 
again in a moment;” and off she ran. 

44 Miss Fortbrasse,” said she, tapping softly 
at the door. No answer; so, after an instant’s 
pause, she went in. Miss Fortbrasse was 
standing at the window, but Bhe started bock 
as Alma entered. 

44 1 came up after the gum-arabic,” said 
Alma. 44 Are you writing? We expected you 
down stairs.” 

“Only some*letters, darling,” said the lady, 
slipping a paper into her pocket. “I was just 
watching a beautiful tableau. Come here, 
love—can you see them?” Alma stepped care¬ 
lessly over to the window, gave one look, then 
stood transfixed! .The room overlooked the 
rose-hedges, and beyond them, on a sheltered 
knoll of velvet-grass, sat Louie Rossitur. At 
her feet, saying something with passionate 
earnestness, holding both her hands in his, 
knelt Clare King! 

“Charming denouement ,” sneered Miss Fort- 
brasse, her pale eyes lit with malice, that 
bod4d ill to Alma as well as the performers 
in the little scene, “actually, the man is kiss¬ 
ing her hand!” with a faint scream at the 
enormity of the climax. 

Alma turned cold; but the eyes that met 
hers were too cruelly triumphant for even her 
innocent heart to mistake. She dropped the 
curtain calmly. 

44 How could you have the meanness to watch 
them?” she said, indignantly. 

44 You shall pay for that, my fair aristocrat,” 
thought the spy to herself. “How can you be 
80 unjust, Alma,” she said, aloud, sorrowfully. 

“I beg your pardon.” The warm, generous 
nature repented the censure, though the im¬ 
pression of disgust remained on Alma’s mind. 
“Of course, you will take no notice of what 
we have seen by accident; Mr. King knows 
his own affairs best;” and off she ran, stop¬ 
ping only for one hard, tearless sob, before 
she joined the others. 

She had a brave soul, young, guileless girl 
as she was, and wounded as she was, she de¬ 
termined to make no sign to betray it. While 
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the wretched hypocrite who might have calmed 
her pain with a word, (she had often seen “/« 
on pane” and knew perfectly well that Clare 
and Louie were merely rehearsing a scene be¬ 
tween Victor and Angelina,) sat shaking with 
baffled rage and spite, unable to tell whether 
Alma did care, or not, and hating the gentle 
girl with the hatred of a jealous fiend. 

When Clare and Louie came back to the 
house, Miss Fortbrasse and Major Copeland 
were starting off for a walk; the otherB were 
eating lunch under the trees. Clare made his 
way to Alma’s chair. 

“Have you decided in my favor?” said he. 
“You have just the face for that tableau.” 

“Havel?”, 

There was a strange accent of pain in her 
voice which he noticed instantly; her face was | 
turned away from him, as she bent her head j 
over her glass of sauterne. 

“Is anything the matter?” he asked, sud¬ 
denly? Who has been annoying you? Won’t 
you walk down to the hermitage with me, and 
let me drive the shadow off?” 

She raised her lovely bead, with a look of 
scornful pride that he had never seen in her 
before. What, was he vain enough to come 
fresh from the conquest of one woman, and 
strive to gain the love of another? Angered 
by ihe thought, she said, coldly, 

“Nothing has annoyed me. I don’t think 
I’ll walk now, I’m too tired.” 

“Too tired? Won’t you come this afternoon 
instead? I haven’t had a chance to speak to 
you for twenty-four hours.” 

His tone was very pleading and tender, but 
she hardened her heart as she glanced up and 
saw Louie’s happy face. 

“You must excuse me for to-day. Miss Fort¬ 
brasse,” raising her voice, “I left my white 
burnous in Mr. King’s hermitage yesterday; 
will you bring it to me as you come back from 
the shore?” 

Clare looked at her in great surprise. He 
had the swift, fiery temper that often accom¬ 
panies a brave, sweet disposition, and momen¬ 
tary pique made him interpose. 

“Pray, don’t trouble yourself, Miss Fort¬ 
brasse; I can send a servant up with it this 
afternoon.” 

“He would not have spoken to me in that 
way yesterday,” thought poor little Alma, as 
she looked up with dewy eyes, which, if Clare 
hAd seen, would have put to flight all his 
pique. But he had walked off and joined Kate, 
and Alma did not exchange another word with 
him that morning. 


“Confound it!” soliloquized Clare, a few 
hours later, as he strolled down to the hermit¬ 
age. “ Is Alma like all the rest of her sex, I 
wonder? No, I won’t be ungenerous. God 
bless her innocent heart! it never harbored a 
thought that was not pure and true. I’ll be 
bound that Fortbrasse woman has been plague- 
ing her! Well, I’ll try and set it all right to¬ 
night.” 

He found the pretty, white burnous just 
where Alma had dropped it, and he took it up 
with the sort of tenderness which had grown 
on him for everything she had ever touched. 
Alma’s dress always had a curious suggestion 
of herself; and this mass, with its down trim¬ 
ming, and tassels of pearl and turquoise, bore 
the imprint of her delicate task. Wealthy 
heiress as the orphan girl was, you never saw. 
any ostentatious allusion to the fact in her; 
and Clare was remembering this, when he saw 
a bit of paper caught in one of the tassels. 
Without thinking much of the action, he un¬ 
twisted it, and his own name caught his eye. 
It was a torn scrap, written in pencil. 

“ King is, I think, suspicious , so I shall continue 
to avoid you m public. To-morrow , at the lower 
gate , by ihe shore. Lovingly your own Alma.” 

He started as if a sefpent had stung him. 
With whom had Alma made an appointment, to 
whom dared she speak of him in such terms? 
Then, back over that brave, loyal heart, surged 
the memory of her purity and loveliness, and 
the demon of doubt fled. 

“God forgive me! What an unworthy sus¬ 
picion. Another of that man’s machinations, 
else how came it here ? Alma, my darling, I 
will not delay another instant in avowing my 
love for you, and then, if I win you, I defy 
them all.” 

So thinking, his heart full of tenderness for 
her, his blood boiling whenever he remembered 
Copeland and Miss Fortbrasse, (for he had long 
ago identified her with the veiled lady of the 
hotel,) he went rapidly down the gravel-path 
until he had nearly reached the scene of his 
encounter with the rattlesnake. He had so 
entirely put away any idea of Alma’s having 
aught to do with Copeland, that the pioture 
which met his gaze, as he turned a curve in the 
path, almost stunned him. There, by the gate, 
the declining sun shining on her white dress 
and graceful head, stood Alma, and opposite 
her, in the very act of taking a letter from her 
outstretched hand, was Major Copeland. 

One of Clare’s tempests of passion came over 
him as he recovered his senses from the first 
blow. He could not turn back, they had seen 
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him, and each started, guiltily, he thought. 
So he moved on and met them. 

“I was just about bringing over your bur¬ 
nous, Miss Maxwell,” he said, in a tone of 
polished irony that struck to Alma’s heart. 
“I am glad to see that you have recovered 
sufficiently from your fatigue of the morning 
to be on your way to the shore.” 

“Iam not going there,” she faltered; and 
he remembered later, how piteously she looked 
up in his eyes. 

“You ought to be rested after your long 
nap,” said the major. , 

“You are aware that I took none, sir,” she 
flashed out, haughtily. • 

She would not be a party to his glib falsehood, 
let Clare think what he pleased. Oh! why, why 
bad she taken charge of a note from Miss Fort- 
brasse to deliver to this odious man? 

For half a second Clare paused, then, lifting 
his hat, “ I hope I shall not find Miss AmeB- 
ford napping,” he said, and left them. 

Loch Arden was in a whirl of excitement 
over the theatricals for three days, aDd during 
that, Clare had no time for a tete-a-tete with 
Alma, had he desired one. The only people 
who noticed anything unusual in their bearing 
toward each other wfcre Miss Fortbrasse and 
Teresa; and the latter, with her usual keen per¬ 
ceptions, catching a stray glance of rancorous 
spite that the Fortbrasse bestowed on the un¬ 
conscious Alma, said to herself, “Cat! I shall 
have to reckon with you yet!” 

When the day of the theatricals came, Clare 
and Alma were as far from an explanation as 
ever. For the first time, Teresa noticed the 
coolness of his manner toward her pet, and 
made up her mind to find out the reason of it. 

Accident, in a singular way, favored her; it 
happened in this wise. After her own special 
rehearsal with Wayne, on the boards of the 
pretty little theatre which Clare had just com¬ 
pleted, Teresa felt one of her nervous head¬ 
aches coming on, and warned by past, ex¬ 
perience, left the merry party at Loch Arden, 
and went home alone, to try to drive it off be¬ 
fore evening. Henri, her French major-domo, 
brought Mam’selle a glass of Seltzer, and some 
Cologne; and then, throwing herself on a sofa 
in the library, she bade Henri deny her to 
visitors, and dropping the rose-colored cur¬ 
tains over the alcove where she sat, she fell 
into a light slumber. She slept on for over an 
hour, but woke at last, with a start, hearing 
voices on the balcony beside her. 

“ I tell you, you are a vacillating fool!” said 
the unmistakable metallic voice of Miss Fort¬ 


brasse. “Alma is very well disposed toward 
you, if you only made the best of your chances.” 

“I’m not such a ‘fool’ ns to suppose fche’s in 
love with me, however,” retorted another voice, 
sullenly, which Teresa recognized as Major 
CopelandV “ She cares more for King's little 
finger than for you and me put together, after 
all your boasted influence over her.” 

“ For all that, now’s your opportunity. 
King’s cold enough to her in all conscience, 
and there’s many a heart caught on the re¬ 
bound. I gave him a dose in that note which 
he found, running my chance of his knowing 
her handwriting.” 

“ How do you know he read it?” 

“ Know ?” she sneered. “ Can’t you see how 
the poison works? You must do it. Richard. 
You know there are reasons why you can’t stay 
in Bowdin too long. Get the heiress if you 
can, it’s the last chance I shall ever help you 
to. Go, for heaven’s sake! I hear a carriage.” 

Miss Fortbrasse’s meditations, as she watched 
the hasty retreat of her ally, were suddenly 
interrupted. Teresa walked out on the balcony. 

“Miss Fortbrasse,” said she, in that clear, 
quiet voice of hers, whose every syllable told, 
“you will be good enough to give me a copy of 
that note Mr. King found !” 

“ Miss Amfesford!” The Fortbrasse turned 
ashy white, and gasped for breath under the 
suddenness of the attack. “ I—I—really don’t 
understand.” 

“Don’t trouble yourself to lie on this occa¬ 
sion,” said Teresa, mercilessly, “ I have not 
time; and besides, I heard every word you said 
to Major Copeland. That note, if you please, 
and remember that I prefer to have a correct 
copy, as I may compare it with your first 
effort.” 

Miss Fortbrasse looked up at her hostess’ 
calm, proud face, then elected to fly into a 
rage. She chose wrongly, and Teresa cut her 
short. 

“Spare yourself the unnecessary fatigue,” 
said she, politely. “I offer you the alternative 
of giving me an exact copy of the note you 
boasted of, and trusting to my generosity to 
what use I put it, or, in case you persist in re¬ 
fusing to comply with my small request, I shall 
ring for a carriage to transfer you to the even¬ 
ing boat, and will myself explain to our friends 
that our acquaintance is ended.” 

Miss Fortbrasse glared, sniffed, and finally 
burst into a torrent of sobs. For tho first time 
in her life she was foiled with her own weapons, 
caught in her own toils; for she knew well that 
once ostracized by the aristocratic Miss Ames- 
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ford, her school and herself would go down in 
the social scale, never to ascend again. So she 
submitted to have pen and paper thrust into 
her hand, and between her qobs, wrote, not 
daring to omit a word, lest the fatal threat 
should descend on her head, and gave the slip 
to Teresa. The latter read it, and then turn¬ 
ing to her defeated foe, said, 

‘•You neglected to state where Mr. King 
‘found’ this?” 

“ I believe—l suppose it was in the hermit¬ 
age,” faltered the spy. 

“That is sufficient. After this evening I 
shall never refer, to this very unpleasant sub¬ 
ject,” and with a grave bow, Teresa left her. 

“The pitiful plotter!” thought she, as she 
sat down at her own desk, and pulled out a 
sheet of paper, on which she Wfrote, in a bold 
hand, 

“My return for h certain address. I don’t 
know how valuable this despicable bit of paper 
enclosed may be to you. I forced it from its 
author, Miss Portbrasse, very nearly ‘at point 
of the bayonet.’ As I once warned you, my 
reckoning came at last. T. a.” 

She sighed as she scaled both in an envelope, 
and rang the bell. , 

“Henri,” said she, “I wish you to take that 
note to Loch Arden, and deliver it to Mr. King 
yourself—remember!” 

“ Mam’selle. shall be obeyed,” said the 
Frenchman; apd ringing again for her maid, 
Teresa began to dress for her farce. 

Just as she had aboqt completed her toilet, 
Alma came in. 

“ How lovely you arc,” paid Teresa, involun¬ 
tarily. The strange, antique dress of Jeph- 
tlia’B Daughter on Alma was exquisitely beau¬ 
tiful; she looked the character to absolute 
perfection. 

“Teresa, Teresa!” called Mr. Amesford, 
from the hall, “it’s past sevcp, and Miss Fort- 
brasse and I are tired waiting for you girls.” 
So Teresa wrapped Alqia’s campled shoulders 
in a cashmere shawl, and kissed her tenderly 
as they went down stairs. 

The ride was not more than five minutes, 
and Clare himself opened the carriage-door 
for them. Alma shrank back in her corner, 
and was helped qu^ by ^|r. Amesford, but 
Clare had time for a hasty whisper in Teresa’s 
ear, “I can’t thank you enough—don’t judge 
my idiotic actions until I can explain them,” 
before they reached the entrance of the little 
theatre. 

Among the brilliant toilets in which all the 
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elite of Bowdin honored the occasion, there 
were a number of dominos worn by those 
who wished the pleasure of remaining incog 
for the evening. Certainly, one does not often 
see better amateUr acting than they saw that 
night. Clare as Victor, and Louie as Ange¬ 
lina, merited all the applause they received. 
Of all the audience, there was no one who 
watched the pair with such eager, feverish 
eyes as little Alma. At the conclusion of the 
play, Teresa spoke twice before Alma heard 
her. 

“Alma, pet, they will want you now; let us 
get out as quietly as we can. I beg your 
pardon, sib,” as she accidentally jostled a tall 
figure in her path, “here we are; don’t be 
frightened.” 

Alma was in such misery, poor child, that 
she submitted to be posed with the utmost in¬ 
difference; and it was not until the figure m 
ancient armor, who represented Jcphtha, came 
toward her, that she looked up with a violent 
start. 

“There, I think you are all right now; a 
trifle this way, Mr. King,” said Kate Dear- 
borne. “Alma^ thru your head to the left— 
you ought to look at him. Mercy me! what a 
doleful-looking individual 1” 

The crimson blood flew into Alma’s face, as 
she heard the tinkle of the bell, and with a 
violent effort she raised her downcast eyes. 

“Alma, my beloved, do .not be so afraid of 
me—trust me for one moment longer,” said a 
low, rich voice, as Clare’s glorious eyes looked 
down into the very depths of hers. 

The effect was electric. Well might the 
spectators applaud the rapt expression of 
Alma's almost unearthly, beautiful face; both 
face and figure quivering with a subdued thrill 
of joy, seeming the perfection of acting, be¬ 
cause it was nature itself. 

Bound after round of applause fairly shook 
the room ns the curtain fell; but. Alma heard 
only one dear voice, as Clare hurried her off 
the stage, whose whisper bade her “look up 
and bless him with her love.” 

Teresa, standing a little aside with Russell 
Wayne, saw their hasty exit, and for a mo¬ 
ment her fine, dark eyes were humid, and her 
lips quivered as she made careless answer to 
some jest. But the old memories had to be 
put down with a firm hand, and when the 
curtain rose again, and Teresa began her 
witty soliloquy, no one would have dreamed 
how bitterly her heart was aching. 

She played her part of the finished coquette 
admirably, as she did most things. But with 
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all her self-possession, she was considerably 
annoyed by the persistent gaze of a tall figure 
in a red domino, whom she at once remem¬ 
bered ns having jostled when Alma and she 
came behind the scenes. He kept his eyes so 
fixed upon her, that she felt as if she were 
being mesmerized, and once very nearly forgot 
her cue. The farce was a short one, but she 
was devoutly thankful when it was over, and 
she stood, with wearied nerves, in the draw¬ 
ing-room. She was recalled to herself by the 
sight of every one in domino. 

“ I have forgotten my domino,” said she, 
laughing. “Did you ever know anything so 
stupid? If you will wait for me, Mr. Wayne, 
I can run out on the piazza, and get back to 
the dressing-room that way.” 

But as she stepped outside, Alma and Clare 
stood in her path; and throwing her arms 
around her, Alma coverod her face with kisses. 

“Then it’s all right at last?” and Teresa 
clasped Clare’s hand in warm congratulation: 
but Alma passed on to the dancers. 

“I said I did not know how to thank you,” 
said Clare, drawing her arm in his, and walk¬ 
ing down the piazza with her; “but it’s my 
turn to ask a favor now. Have you not a few 
words of welcome to give an old friend?” 

Teresa looked up; before her, in the clear 
moonlight, stood a soldierly figure, his red 
domino thrown back; a man with a bronze 
beard, and an empty coat-sleeve pinned across 
his broad breast. 

“I am truly glad to welcome Col. Audley 
back to America,” she said, in a calm voice, 
though her heart beat almost to suffocation. 

But as the soldier took her shapely hand in 
his—his left-hand!—a sigh struggled through 
her iron self-possession, and one great, hot 
tear fell on that extended hand. 

“ Forgive all the past, my darling!” he said, 
and with his one arm he drew the proud belle 
close to his heart. 

Clare had disappeared. 

“Vere, it was all my fault; I treated you 
vilely.” 

“ My dearest, hush!” 

Then her mood changed; she was never the 
same long. 

“Mr. Wayne is waiting for me,” said she, 
pretending to go. 

“ Let him!” -and Audley laughed merrily, out 
of his great content. “You must hear how I 
ever gained courage to come—how I found you 
out. Who was it that stretched out her noble 
hand, and sent me, anonymously, the half of 
her fortune ?” 


“Vere!” She tried to stop his mouth with 
a kiss. 

“ Who, oh! wise woman, sent me to her own 
lawyers, and never gave me credit for long 
enough memory to remember that Drake & 
Travers drew up our marriage settlements 
once, when I was rich?” 

“Then Mr. Travers betrayed me,” said she, 
indignantly. 

“ My dear girl, it wasn’t his fault. I pushed 
him too hard. Do you think I have ever for¬ 
gotten the past? Do you know that I have 
loved you always, through our rashly broken 
engagement, through absence, and the cold¬ 
ness of these years? Your generosity to my 
fallen fortunes gave me a spark of hope, and 
so I havo come now, Teresa, to bring back 
your draft. I cannot receive it, darling, un¬ 
less the giver go with the gift!” 

For answer, she laid her head on his breast, 
and put her hand in his. 

A moment later, a man ran hastily along the 
piazza, and Teresa sprang away from Audley's 
side. 

“I beg pardon, colonel, ”said the intruder; 
“I was right, after all. We’ve bagged our 
game this time, and there stands our man, in 
a blue domino, in that window. If he sees 
tn«, he’ll be off, and though I dislike a fuss, 
there’s no help for it, as I can see, but to nab 
him on the spot.” 

“Then arrest him!” said Audley, briefly; 
and with a nod, the English detective slipped 
across the threshold. 

Major Copeland was talking eagerly with 
Miss Fortbrasse, and she was in the very act 
of warning him of her scene with Teresa, when 
a hand, w'hose firm grip sent a shiver through 
him, was laid on his. 

“In the Queen’s name,” said his captor, 
coolly, in a whisper, “come along quietly, 
Cleveland, aliat Major Copeland, and don’t 
kick up a shindy in the parlor. I’ve been on 
the hunt for you this two months, and began 
to think the extradition laws were a blamed 
humbug.” 

“ You mistake the person, you insolent cur,” 
said Copeland, trying to shake himself free. 

“Not a bit of it; it’s the Quebec Bank de¬ 
faulting business thti time,” significantly; “and 
it’s my opinion you’ll find Col. Audley a tough 
customer to get away from. He’s outside; 
p’rhaps you’d like to see him.” 

Miss Fortbrasse gave a prolonged shriek, as 
the handcuffs slipped over the prisoner’s wrists 
with a sharp click, and she effectually diverted 
the attention of the company by fainting away, 
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as Copeland was shoved across the piazza off 
the scene. When she opened her eyes again, 
she was up stairs in the, dressing-room with 
Teresa. 

“Say nothing,” whispered she, kindly, “we 
wish to spare you what we can. Nobody knows 
yet” 

“ Will Col. Audley prosecute?” said the Fort- 
brasse, faintly, all her gushing audacity gone. 

“Cleveland has confessed where most of the 
securities and stolen bonds are secreted. He 
will, of course, be prosecuted by the bank, and 
I don't know whether CoL Audley appears 
directly or not. Be quiet, and trust to our 
generosity.” 

Teresa kept her promise, and Alma’s bitterest 
enemy was spared so the story did not 
transpire to the guests at Loch Arden. That 
charmed circle had enough to gossip about in 
the two engagements, shortly after announced; 
and when, a few weeks later, Russell Wayne’s 
engagement to Kate Dearborne became known, 
Kate’s meama was in such ecstasy over the 


connection with the Waynes, that she quite 
forgot to bewail that Clare had slipped through 
their fingers. 

I regret to say that Lena Dearborne is not 
married yet; and as her temper has grown 
rather notorious of late, the men fight shy of 
her. 

And so we bid farewell to the Dearbornes, 
and the sacred precincts of Murray Hill, only 
saying that they all had a grand sensation at 
the time of the double wedding, when Teresa 
and Alma were married that autumn. But of 
the after life at Loch Arden. of my “ Prince 
Charming” and his sweet little bride, I can 
give you no better description than by altering 
a little, for the occasion, several lines of the 
great master of lyric poetry, dear Sir Walter, 
and assure you that, 

M I sing not to that simple maid. 

To whom it must in terms be said. 

That friends and parents all agree 
To bless * Prince CharmingV constancy ; 

And afterward, for many a day, 

That it was held enough to say. 

In blessing to a wedded pair, 

«They lore like Alma and like Omni' ” 


MOUNTAIN LAUREL. 

IT MJITTIS IIHrillD TOE11T. 


Tn fair, pink blossoms, set like clattered gems 
Amid their deep-green, leafy coronal, 

And deftly swinging on their trusty stems, 

O'er all the hillside gimteful shadows fell 
Prom many a feathery pine-tree, tall and high. 
With branches pointing to the far, blue sky. 

Below the slope there lies the lake asleep, 

Foil in the quiet of the golden sun; 

Bo soft the winds that o’er its bosom creep, 

Tliat not a ripple from Its breast is won. 

Loose hangs the sail, and slow the shallops glide 
Adowa the current of the sliver tide. 

Oh! rare June sunshine, falling goldenly! 

Oh! dainty, pinkish tofts of laurel bloom 1 
The sweetest eyes that ever looked on mo 
Are linked in memory with thy rich perfume. 
Dark eyes that kindled to a sudden glow, 

The sweetest dream that maiden heart can know. 

The laurels blossom on the hillside steep; 

The pine-tree* drop cool shades amid the grass; 
The lake lies still, with all its waves asleep, 

And still with loose, white mils the vessels pass. 
The breeze is sighing still the same sweet tune 
It sang for us that day in leafy June. 

I sit upon the grassy slope again, 

And look across the waters, calm And blue; 

Ob! can you know the thrill of nameless pain 
That fills my heart while thns I think of you? 

I turn to meet the olden glance and smile: 

The laurels whisper of you all the while. 


The fair, pink blossoms rest against my cheek. 

Their fragrant kisses not so sweet as thine 1 
A sense of lorn my tongue can never speak. 

Burdens and fills this heavy heart of mine. 

Where’er I look, on lake, or shrub, or tree, 

The air is full of memories of thee. 

Does nothing tell thee I am waiting here? 

Something should whisper it unto thy heart; 

Oh, dusky eyes! look Eastward through the clear 
Blue haze, and bid tbe distance hence! dejMUtl 
la thought, at least, traverse the realms of space, 

And once more linger in the olden {dace. 

Pacing beside me throngh the cool ravine, 

'Neath frowuleg rocks, o’er moss of freshest bee, 

Gasiag, enraptured, on the tomtit's sheen, 

Or threading slow the laurel-thicket through; 

Heaven is not dearer to the soul redeemed 
Than unto me thy thrilling presence seemed. 

Our lives, like two cleft rocks, are sundered wide; 

No human power can heal the fatal breach 
On this side death; but when we breast the tide 
Across which spirit-hands may safely reach; 

Say, will you meet me on the forth or shore, 

And give me friendly greetiug as of yore? 

Corns. 1 will pluck a handful of this bloom 
For memory; each bud shall tell my heart 
Of the sweet dream that met so sad a doom; 

A dream whose brightness cannot all depart, 

For love is deathless, and its spirit still 
Shall haunt and follow me, go where I will. 

/ 
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BY PRANK LE 

Clement Lesteb had not much freshness 
left in hife nature, but he was quite capable 
of perpetrating romantic actions, and doing 
them iff fine style, too, when thcte was a 
woman to be pleased thereby who was worth 
pleasing. 

And Cecil Raynor was worth pleasing. I 
suppose even her most attached female friends 
never attempted to deny that ; and I do not 
imagine that one could put forth a stronger 
argument in favor of her claims. 

But she was not for Clement Lester's win¬ 
ning, and he knew it, and she knew it; and, 
perhaps, that made the little romance all the 
more exciting. 

No; Cecil was not for Clement Lester's win¬ 
ning, because ehe was already engaged, and 
had she been free, he knew perfectly well that 
he could not have afforded to wear her, even 
if he could have won, for he had run through 
two fortunes, and was overwhelmed with debts. 

Such being the case, it was natural enough 
that Clement Lester should be more frantically 
in love than he had ever been during the whole 
thirty years he had trodden this mortal vale. 

Cecil herself had accepted Gore Norman. 
But all the time, even when she tried to 
think she loved him, she said to herself this 
was not the feeling she had read of, dreamed 
of, believed herself capable of experiencing. 

Then spring came, and she went off into the 
country to visit her old aunt, and there she 
met Clement Lester again. He had blazed 
upon her vision* like a meteor, several times 
during the la«t weeks of the season. Now 
they were together every day, and all day. 
They wove their romance, and dreamed their 
dream, and, like the rest of us irrational 
wretches, clung to it all the more desperately, 
find dazed themselves the more persistently 
Aith its glamour, because they knew it had not, 
and never could find, any foundation in reality. 

Lester caught Cecil’s fancy with that shal¬ 
lowest and oldest* and yet most effectual of 
traps where feminine nature is concerned—he 
told her what a weary, reckless, worthless, 
despairing Sinner he was. He painted in a 
sketchy, but very glowing and effective fashion, 
his life of extravagance and dissipation, but 
made her feel all the while that he had been 
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driven into it from the mere cravings of his 
soul after something lofty and good, which he 
could never realise. 

A few brief weeks like that, then Cecil Ray- 
toor woke to the truth that in the spirit, if not 
in the letter, she had proved herself* false to 
the man she had promised to marry, whose 
letters had bf late been thrust aside as tame 
and passionless, because their quiet intensity 
of affection-^qaitet from Its Very depth—was so 
unlike the happy mingling of pathos and sen¬ 
sational romance, which Clement Lester had 
been talking to her during those lovely June 
days. 

But she Was ft girl of Teal principle under 
all her impulses and her false teachings; she 
saw what she had to do, and she meant to do 
it; but Lester, as if divining her thoughts, took 
the initiative. 

He came to see her that very evening, so 
.p^le anu interesting, with such a world of 
gloom in his eyes, his voice sunk to a sorrow¬ 
ful monotone, with the most delightful little 
quiver in it, as though it was by the most re¬ 
solute effort of an iron will he managed to pre¬ 
serve his composure. 

He came straight up to her as she sat on the 
verandft, looking out .across the lawn bathed 
in the glory of the moonlight, with the quiet 
lake shining like an enchanted sea in the dis¬ 
tance; the sky above so dazzling in its blue 
radiance, that it seemed fairly as if the gates 
of heaven were swinging back to let their full 
splendor down upon the earth. 

“ l am so glad to have found yon alone to¬ 
night,” he said, after ft little idle conversation. 
“I do not think I could have borne the pre¬ 
sence of any other human being.” 

The sound of his footstep, the touch of his 
hand had. made her heart thrill, and she had 
shrunk away with a feeling of guilt under the 
new consciousness which had that .day dawned 
upon her; but his words and manner roused 
her womanly sympathies until, woman-like, 
she forgot herself and her own pain in the 
dread that he was suffering. 

“ Are you ill?” she asked, quickly. 

“ I’ll? No. I never have that relief of other 
men. Why do you aak?” 

“ Your voice sounds so strang e- — ” 


Digitized by t^ooQle 



OLBMlBNT LESTER'S WAGER. 


131 


“Ah! never mind,” he interrupted. “I am 
sorry you noticed—I am weaker than I thought, 
sinoe I cannot even succeed in keeping up the 
usual pretence. Yet I don't know why 1 should 
eare. Mow, see me as I am this once." 

“Why—what do yon mean?" she asked, 
confusedly, knowing that she ought not to 
Speak at all, yet unable to keep:silence. 

“Because it is tke lost time,” he answered; 
“the last time! Do you know what that means, 
Cecil? Never mb re to meet—never any more." 

She could not speak; there Was an agony 
like that of death at her heart at the thought 
6f parting from him. But if he would only 
go-go without another word. 

“You know Why this must be, Cecil,’’ he 
said, after a little pause. “You understand 
Why I cannot stay?" 

She was so jroung yet, so unskilled an actress, 
that she could only say brokenly, w > ■ ■ 

“ Some business—you are oalled—wanted—" 

“There is nobody to call me," he broke hi; 

nobody to wAnfc me, you know that. When 1 
leave yoU, I lose the only human being who 
has the least interest ifi me." 

It was all sham, yet he was in earnest. He 
knew that much as he loted her, if he could 
marry her, the worth of the prize would be 
gone; yet he suffered cruelly, and though in a 
certain way he had systematically wrought 
himself up for the scene which he meant to 
have, he felt every word he spoke. 

She did not answer—she could not speak! 
If she had dared^ she would have begged him 
to go trtray at once, but that would be only to 
expose her own weakness. 

“I am leaving this Spot, Cecil, which has 
been heaven, because I cannot stay any longer! 
I am bad enough, wicked enough, but, thank 
heaven, owing to your inflnence, there in suffi¬ 
cient good deft hi me to enable me to do this." 

Still not a word from hCr. She sat like a 
statue, with her hands locked in her lap, look¬ 
ing away through the moonlight at the shining 
waters. He marveled at her self-Oontrol, for 
be knew that she was moved; he had studied 
too many Women’s hearts—God help th em! to 
be mistaken. 

“Ard you sorry to hiVe 'me goj Cdcll?" he 
asked, in that Wonderful voice of his, 1 So soft 
and sweet now, that it WAS like a caress. 

She must speak; Che thought there was a 
fiery cord about'her throat, hni she 'most 
Speak. {1 ,l ' " 1 '■ 

' ** Yei, d aid sorty,' ?, §he answered, quietly. 

He stood leaning agklhst the pillar beside 
her; hC did dot change his attitude, or offer to 


touch her baud, but went on rapidly, in that 
low, strange tone, 

“I love you, Cecil! Don’i Start—don’t try 
to be angry! Think of it as if I were dead, 
and had come back to tell you the truth. After 
this night you and I will never meet again." 

She rose from her seat. 

“Please, don’t say 1 any more," she said, and 
in her new dignity he realized how glorious the 
perfection of her complete womanhood would 
be. “I think you have forgotten—you would 
be sotry if you spoke another word." 

“Cecil! Cecil!” 

It was like the last wait of a drdwning wretch. 
She sank back in her chair, repeating, 

“Go away! Go away!" 

“In A moment—just one moment! Cecil, 
have mercy! You know there is no hope for 
me here 1 or hereafter! Have mercy! Answer 
lue one question, will you? Promise?" 

“You know best if it is one yttu ought to 
ask," she said, and wondered at herself for 
; being able to make her voice sound so icy, and 
| she hated herself for it with a perverse spirit, 
born of the bitter strait in which she stood. 

“I ought not, but I must. If I were dying, 
you would tell me. I am dying to yon, Cecil! 
If we had met before; if you had been free, and 
I worthy to have been loved, could you have 
giten me your heart ?" 

She saw the precipice where she stood, and 
realized her danger. 

“I am not in the habit of regarding impos- 
sibilites," she said, coldly. “I have considered 
you my friend, trusted you, believed in you— 
do not make me repent." 

“I will not! Forgive me! But, oh, Cecil! I 
suffer so—I suffer so! Child! child! you don’t 
know—you can't think! You CamC td me like 
an angel bf light; now I must lose you and go 
back to my old tortures, made a thousand times 
more’horrible by the contrast." 

“No, no!" she cried, roused out of her 
feigned calmness by his words. “You will 
kill me if you sky that ! Yoti hAve said I did 
you good; oh! don’t leave me feeling that I 
have been A enrse!” 

“A curse? My consolation—my one bless¬ 
ing! Oh, Cdcil! if we could have met before! 
Why is fate so mtich more cruel to me than to 
other men ? I might have been good and noble. 
Oh! anybody would have Arred and fallen, 
tetnpted as Ihhve been." 

It wAs very poor and mean, but she was a 
girl, and it sounded a natural and beautiful 
lament to he*. She tried td console him. He 
listened for a time, but suddenly hC~Btarted up 
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and burst into such a torrent of passionate 
love, that she felt her head whirl, and she 
could only sit and gaze, and listen, like some 
weak bird, charmed by a serpent. 

As if somebody had whispered it in her ear, 
came a broken sentence from one of Gore Nor¬ 
man’s letters. 

“My highest, holiest self you will be, be¬ 
cause you will guard my happiness and my 
honor.” 

So, just as Lester thought she was about to 
gratify his vanity by an avowal of her weak¬ 
ness, Cecil started from her chair, and, without 
a word, rushed into the house, never stopping 
till she was safe ip Ijer own chamber. 

Clement Lester gathered himself up from his 
knees, gave vent to a melodramatic burst of 
despair, and dashed off across the lawn; and 
when day dawned, after a night’s carousal with 
a party of friends, Cecil would scarcely have 
recognized her Sir Launceiot in the haggard 
man who turned his aching head to and fro on 
his pillow, and cursed her bitterly, though he 
had called her Guinevere and Elaine, and all 
the rest of them, and been mad for her. 

She had wouuded his vanity; he had known 
they must part; he could no more have saddled 
himself with a poor wife than the city of Geneva 
could support the elephant; but she had spoiled 
his scene, made his despair commonplace! He 
granted her to confess that she loved him, and 
she had the best of him; and he began to hate 
her, and to love her the more therefor; and he 
fwore an ugly vow to meet her somewhere 
within the next two years, and make her re¬ 
pent that she had not appealed to his gener¬ 
osity in time. 

Cecil went back to town, and*when she could, 
she told Gore Norman the truth; and Norman 
had a head on his shoulders, and knew that 
shehad never loved anybody as yet; she had 
been fascinated by Clement Lester, but she 
had loved nobody, and in his turn Norman 
swore that once married she should love him, 
but he did it in an honest, manly way, feeling 
that he had right on his side. 

The days and the weeks swept on as they do 
with all of us, silent and swift, and at last came 
the time for Cecil’s wedding; and before she 
could think again, she was married and gone— 
the girl’s life was dead, the new existence of 
womanhood had dawped. 

A year after, the husband and wife returned 
/rom Europe, a year being as much as Norman 
could spare, from his business, for though 
wealthy, he, was in‘business, because he said 
no man under fourty had a right to be idle. 


Mach to her astonishment, Cecil had been 
forced to confess to herself that she was not un¬ 
happy; more than that, life was full of interest 
and enjoyment, and her husband so good and 
kind, so thoroughly noble and manly, that she 
had no need to question herself in regard to 
her feeling toward him. 

Only, I suppose, all the while, somewhere 
in her heart—perhaps fancy would be the 
better term—she kept a secret, unacknow¬ 
ledged recollection of the old dream. Not that 
she allowed her mind to dwell upon Clement 
Lester, or that those feelings made any real 
part of her life—but you know how it was. Sad 
poetry made her think of it—musio—novels. 
She had had her romance, too—she under¬ 
stood; life was well enough, bright enough; 
she was learning to love her husband* but 
everything might have been so different; and 
then Bhe wffs mournful, like an ungrateful crea¬ 
ture-—but she would not have been human if 
she bad been otherwise. 

So another year went by—that trying second 
year, when rich, idle women, with too much 
imagination, are given to think that they have 
made a mistake in marrying, and existence be¬ 
comes a burden, half from lack of real duties. 

It is a blessed thing for a woman, under such 
circumstances, when a baby makes ite appear¬ 
ance to oocupy her hands and heart; but no 
child came to Cecil, and all things grew alike 
tiresome. 

She was glad when June came to get out of 
town, and go quietly up to the ancient aunt in 
the country, to remain, there until the Newport 
season, with Norman coming once or twice a 
week, and a few old friends in the neighbor¬ 
hood, to get up picnics and sailing-parties for 
her, and do their best to amuse her, or bore 
her, according to her mood. 

And one dAy, when there was a gay party 
down at the lake, in the shadow of the beech- 
trees, there came among them, without any 
warning, the man who was never to oross her 
path any more; and back upon Cecil’s soul 
rushed the memory of all eights and sounds 
that had made her brief, girlish romance se 
beautiful. 

A little paler, a little more worn Clement 
Lester’s face looked, but that was rather an 
improvement than otherwise; the great, black 
eye8 were as luminous and changeful as ever; 
the voice had lost nothing ,pf its wonderful 
melody, whose lightest tone had possessed the 
power to make Cecil’s fancy bend and yield as 
no other voice had ever done. 

He became the life of the party at onoe; 
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everybody liked him and was delighted to get 
him back. His manner to Cecil was perfec¬ 
tion—in a way, apparent only to her, a con¬ 
stant supplication of pardon for his presence. 

Before the day was over, he managed to say 
to her, 

“ Believe me, I did not know you were here. 

I came straight from the South to visit the dear 
old place—I thought I might do that.” 

And Cecil felt that he suffered, that life 
was a poor, wasted thing to him; and full of 
confidence in herself; she believed that it 
was perfectly safe to extend to him the hand 
of friendship, to say that she was glad to see 
him there, even to grant him permission to 
caII upon her before he went away, which he 
affirmed he intended to do within three days. 

Of course, he did not go. The three days 
grew into a week; and when Gore Norman 
came up he found him there: but Norman had 
no fear; he was a gentleman, and an angel of 
light could not have made him doubt Cecil. 

Almost three weeks passed—-you can easily 
imagine how matters went on. Lester’s art 
kept her from thinking, from suspecting him or 
herself. They had fallen into the old friendly 
ways; he walked with her, rode with her, 
read Owen Meredith to her; and so gradually 
she floated away into dream-land. 

There was nobody to rouse her; nobody to 
say they were flirting; and the companionship 
of a man such as Lester appeared, was a great 
relief in the lack of interest and occupation 
which had embittered her existence. 

He was with her daily, and each day she had 
less power to think or call herself to account. 
She was like the lotus-eaters in their enchanted 
island, and could not have told if hours or cen¬ 
turies had fled since she left the real and the 
commonplace. 

Lester had picked up somewhere, in his wan-: 
derings, a graceful little Carrier pigeon, and 
Cecil had never seen one. So, to amuse her, 
he trained it to fly from his window to her 
house, only a mile distant; and one morning 
the little creature astonished her by alighting 
on her band as she sat by the open casement, 
and tied fast to his wing was a strawberry-leaf. 

After that, he used to send it on daily 
errands. He did not venture to write to her, 
but in a foolish jest they made a series of ques¬ 
tions and answers through different flowers. 

When Dainty flew in with a violet, Cecil 
knew that it meant, “was the coast clear of 
bores,” so that Lester could come and read to 
her, and a sprig of mignonette in answer meant 
“that he might come.” 


Perhaps to you, reading it in cold blood, and 
ready, anyway, to anathematize her for her 
conduct, all this sounds puerile and childish; 
but it did not appear so to Cecil, probably 
would not to you, if you were doing a little 
bit of romance in your own person. 

The graceful bird had a trick of lighting on 
her shoulder, and bending his head close to 
her ear, as if whispering some important secret 
that had been entrusted to bis care; and.mori* 
than once Cecil shrunk .from the glance of 
those wild, beautifhl eyes, as though they had 
belonged to something human; but she never 
asked herself why, or held any communion 
with her inner consciousness during those days. 

There were a good many people in the neigh¬ 
borhood now; the hotel was full, the adja¬ 
cent country-seats oounted pleasant groups of 
guests; so dinner-parties, and dancing, and 
gayeties of every available kind, were con¬ 
stantly recurring. 

It was near the end of Jane, when Cecil 
made the discovery that she had gone further 
than she intended; and one quiet Thursday 
morning, as she sat in her room looking back 
over the incidents of the past evening, a trou¬ 
ble and fright woke in her mind, which was 
hard to bear. 

There had been a party of them rowing on 
the lake in the moonlight, and after that they 
walked about on the white beach, and Clement 
Lester had been her companion, and he had 
spoken words which had startled her. No open 
declaration of love, but such words as she knew 
I no wife ought to hear from the lips of another 
man than her husband, and she had not been 
able to be angry. 

But they had agreed to part. She had told 
him that he must go away, and he had pro¬ 
mised, promised with a patience, a mute agony, 
which made her heart ache. 

It was not pleasant to sit now in the ooot 
daylight and recall that scene. It gave her a 
sense of humiliation and shame which was tor¬ 
ture; find worse than all, she could not longer 
shut her eyes te the fact that this man bad 
regained his old power of fascination over her. 

She told herself that she was a bad, wicked 
woman; but her heart would ache in spits of 
that, and life looked very desolate to her; and 
she pitied this man so who, she believed, bad 
struggled nobly, and tried never to forget what 
was due to her position. 

Shet spent the whole morning by herself, and 
it was not an agreeable one, nor did the con¬ 
sciousness that she deserved her suffering 
, lesgen its pangs. 
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There was to be a dinner that night at the Cecil did not speak, but made a little, sign 
Voorhics. Norman was to oome up in a late for her to go on; and Taft teld it all plainly 
train to accompany her, for. it was to be a enough, and Cecil saw what this man was, and 
grand aifstir; and though Ceoil would have how he had meant to- mortify and injure her. 
been glad to go to bed* and so escape the But she made no sign, only she kept Taft 
party, she could not deny herself the pleasure with her, for she was afraid to be alone face 
of seeing Lester once mote—the last, last time, to face with her own seal. ' 
she said to herself over and .over, Then there came a box for her, and when it 

.Nobody disturbed her, till along in the after- was opened there was a dress Gore had sent; 
noon there came a tap at the door, and when a white satin, marvelously embroidered with 
she called out impatiently to know who was silver, over which Taft said to prayer of ecstasy, 
there, the door opened, and crooked little-Miss and would have Cecil try it on, and it did not 
Taft put her head in, saying, hang to please them; and She staid to alter it, 

“It’s only old Tafty, Lady Cecil. I would and chattered, and told Stories; and Cecil list- 
come up; there's nobody to blame hot me.” ened, and felt numb- and cold, and wondered 
A little, old body, who Colored photographs, if the world bud come to an end. 
and painted miniatures, and did exquisite em- Late in the afternoon- Ihe dress waS ready, 
broidery, and made wonderful feather flowers, and Taft would array her In it before she went 
like those South American marvels, whom Ceoil away; and just as She had put it oto, they 
bad known .all.her life, and who had once lived heard a little whizzing sound, and a tap on 
with her mother, and nursed Cecil herself tho window, and looking, up, there was the 
through a long illness/ Carrier pigeon alighting on the sill. 1 

The odd, little -woman made a comfortable Cecil opened the casement, and stepped into 
living by her varied talents, and'had come up the balcon^, add as the trained bird lifted its 
to stay at the hotel*by the lake for the sake of wing, she and. Taft Baw a note hidden under it; 
an invalid sistexy whom she maintained out of and Taft slyly regarding bbr, : marked such a 
her earnings. . tempest of passion sweep over the bealitiftil 

“My lady is sick, or my lady is sad,” -said face as she never beheld before, 
she, looking at Ceoityund turned her head from Never a word-spoke Cecil. She told Taft to 
one side to the other like a queer, wise bird. go to a closet and get k bird-cage that hung 
“Only cross, Taft,” replied Cecil, not having there, and Taft obeyed, 
the heart rto be less kind than ushal* ' “Come 44 A pair of scissors,” said Cecil, imperiously. 
In and sit down.” Taft brought them, and wafted in silence to 

Little Taft!crept in and sat down on a foot- see what was to be done next. 

•tool at her feet* And while she tied and untied Cecil took the scissors and clipped Mailer 
the strings of ihe bnarjbous reticmle she always Dainty’s right wing, careful not to hurt him, 
carried, said, but in a way that would prevent his flying on 

“ I wouldn’t hare come, but 1 had business.” any more romantic errands till after the next 
“What is it, Tafty moulting season. She then shut the frightened 

“Taft is a foolish old body—you’ll not be bird in the cage, and said calmly to Taft, 
vexed, Cecil? You’re a handsome woman, and 1 “ Mr. Lester’s bird has jgot lost. You'll be 
a good and a proud, and your Taft is a limp- good enough to cai*ry U back to him, and say 
ing, old bluejay, that sees and hears a deal, that I clipped its wing for feat* he should lose 
my dear.” his pretty pet/’ 

Cecil looked -quickly -ather, and saw by her Taft nodded; 
face that she had something of importance to “He called me a croo’kbd, little, old vam- 
say, pire,* muttered She; “but I can bobble well 

“ Tell me what it is/’ she said; “ don’t moke enough to go on that errAnd/’ 
words, Taft.” Cecil went to a bureau and took out a lovely 

“I won’t,” said Taft; “l never do! Last white feather fhn/while from a box Bhe pulled 
night, Clement Lester and a party of men like a quantity of loose dove’s feathers. Taft 
him, gambled and drank in the room next watched intelligently. 

mine, and told stories about Ihe women they “Pretty, aren’t tli^y?” said Cecil, white as 
are oivil to; and the men.laughed at Lester a moonbeam, but as caTm. “I meant to have 
for his lack of success With yen, Ceoil, andhe trimmed a dress with them; I’ve a fancy to 
•wore, before the party, to-night to show them have a knot Of theta bn This white fan, it’s too 
a letter from you.” plain—twist them in, Taft.” 
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Taft looked as sober as a judge, and sat 
down to her work: and beside the other 
feathers she twisted deftly in thfe <fut. plunfagb 
of Dainty’s wing. Then she bade Cecil good- 
by, and went her way. ' ' * 

Back to the hotel trotted Taft, up tq the 
room where she knew Clebent Lestet* was 
waiting, with his friends, for the'retain of 
Master Dainty. 

She knocked at tbfe door twice, thdti LesteFfl 
voice said, * 1 / i * 1 f * 

41 Como hi,” artd 5nr shfe w<frit. *' 

“now do you do,’MV: Lestor?^ said : sba 
*“ And how do you <fo, gentlemen aTVf” 1 

“ And who the'dehce are yon ?** askfed Lester, 
angrily. 1 

“Crooked; little MtSs Tflff, at your service,” 
replied the small wofoufi, dropping a bob of a 
curtsey, “and I’ve brought yon 1 back ybur 
pigeon.”' ■ " t - ' ’ 

She pulled a newspaper ofFdhe cago she car¬ 
ried in her hand, and hehl tip Dainty before 
the eye* of his master. ' 

“He must hive got out of ^our Window,” she 
went on. “He flew ore* to South wood, a*nd 
Mrs. Norman begged me to bring him back, 
and to say that she had'dipped kis Wing for 
fear you might'lose liim.* 0 * ' 

She set the cage on the table, and looked at 
the men in tnvh,bmd they looked at Lester. 

“He’s a prM} creature,” said Miss Taft; 
“but, la, gentltMen, just dee what it is to stray 
on forbidden gfound—he*8 a pigeon With a 
dipped wing.” 

The gl&noe she gave Lester was too much; 
the men exploded, and Taft went' quietly out 
of the room, after giving k general look round, 


so innocent and wondering, and yet so full of 
fun and malice, that the boon companions of 
* Letter* fotrly'shkieked. 

Lester tried to bear it with assurance, but it 
Was tbo clbar a case. They chafed him till he 
was in a white rage. But he would have it 
out—Would go to tbh dinner; beflifevitfg that if 
he Oonld get an oppbrtuntty to talk wltlr Cedi 
that he might at least Induce her to doftome- 
thi rig Aiat would tfomptbtilWe her in the eyes 
of the torn With Whdh hb had made his con¬ 
temptible wwger. 1 ; 

All the gneitwWere assembled in Mrt.Voor- 
liics' library, with the exeeptfon of the Nor¬ 
ma tis^J—tfcdy Wefe terydate. At last, hi swept 
Cecil; On her husband's arm, more gorgeous 
than anybody'hfld'ever seen her, and in %’er 
hhtld she Carried the fan decorated with the 
pigeon’s’feathers, 0 and* fluttered It negligently 
in the faces of Clement Lester and h!0 friends. 

Ir was too mnch^-ehfe WoiSt man ainong them 
was ready to go on his knbde In admiration; 
and Lester never recovered from that blow. 
Hb Was a marked-shiner, for the story Was too 
good to be forgotten. * * - 

That night, when Gore Norman and his wife 
were alone In tbctr room, Cefell suddenly flung 
herself into Ms arms; exclaiming, 

“Gorb, I used to say that I was not cer¬ 
tain whether 1 loved you*—but I am certain 
now; only love me, only make me worthy of 
you.” 

Gore Norman naked no questions, neither 
then nor after i he just folded his darling close 
to bis heart, And was galisfled? and Cecil knew 
that blind aiqjt mod us she bad bees, eke bad 
at last found a seonre resting-place. 


tHfi BNOW.' 


It MR*. mil *. MttiCIHl. 


Wmat fairy ftmgtm were at work testi night, 

While mort«U» slept ? 

Behold the earth arrayed iu robe? of white, 

All spotless kept, 

And gleaming pare and cold this frosty morn. 

Oh, glorious sum!' 

Their splendor, shall be trailed In mud forlorn. 

Ere day , is dpne, 

These light and feathery flak'* that downward Mow, 
So frail, yet fair, 

A tnoment only, tdnehed with crystal glow, 

Their beauty wear; 

These, crashed beneath the tread of human feet, 
That hurry pest, . , , 

In triack’ning eddies writhe along the street, 
Despised at last. 


Thus heart*, with searoeadmoe Of worldly state, 

In morn youth, 

Are tempted oft by hopes of sordid gain 
T6 barter truth; 

And dragged within the loathsome mire of sin, 
¥rqm virtue led. 

The wJUt^ness they hare Icjp can never win— 
Their glory fled. , 

What wonder, then, we gaze upon pie snow 
That trampled lie*. 

‘Wflere tW«i Of human life stIH ebb and flow, * 

1 ■ 1 • • WitW.pttytng eyes? 1 
, Thus rigtjf? aft, ’nsfth rutfrfeps evil trod, 

Can never rise; 

And yet we know there U a gracious God 
Beyond the skies. 
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BT ELLA 

I* a very plain little parlor, sat a young 
lady* with her sleeve up, undergoing the pro¬ 
cess of vaoeination. * doctor was a small, 
dapper-looking individual, who seemed to be 
quite superior to any influence out of the line 
of his profession. Even the white, plump arm 
before him scarcely-turned his thoughts from 
their usual channel. 

“ There,” said the doctor, with the air of 
a man who was making an original remark, 
“ ‘an ounce of prevention is worth a pound of 
cure.' It;will be safer, perhaps, not to go into 
any house, nor to admit any one here for a few 
weeks. Good-day.” 

The next moment, his oarriage-wheels were 
rolling over the atones; and Saidie Porter drop- 
pod down into the chair from which she had 
risen, with the decided conviction that the 
world was hollow, and all its dolls stuffed with 
saw-dust. 

Miss Dilkes and Saidie Porter’s mother were 
t cousins, which seemed to Miss Dilkos quite a 
‘ near relation; as tho most distant ramifications 
of her own family were precious to her, inas¬ 
much as no other family, in her opinion, quite 
equaled it in importance. 

Left now with a very small income, and a 
very inferior house to that in wbioh her child¬ 
hood and youth were passed, Miss Rebefeca 
received as inmates a coos hi of the same type 
as herself,, and Saidie Porter, whose twenty- 
two years of life found very little congeniality 
in these sombre surroundings. Cousin Rebecca 
frequently complained to her that “it was 
almost impossible to get along with Phile’s 
peculiarities;” while cousin Phile was myste¬ 
rious and confidential over, “poor Rebecca’s 
strange ways.” Thus these two elderly maidens 
were constant thorns in each other’s sides, and 
likewise in Saidie Porter’s. 

Friends of the family, staid, elderly friends, 
spoke of Saidie as reposing figuratively on a 
bed of roses. It was so pleasant, they said, 
left alone as she was, to have a home with 
“cousin Rebecca”—it was such a protection 
’for her; and then everything was so neat, and 
cousin Rebecoa was such an excellent house¬ 
keeper. What a pity that Saidie did not see 
things with their eyes! For, if the truth must 
be told, that young lady was highly discon- 


RODMAN. 

tented; and this dissatisfaction had been creep-* 
ing upon her of late. 

There was a delightful house a few miles 
out of town, “an Italian Villa,” it was called; 
and to this villa went Miss Saidie daily, in the 
morning train, and spent four hours teaching 
the English branches to two lovely little girls— 
favored frequently with the company of their 
very oharming mamma. It. was juat enough 
employment, and it was generously paid; while 
the young teacher was treated in all respects 
as became her birth and breeding. 

Mrs. Osbrook was ingenious in setting forth 
excellent reasons for keeping Miss Porter to 
dinner; when, lessons being disposed of for 
the day, there was a grand romp with the 
children in the beautiful grounds; a delightful 
talk with Mrs. Osbrook; and then, dinner 
served in style, with proper courses and ac¬ 
companiments; when Mr. Osbrook was so dig¬ 
nified and gentleqmftly at the head of his table, 
and so courteous to the timid visitor, that she 
89 on felt quite at ease. 

This was just" the kind of life that Saidie 
enjoyed. A visit from Mrs.'^tbrook’s brother 
did not lesson the pleasure of It He was very 
elegant, and had such grand ways, and had 
traveled everywhere, and his name was Otho; 
and she overheard him telling his sister that 
the young governess reminded him of a wild 
rose, (Saidie thought this quite original.) and 
many more such things were tumbled together 
in her memory, and caused a blush of pleasure 
at the very thought of them. 

The day before had been a golden, October 
day, so bright and warm, that staying in¬ 
doors was not to be thought of; and the les¬ 
sons were shortened by request, and the whole 
party turned out on a regular cheBtnut'hunt. 
It was glorious—existence, itself, was a bless¬ 
ing, such weather as that; and flying here 
and there in wild confusion, the party became 
separated, and Saidie found herself alone on a 
grassy slope thftt Skirted the woods, where the 
screaming, delighted children were whooping 
and yelling to their hearts’ content. 

A sudden report startled her, and she looked 
pale and ghastly as a sportsman appeared from 
the other side of the woods, and ran eagerly 
toward the half-fainting girl. 
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14 It was nothing,” she said; 44 she had been 
▼ery silly—but she never could hear a gun 
without believing herself to be shot;” and 
Otho Lathrop looked inexpressible things with 
those wonderful eyes of his, and said so much 
about the roses of York and Lancaster, (quite 
as though it had never been said before,) 
that a permanent Lancastrian hue burned on 
Saidie’s cheek. And if that half-hour opuld 
have lasted for year*, the bright, October 
sky, the deep, golden sunshine on the soft 
grass, that wore its vivid, autumnal green, 
that delicious air fanning her cheek? and lull¬ 
ing her into a half-dream, Mr. Lathrop's voice 
and eyes completing the spell, .this foolish girl 
would have asked nothing more of earth. 

For, of course, she was foolish, and quite 
different from those practical damsels who be" 
lieve nothing that cannot be prosed. 

Saidie was roused-from her pleasant dream, 
to an indefinite sense of guiltiness, by the sud¬ 
den presence of Mrs. Osbrooh; and without 
quite comprehending how it happened, her 
hero was separated from her, and something 
like a chiding tone from his sister reached 
Jier ear. His reply, “Preposterous, Lulu!” 
lU&de her wonder wbat it was all about. 

Perhaps, her imagination was,still at work, 
for Mrs. Osbrook’a manner seemed a shade 
less familiar and. affectionate, and Mr. La- 
throp’s attentions at the table were dispensed 
with perfect impartiality^ but he handed her 
into the carriage at paying, and almost whis¬ 
pered something in her e^r^.when a face at 
the window restrained bim^awdjthe governess 
returned to the cit^in a wh^fj^f hopeful un¬ 
certainty. 

'‘Next time,”., she thought, “next time I 
shall surely know;” for Saidie Porter was an 
ignorant little girl, with no one to take counsel 
with )>ut herself. 

It was just after all this, that JDf. Empion 
hod so coolly said, 44 It will be safer, perhaps, 
not to go into any house, nor to admit any one 
here for a few weeks.” 

“A few weeks!” when life had just begun 
to be so beautifnl to her—what might not.hap¬ 
pen in a few weeks ? She had never been par¬ 
ticularly fond of 44 cousin Pbile,” but she felt 
that she loved her less than ever that morning. 
For 44 cousin Phile” had not been at all well, 
and unmistakable symptoms of yprioloid were 
now developed. It was the slightest possible 
type of the disease, the doctor said, and 
scarcely worth calling by any name at all; 
but, nevertheless, he recommenced prudence. 
The patient, herself, was to be kept in ignor- 


anoe as long as it was possible to do so; and, 
meanwhile, as a necessary precaution, every 
member of the family was, vaccinated. 

Not long before this untoward illness of 
cousin Phile’s, there had arrived at the house 
a distant oouBin of the family-^-a single, gentle* 
man cousin, whom 8aidie pronounced “queer” 
at the outset, and absolutely disagreeable be¬ 
fore she had seen much of him. Herman Dilkes 
wsaa bachelor of thirty-five, a very quiet, self- 
contained man, who seemed to understand 
every subject in the world, and who gave the 
young lady the unpleasant impression that he 
was continually reading her thoughts. He 
certainly did not find them very complimentary 
to himself. 

This representative of the Dilkes family was 
an especial pet with cousin Rebecca—that lady 
feeling highly honored by his announcement 
that he wished to spend part of the winter in 
her family; and Saidie was flavored with a 
long account of his pedigree, property, and 
high social position. To all this, Miss Saidie 
lent an unappreciative ear; she was so accus¬ 
tomed to the glorification of everything that 
bore the name of Dilkes, while it seemed to 
her that their grandeur was decidedly more a 
thing of the past than the present, that the 
subject had quite lost its interest. She reso¬ 
lutely called the new-comer “Mr. Dilkes,” to 
cousin Rebecca’s unfeigned horror, who ad¬ 
dressed him as “cousin” two or three times in 
the course of a sentence; while the gentleman, 
himself, studiously avoided calling Miss Porter 
anything. 

Miss Dilkes encountered her young cousin 
in the hall, soon after the doctor’s visit, and 
solemnly charged her to keep away from the 
sick-room. 

“I am going to market,” she continued; 
“ and have supplied all Phile’s wants until my 
return. She is still ignorant of what her dis¬ 
ease really is, and imagines that she has one 
of her bilious turns. I shall constitute myself 
head nurse, and do all that is necessary for 
her; Bridget, who, os you know, is deeply- 
pitted with, the smallrpox; refuses to go near 
her.” 

This interesting daughter of Erin was even 
meditating a retreat from the kitchen, and the 
house altogether, as dangerous ground; but 
cousin Rebecca was a woman of considerable 
power, and she put down her foot so decidedly 
against ibis desertion, that Bridget was fairly 
frightened into (tolerably deoent behavior. 

Tha door hod A)Used upon Mist Dilkes; And 
not knowing just what to do with herself, 
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Saidie wandered back to the parlor, arid tried On the landing, she met Herman Dllkes, who 

to interest herself ifl a book. But something accosted he! quite sternly. 

that cousin Rebecea said kept rfecurrittg to heri 1 “ Whjr did you enter that room?** 

“Cousin Herman particularly requested taC to “She called me," replied Saidie, with un- 
forbid your going to the reOm; he probably Wonted meekness, “and I was afraid that she 
considers you very thonghtftess, And I hope yon might be suffering fbr sonrfething.” 

Will attend to the warning.'” “ Wh^ did you Wot think of some one else, 

8aidie wasn’t at all sure that this was not Wh6 triay ‘ suffer far more fbr this disobedience 
decidedly nancy of “Mr. Dftkssj” she Would to orders ?* 

like him to understand that she wae quite cspa- She'lbofcefl np at hiih In'sofrtC surprise, for 
ble of taking OaiW.of herself—*- h?s tdrie Was almost teri’der; and it suddenly 

Here a voice fiwnwp-efairs called, ^Saidie!” struck her that this disagreeable “ cousin’ Her- 
but she made no response. . mah” had very fine eyes. 

“Sai—d*#/ 1 *'still louier* 1 “Come here,” said he, drawing het toward 

Then, “Saidie Porteri 'Do eome nphere!” ’ InS own room, “I hive Something for you to 
Fearing she knew not what, she bounded up take.” : 
the stairs, and Stood dn the threshold of Ike “Ton must not todch me!” exclaimed Saidie, 
Sick woman's room; earnestly, as She tried to disengage her hand 

“Are yon afraid .Of met'* iff A qnerfflouS “Think how horrible it Would*be if I gave you 
voice. “Am I a leper, or Anything of that thcWmaft-poi!" 

kind? Or havo I get the sraatl-pox?” 1 For reply, he seized both hands, and stood 

This * was getting uncomfortably near the looking doWn upotrheV with an expression that 
truth; and “cousin Phile” bad snoh great, black deepened the Col6T ih her cheek, and brought 
eyes in a cadaverous face; And they rolled upon a feeling of mingled Surprise arid uneasiness, 
her now so wildly and beseechingly, that'the A new “cousin Herman” seemed rising from 
girl advanced uhconseiotisty to the bedside. the ashes of the other. She did not know 
“ Are you afraid o# me, I say*?” shrieked the whether the dose she swallowed at his bidding 
refractory patient. “Why don’t you'ariswer?” was good of'bad; everything was queer, and 
“No!” replied Saidie, feblfag thkt the mis- she had a sbrong presentiment that she Would 
chief was (ill done now; “I am not at all afraid certainly take the small-pox. 
of yon. Why should I bo?" ► This made her mourn A little for the “wild 

“I don’t know,” replied her relative, still rose" irffter cotnplexioW* and this again brought 
eyeing her suspiciously, “lt *wae a long time up Mrs. Osbrook; and she sat down and wrote 
before I could make you bear me. I feet very that lady a letter; instead 6f an orthodox note, 
dizzy and queer this morning. I tried to get as Bhe intehddtf* setting forth ih detail her 
np for ray wrapper, but 1 nearly fell. I want trouble and ldhAHhCbrf, arid* “pining After little 
to put it around my shoulders—they are so Laura and Annie.” 

chilly.” ' Perhaps that lady's sharp eyes detected 

“ But, cousin Phile,” remonstrated Saidie, in another Sort of “pining;” but, be that as it 
terror at this escapade, “the doctor said you may, no ritiswet was ever received to this 
were not to got oiit of bed at all?” epistle. Not even an inquiry was made at the 

Cousin Phile looked extremely scornful. door; And'k Would have been so ensy to send 
“I have not lived fitly years in the world that Utjt Thomas when going his city rounds, 
to be ordered about by that little whlpper* Once only drd Saidie get a glimpse of the 
snapper of a doctor.” familiar faces during that tedious period of 

Tlio poor lady was certainly getting light- quarantine, Mrs. Osbrook and the children 
headed, for Dr. Empton had been an Object were ftt the Carriage, Mr. Latlirop was on 
almost of adoration. horseback beside them'; and the party were 

“You needh’t stay,” she ooritinned, “t can drnWn up in front of one of the shops, While 
take care of myself. I wish you would take ari obtequioris clerk brought out bales of goods 
some of this medicine the doctor left for me-^ fo* the lady's inspection. 

I believe you need it nrore^tban I dd.”' * A very gmCefbr bow and smile from Mrs. 

It was one of cousin PUilb’s hobbies to pre4 Osbrook; a sadden demonstration from the 
•ent people with dunei, and take it mb a per- children, that was evidently repressed at the 
sonal injury if they did not swallow them; and outset; Wbilfe <3Nbo Lirthrop lifted his hat, 
Saidie needed no seoond bidding to leave ihe with a gleArii 6f white teeth nnder his dark 
apartment. mustache; And, somehow, poor little Saidie felt 
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empty-handed and empty-hearted, as she pur¬ 
sued her way on the aimless, walk she was 
taking for the benefit of the air.. 

So atrang?, she thought, that Mrs. Pabfopk. 
did not beckon her to the carriage-dpor* and 
ask when there was a change of, having her 
with theni again—there could surety b e no 
danger of contamination in the open air. The 
children, too, were strange; and there was;&n 
inexplicable something abqut (he .whole party, 
that was far from satisfactory. 4 was ye^y, 
disagreeable to be shupned as a da rigorous oh* 
jeet, condemned for days andtvvgeks. to,,the 
sooiety of cpuaiu Rpbepca- , There was Mr, 
Dilkes, to be sure, (he had Beyer ^?ked her to j 
call him* cousin,) but,he was rfUfier, settled and 

Ue*dy- • .)■ , n. . ;i 

Here Saidie walked directly agaripst.tbe indir 
▼idual then in her IhopglR?, as she rushed on 
with indignant haste through the quiet streets 
in the suburbs* . v . 

“Stop thief!” said the gentleman, smiling, 
m he arrested her progress, - 

“1 am not, a thief,” laughed ^nid^.^Uh 
something of her old look. , . . ■ 

“I will provp that you gya,” v-aalhe reply, 
“and that you are robbiug yourself., Had ygq 
a thought of all this beap^y, o^you were pars¬ 
ing a(opg? This glorious Qcfober s^ b^ue as 
the masses of gentian that .plgflter ip rocky ] 
clefts? Qr were you not railing^ generyajllyiat i 
life?, I think you were racing, coifsin Phiin j 
soundly for getting t^e variob>ijh” , . , . j 

Saidie’s cheek was crimson, r, , ] 

“Hid you ever think, Saidie^ that ?tmight 
have been worseIt might have beep yqu,” ] 
The girl burst into tears. ,, 

“I know I shall h?ye the, small-pox,” said 
she, disconsolately, “and die!” 

The tone seemed as tkpugh she would have 
added, “It would be just my fate.” 

“Why do you think that?” asked her com¬ 
panion, as gravely as was possible under the 
circumstances. 

“Because,” she'sobbed, “I—I—ram so bad.” 
“I shall have to call you ‘Tops?*’ ” said Mr. 
Dilkes, after a pause, in which bp repdiy pitied 
the young girl. “I have seen spoiledren,d chil 
Saidie,” he continued, kindly, “ who had every¬ 
thing they wanted, and cried for the moon. 
Once, one o&t^ea ipctu^lty jggt it„(np patter- 
how,) and then cried all the more to find that 
it was made of green-cheese.” 

Saidie felt uncomfortable and indignapt— 
what business had this man to, talk to her in 
this way? And what did he know* she won¬ 
dered, of her secret thoughts and feelingst If 


he phpuld suspept- Her cheek crimsoned 

again pt the very thopght. 

. Herman Dilkes, was watchjng^er. 

“ Wasp’t thi^. a silly qhild,‘ Saidie?” 

“/ am not a child,”, was the impatient reply; 
“apd, 1, aip, R ot Gr y* u g for the moon, and it 
isn’t made of green chepse ” >( 

, They wore pt cousin Rebecca’s door; and 
having (hup proved beyond p dcuj>t tiipt his 
aryowj ha^l st^uqk hgmp, ^pidie, ra^ hastily up 
stairs, lockpd herself in her. room, aud pried, 
and cried, in all the delicious intoxication of 
imaginary love, until eyps, nose, and cheeks 
were quite indistinguishable in hpe. 

Mr._Dilke.fy with a smile that w'as half sad, 
half ipeyry, ppss.ed on to the sick-rpom, with a 
burdpn of gy^pes ?pd. oranges that thp thirsty 
invalid now looked for t daily 1 pnd placing bim- 
sqlf sp as tp patch tho fqll benefit pf the scanty 
light aRoyypd, he read to j^er for an hour, and 
them left her jn a refreshing slumber. 

“I have had smallpox,” paid he, in answer 
to Miss Rebpeca's first remonstrances, “and 
yellow feyej. and cho^ 1 *^* ,Do not, I 

beg of you, fear fey ,iue- ” 

Trujy, as cousin 4 G h e P ca said, he, was one 
among a ibop^nd. 

Coupin Pliile - did pretty wcl), on the whole, 
and < managed .to givp considerable trouble. 
Wonderful to xplfitp, no. qna else took the 
disease, although, if it had been consumption 
instead, of smallpox, Saidie would, probably, 
have put herself in the w^y of it. She felt like 
a blighted flower; fade away and dis¬ 

appear degrees, would seem natural and 
becoming under the circumstances. 

Mr. Dilkes did not appear to think sp vn kow- 
ever, ap ho look ponsidarable trouble to keep 
the young lady in this sublunary sphere; order¬ 
ing her out ,tq walk, and interfering with hor 
reveries, in a, way. could UQ.t be resisted. 

The invalid had been mingling with ether 
people for some, time* hefppe an intimation w is 
received ^frqm Mf 8 *' Osbrook that the young 
governess’ exist ence was remembered. It came 
at last^ ia $e„8hapfi of a very polished note, 
inclosing a handsome check, thanking “Miss 
Porter” fpiV‘b,er iqoat acceptable services,” 
and “unvarying kindness to the children,” 
and begging leave, in the nicest manner im- 
aginable^t? hay? pp^hjng irtorp (o do;frith her, 
as her place was supplied by a lady of mature 
years, the list of whose accomplishments was 
quite appalling. , 

Mr. Dilkos saw the letter opened and read— 
he saw the tell-tale color, and the eyes full of 
tears; and with his knowledge of girl-nature 
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in general, and Saidie’s in particular, he had 
a vision of the outraged damsel, after she had 
gained her own apartment, in a passionate fit 
of crying, with the hateful letter torn in pieces, 
and trampled beneath her feet. 

After a suitable pause for these ehjoytncnts, 
Herman Dilkes invited the young lady to a 
concert, to be given that very evening; at 
which all who went might reasonably expect 
a musical treat At first, Saidie flatly de¬ 
clined—she had a headache, and the noise 
would make it worse; then, she looked in the 
glass, and considered a little, and, finally, she 
resolved to revenge herself by wearing her 
most becoming things, and looking her very 
prettiest If Mrs. Osbrook, and—and some¬ 
body else were there, she thought she should 
make much of “cousin Herman.** 

It was a very lovely, bright face that Mr. 
Dilkes glanced down upon that evening, (it 
was only about on a level with his shoulder,) 
the excitement of crying bad left no traces but 
a heightened oolor, and sparkling eyes; and 
the coquettish little hat, with its white plume 
and scarlet berries, was perfectly bewitching. 

So thought more than one; for Otho Lathrop, 
who had been gaxing admiringly at the vision, 
(although the vision persisted in not seeing 
him,) said quite audibly to his sister, as they 
were waiting for a chance to get out, and did 
not know of two interested listeners near them. 

“ What a starry softness of beauty there is 
about that little governess of yours, Lulu! 
I’m really thankful she was put in quarantine 
for awhile, or I don't know where I should 
have been by this time." 

“In a cottage draped with vines, probably," 
laughed his sister, “and nothing to eat. She 
is bewitchingly pretty, I admit—but you must 
leave such luxuries to those who can afford 
them. Did you notice the gentleman with 
her?” 

“Yes, a fiue-looking fellow—who is he?" 

“One of the wealthiest men in N-. If 

she marries him, she will do well.’* 

“Let us go!" gasped Saidie, who was white 
and trembling. 

Her companion speedily cleared a way, and 


got Saidie out into the fresh night air without 
loss of time. When there, however, he con¬ 
ducted himself in a most unexpected manner, 
persisted in walking round and round the 
square, while he poured out his love and in¬ 
dignation in the same breath; and pleaded 
humbly for some encouragement, or hope of a 
return in the future. 

The poor child was quits bewildered with all 
the events of the evening, and in a state of 
undisguised amazement at the proceedings of 
Mr. Dilkes. She could not understand his 
“having loved her from the first," because 
she—well, she was afraid she had been rather 
rude to him; for she was quite sure that she 
didn't like him a bit, then. 

He assured her that this had been quite an 
attraction to him; he was accustomed to so much 
interested attentiCn from ladies of all kinds, that 
he found her “rudeness" really refreshing. He 
scarcely knew whether to take Saidie’s undis¬ 
guised look of astonishment as personal or not. 

Then Saidie stammeringly declared that— 
that she had once thought she loved some one 
else; this momentous seoret was very unwill¬ 
ingly laid bare, as though it had not been pal¬ 
pable to the eyes of her companion all along; 
but he was very tender with her, and frankly 
admitted that he had fancied himself in love 
with two or three before be met her. 

It was even more difficult to get out the fact 
that the discovery of his real wealth and im¬ 
portance was a serious drawback—she could 
scarcely realise that this swan of cousin Re¬ 
becca had not turned out a goose; and it all 
ended with his gathering the trembling little 
figure into his arms, kissing away her tears, 
and assuring her that she belonged to him then 
and forever. 

Cousin Rebecca and others thought that 
Saidie Porter fared a great deal better than 
she deserved: and perhaps she did. She had 
just the kind of house and life that she had 
yearned for in the days when imagination 
threw such a glamour over Otho Lathrop; but 
the real master of her home and heart was one 
whose attractions did not vanish with the mist 
of romanoe. 


REVELATION — 22nd CHAPTER, 14th VERSE. 

BY MB|. CLARA B. HEATH. 

Bussmare they, oh, Lord! who do Thy will; 

Who sit In patience at Thy ft©t, and still 
Trust in Thy mercy thfeagh the darkest day, 

And never cease for grace and strength to pray; 

Who keep aloof from sin and worldly strife, 


Such shall have right to gain the Tree of Life. 

They, through the etty’s gates shall enter in, 

Their garments washed from every stain and sin 
As white as lam be. Oh! blest, thrice bleat arc they, , 
WUe do Thy holy will, oh, Lord! each day I 
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CHAPTER I. 

Nbllt Derby, when I knew her, was an old 
woman of about seventy, straight ns ad arrow, 
always dressed in black stuff, her white hair 
showing under a thin, high cap. She had a 
blue eye, keen and commanding, which I used 
to fancy ought to belong to a soldier. There 
was a story about her that to my childish 
fancy was ordinary enough, but which now 
seems to me worth the telling, as a record of 
times and manners almost forgotten. 

Nelly was Irish, with blood in her reins 
which was certainly likely to entail very de¬ 
cided characteristics. She was granddaughter 
to that noted Mistress Elisabeth Fitzgerald, of 
whose defence of her oastle Sir Jonah Bar¬ 
rington tells so queer a story. The besieging 
O'Cahills got hold of her husband, a quiet, 
easy-going man, who had unguardedly walked 
out from under the parapets. He was cap¬ 
tured, and immediately displayed in irons in 
sight of the walls, while a flag of truce was 
sent to propose conditions to his wife. 

“The castle must be surrendered, or the 
squire will be hung,” was the brief message. 

“ Flag of truce!” promptly replied the daunt¬ 
less heroine. “Elisabeth Fitsgerald may get 
another husband; but Elisabeth Fitsgerald will 
never get another castle. I will not surren¬ 
der !” And the squire was hung. 

This Elisabeth Fitsgerald had a son, Robert. 
Nelly Derry’s mother and he had never been 
married. Nelly occupied the frequent anoma¬ 
lous position of such children, in Ireland, in 
her father’s household. While her mother 
lived, she exercised the authority of a daughter 
of the house, without receiving the education 
of one: was a plaything, to be petted like the 
beautiful hound, which was the next, in favor 
of her father's favorites, but bad no more 
rights than he. When her mother died, and 
Fitzgerald purposed to marry, he was anxious, 
of course, to sweep the Hall clean of any ves¬ 
tige of tlie old connection. Poor Nelly was 
fated to go with her mother’s birds, horses, 
and dogs. 

The house swarmed with retainers; Fits¬ 
gerald held the old Irish state of his ances¬ 
tors; there were cousins and aunts to the fifth 
degree; fox-hunting friends of the family, who 


had oeme to dine, and stayed for years; ser¬ 
vants of every grade, from the whipper-in to 
the hen-wife, and the odd dosen of “chore- 
boys,” all idle and all well-fed. For Nelly 
alone there most in future be neither room nor 
shelter. 

Fitsgerald sent to summon the girl into the 
great hall, where he sat smoking. Sir Jonah 
has left us a sketch of the apartment, into 
which two or three modern houses could be 
comfortably stowed, with its enormous fires, 
gangs of lounging dogs, decorations of gigantic 
wheat-ears, foxes’-tails, and wolves’-hesds, with 
badly spelled histories of the several hunts 
nailed below. One of Fitsgerald’s cronies and 
dependents, Lacy, was with him. 

<< What will you do with the girl, Fits?” he 
asked. 

“ Send her to a convent, as I ought to have 
done ten years ago. Her mother was a Catholic, 
poor wench.” 

“ I wish the news was broken to Nelly.” 

“I wish it was.” Fitsgerald fidgeted un¬ 
easily. Nelly bad his own temper and her 
mother’s also, a quite unnecessary addition. 

“ Here she is.” 

The door opened, and Nelly came tumbling 
in, chasing a wolf-hound. She had the high- 
colored, domineering beauty of the Fitzgeralds. 
She stood in front of the fire, looking at her 
father steadily, her blue eye meeting his as 
flint meets the steel. 

“ She has a suspicion of what you are going 
to say,” said Lacy, in Frenoh. 

“Do you know why I sent for you, Nell?” 

“ It isn’t hard to guess, Sir Robert. If my 
mother’s poor birds and dogs would anger your 
wife, it isn’t likely her daughter would be a 
welcome sight till her. I’ve been waiting to 
be sent after them this week an’ more.” Nelly 
had tho plaintive, low inflections of voice, as 
well as the brogue of the Corkonians. 

“I’m glad that you’re reasonable, child, and 
see tbe matter in the true light. Sit down.” 
Bnt Nelly chose to stand. She had her father 
at advantage, as she showed by the amused 
twinkle in her keen eye, which never loosened 
its hold on him. Sir Robert took snuff hastily, 
and brushed kis shirt-frill witli bis white hand, 
on which sparkled the Fitzgerald diamond, 
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noted among famous jewels. He was a wealthy j 
man, used to generous living of all kinds, which j 
made this thing, which he was forced to do, | 
appear the shabbier and more o^nqxi^uq tf | 
him. \ 

“I do not forget that you are my daughter. 
You shall be educated and receive the dowry 
of one. The only thing. I am compelled to deny 
you is the shelter of this roof; and God knows, 
Nell, it outs me'to the quick to do that,” with 
a sudden burtt of emotion^ 

“ Gh! no doubt. Sir Robert,” coolly. 44 What 
did ye intend to do wid me, for instance?” 

44 A convent in France, Pthought?” glancing 
uneasily from her to Lacy. “Netur Lyods there 
is a branch house of the Damee de Sacre 
Cceur-” 

“Isn’t it rather late to begin my education? 
I’m full-grown, as you see,” interrupted Nelly, 
drawing herself to her ftill height, mad throw¬ 
ing back her broad, white shoulders. “When 
it is finished, what’s to be dotre wid me, then? 
Will ye bring me home as Miss Hi tags raid, and 
present mo till her ladyship?”. 

-“She has you there, Fits,” laughed Lacy, 
kicking k falling log back into the fire. “it’s 
not a baby, but a woman, you have on your 
hands.” 

“She's only sixteen;” said Fitzgerald, an¬ 
grily. “Her shrewd mother-wit will counter¬ 
balance the loss of time. After she has been 
with the sisters a few years,,if she manifests a 
vocation, for a religious life, perhaps—” 

“Is it a nnn yoii’d make of me?” cried 
Nelly, with a burst of laughter, iu which Lacy 
joined, Fitzgerald growing hotter and angrier. 
“There’s one difficulty in yerway,” she added, 
when she recovered breath, “that ye can hardly 
overcome.” 

“What's that, Nell?” demanded Lacy. 

“I’ll show you,” going hastily out of the 
room. When she came back there was a pink 
flush on her pretty cheeks, afad she led by the 
hand a fair-haired little man, with a scared, 
sheepish look, heightened comically by a east 
in one of his eyes. , 

“What has Babbit Jimmy to do with it?” 
said Fitzgerald, recognizing one of the dairy¬ 
man’s assistants, a fellow who had earned his 
soubriquet, as well as the contempt of the farm, 
by his apparent cowftrdioe. 

Nelly dropped a curtsey. “Make yer man¬ 
ners, Jimmy. Please, Sir Robert, he’s my hus¬ 
band.” 

Sir Robert answered by a volley of oaths. 
Here was a bitter pill for the pride of the Fitz¬ 
geralds. .Yet underneath hU rage itas a cer¬ 


tain sense of relief. The girl was, at least, 
disposed of. 

Nelly listened calmly until some of his objur¬ 
gations,fell on Jimmy. Then she stood between 
them, her eyes flashing dangerously. “I’ve 
married him, and 1 h>ve him. It’ll be the worse 
for them as harms him,” she said. “As for 
you, Sir Robert, I wash my hands of you, as 
you would have done of me* When you cotint 
over the incumbrances on your estate to your 
lady wife* you can leave out Nelly Derry.” 


CHAPTER II. 

Wbetkse owing to her strong common sense, 
or natural proclivity to plebeian life, NeHy slid 
down from her perilous high estate to the con¬ 
dition of a dairy-maid, with ease and apparent 
comfort to herself. She and Derry left the 
Fitzgerald estate, and obtained employment on 
a neighboring farm: NeHy as butter-woman, 
while Jimmy, in his slew, slouching way, drove 
and tended the cows. The only traces remain¬ 
ing of her insight into gentler breeding, was 
in t he neatness of her Jittle cabin, and the rare 
with which her only boy, Phil, was kept apart 
from the he*4e of liitU ruffians who swarmed 
to the priests’ hedge-school. Nelly herself was 
known as n quiet woman, with a pleasant werd 
for beasts as tor human beings. It was a com¬ 
mon saying that she bad lost the temper of the 
Fitzgeralds with their name. Her father had 
sent her money from time to time, which had 
been returned, without word or message. His 
wife, a gay English girl, bad once or twice 
driven past Derry’s cottage, in hopes of seeing 
the beautiful woman whom she bad dislodged 
from her borne, and whose pitiful story had 
touched her; but without success. Nelly, how¬ 
ever, sitting inside, had seen and recognized 
the low landau, with the thoroughbred grays, 
and the Fitzgerald crest upon the door. A 
boy, about'the age of her own son, was On the 
front seat, dressed in a gay suit of blue velvet. 
Nelly stooped to where Phil, in his patched 
corduroys, was whittling at some blocks, and 
strained him to her breast with dry, tearless 
sobs. But. not even to him did she utter a word 
of bitterness at haring lost her birthright. 

Derry came in and glanced shrewdly at her 
excited face. He bad passed the landau on the 
| road. “Be aisy, Nelly,’* he said, his usually 
> grave* timid manner a little elated. 44 Another 
| year an’ the boy shall look down on the Fit** 
gerhlds.” Nelly made no reply to this mys¬ 
terious threat other than by a significant 
j glance. But she rose f and went quietly baok 
\ to her work. 
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The next day Derry left the house, and did 
not return. To all inquiries of the neighbors 
Nelly gave the same answer: he had gone to 
the Kerry hills for cows. The women stared 
into her calm face, which, like their own, wore 
that impassive, inscrutable mask peculiar to 
the Irish race, aud asked no further questions. 
Many of their own husbands were missing at the 
same time, but they kept each their own secret. 

It was the beginning of that period whibh 
Sir Jonah dryly describes as “a sanguinary 
development of a democratic mania in Ire¬ 
land;” in other words, the dark and bloody 
days of the rebellion of ’98; a brief season, but 
one which for barbarism and horror can be 
rivaled in the annals of no Christian country. 

One evening, about two weeks after Derry’s 
disappearance, his wife, wrapped in a large 
cloak, which thoroughly disguised her, left the 
cottage and hurried down the road which led 
to the town of Wexford. The sun had not yet. 
set, and the warm light fell pleasantly upon 
the hedges and brilliant green of the grassy 
slopes, while the damp air drew a strong scent 
from the hawthorn trees and pink daisies under 
her feet. Children were playing in front of 
every cabin-door. An old fiddler had a crowd 
about him, singing Molly Bawn. Here went a 
pair of rcd-cheeked, barefooted lovers; there 
the squire jogged home leisurely on his brown 
nag. joking with one loiterer after another as 
he passed, and receiving as quick and sharp 
jokes as he gave. Nelly shivered as she looked 
about her. 

“And in a week they’ll be at each other’s 
throats. It’ll be blood instead of the red daisies 
under foot. It’s not worth it. Not even for 
Phil’s sake.” She stopped to pat a child on 
the head as she passed, looking at it with 
gloomy, foreboding eyes. She knew it by its 
face to be a Protestant. 

Nelly may have been an ambitious woman, 
but there was a deep current of tenderness in 
her, which made her bat a cowardly con¬ 
spirator. On reaching the town, she passed 
hurriedly through the back streets, and then 
began to saunter leisurely toward a low-built 
house, the upper part of which, painted a dull 
brown, bore the appearance of an ordinary 
dwelling-house, untenanted, as one of the win¬ 
dow-shutters showed, that was flapping to and 
fro, giving glimpses of a vacant room within. 
Below, in the cellar, a cobbler had set-up his 
shop, and with his bench drawn out to the 
light, drove his awl, and whistled to keep time, 
but with eager face, which strangely belled 
his tune. 

Vol. LIX_9 


Nelly stopped in front of him. 

“Can you tell me the tiihe o’ day, neighbor?” 
she said. 

The man shot a keen glance at her from 
under his grizzled brows. 

“It's late,” he said, shortly, pushing his awl 
again. 

“But it will be later,” she rejoined, hastily. 
“It’s a dark night, neighbor.” 

“It will be darker before day.” He rose 
when he had said this. Some quick sign 
passed between them; then he drew back and 
motioned her to go in, seating himself again 
and resuming his awl, and whistling with the 
same anxious, gloomy face. 

Nelly passed through the cheerful shop, in 
which a lamp was burning, into a closet half- 
filled with leather, all, curiously enough, new 
hides, from which no shoes had been cut. Press¬ 
ing against a row of shelves, they gave way, and 
revolving on a pivot, opened into a damp sub¬ 
terranean passage, down which she hurried, 
while the street-door closed behind her. Nelly 
seemed perfectly familiar with the windings of 
this passage. She came at last to another door, 
and reached a well-lighted room, in which 
three gentlemen were seated about a table. 
They rose at her entrance, one, a man of 
soldierly bearing, with a remarkably pallid, 
dark-lined countenance advancing to met her. 

She dropped her cloak. “ It is I, Col. Keogh.” 

“Miss Fitzgerald! Pardon mo. But I have 
not seen you since your marriage,” holding 
out his hand and scanning her with undis¬ 
sembled curiosity. 

Keogh was one of Fitzgerald’s old friends, 
among whom the fate of his beautiful daughter 
was yet a question of secret interest. Nelly 
returned his look with one of equal kindness. 
It was the first time for years that she had 
been thrown in contact with any of her father’s 
associates. The sight of Keogh w'akened old 
thoughts and emotions; they moved her more 
than she wished to confess even to herself. 

Keogh, perceiving this, turned aside and 
motioned to the other men to leave the room. 
Then he drew a chair forward for her. 

“No, I will stand.” She hesitated a moment. 
“You have seen Sir Robert lately?” 

“No. He has taken up arms against us. He 
commands a company of home guards near 
Wexford.” 

“He Was not. so violent, a partisan when I— 
when I knew him,” she said, bitterly. 

“His wife is a bigoted Protestant,” said 
Keogh, carelessly, stopping short when he 
marked the startling change in her face at his 
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words. “Forgive me. I did not remember 
how unpleasant the mention of that woman 
must be to you.” 

“No matter!” with badly assumed indiffer¬ 
ence. “Sir Robert, or his wife, are nothing 
to me. My business with you lies nearer 
home.” 

“Your husband? Ho is one of us, heart 
and soul. I have given him a position of trust.’ 

“You have found out what manner of man 
he is, then?” her eyes sparkling. “lie is 
reckoned for a coward and a fool by the 
neighbors.” 

“Very likely. They are apt to despise what 
they cannot understand. Derry attracted my 
attention as an exceptionally shrewd and finely- 
natured man, and I may say, for his oppor¬ 
tunities, scholarly, before I knew that he was 
your husband. He is a lineal descendant of 
the O’Mores, he tells me?” 

Nelly nodded. 

“And your mother was an O'Neill. Two of 
the royal lines are united in your son, then 
When we have our rights; when the Sasse- 
nachs are driven back, and the ancient owners 
of Ireland claim their own again, your boy will 
have a princely patrimony.'’ 

Nelly fixed her blue eyes upon him. Their 
keen, bard scrutiny was uncomfortable, and 
ill-bred, Keogh thought. But he met it with 
an honest face. 

“I’ve had my doubts,” she said, “whether 
this sort of talk was only meant to blind us or 
not. It seems fair enough. The O'Mores 
owned the hills to the west as far as the crow 
flies in a day’s journey. As Derry says, why 
should they not have their own again? And 
yet, when I think of cow-drivers and dairy- 
women as dukes and duchesses, it seems like 
the jabbering of crazy Poll. It seems more 
probable that we are but tools, which will be 
thrown aside urhen the work is done.” 

Keogh glanced impatiently at the papers on 
the table. The time, which he spent here, at 
the risk of his life, was too precious to be wasted 
in combating Nelly Derry’s arguments. And 
yet she was a shrewd, able woman, who might, 
if secured, be of great use as a spy. 

“I thought you were one with us,” he said, 
adding, dryly, “It is hardly worth while to 
combat your suspicions. The cause for which 
I and other Catholic gentlemen are risking 
fortune and life, is most likely to be one in 
which we at least are sincere.” 

If he thought, to touch her Irish generosity, 
he was mistaken. 

“I do not doubt your sincerity,” she said, 


coolly. “But when the ancient estates are 
conquered, and ready to be dealt out, is it the 
poor O’Neills iu the ranks, or the Col. Keoghs 
and Major Dalys, who will have the first choice? 

I camo to see my husband.” 

“You came to persuade him to leave us?” 

“Yes, Col. Keogh, I did,” boldly. “It’s I 
that have the coward’s heart in me. Death’s 
sure for them as strikes first. I can’t give him 
up, even if all you promise were sure for my 
boy. Derry’s all I have—him and Phil.” 

Keogh saw the tears in her eyes, and sup¬ 
pressed the angry answer on his lips. 

He led the way to another door. “You will 
not succeed,” he said, quietly. “You will find 
him within,” and seated himself to his'writing 
when she was gone. 

It was an hour before she returned, accom¬ 
panied by Derry. She passed, with a silent 
inclination of tho head to the colonel, and dis¬ 
appeared through the secret door. 

“Do. j*ry!” 

The little man faced tho colonel with an 
aw’kward attempt at a military salute. “Your 
wife did not induce you to leave us?” said 
Keogh, without looking up from his writing. 

“No, sir.” 

“I thought she would not.” 

Derry stood hesitating a moment, and then 
came up. The emotion must be deep which 
would move the little man to unchallenged 
speech. Keogh looked up curiously. 

“I never run agen Nelly afore, sir. But I 
doubt I’m right in this case.” 

“Of course you are right.” 

“Though it’s not,” persisted Derry, “for the 
cause ov ‘ould Ireland,’ as wid the other boys, 
I’ll confess that to yees. It’s for Phil. I nevor 
did anything for the boy. His mother’s kerried 
both him and mo on her shouthers. But if I 
can get the choild back the land of liis fore¬ 
fathers, by giving my poor life, I think I ought 
to do it. Nelly’s wrong.” 

“I am glad you are so firm, Derry. The heir 
of the O’Mores and O’Neills ought to be one of 
the nobles of the new kingdom.” 

Derry bowed, and went out without answer¬ 
ing. Major Karr, who had entered, and stood 
listening to the conversation, shrugged his 
shoulders and laughed. 

“The poor, little wretch,” he said, “struts 
off to death with the bearing of a dozen Irish 
kings. Every turf-cutter among them has royal 
blood in hi? veins, and means to wear straw¬ 
berry leaves at least.” 

But Keogh did not smile. 

“There are times when I feel tempted to 
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throw the whole affair up, Karr,” he said, 
gloomily. 

“ Wlint do you mean?” 

“I know Derry and his like must be used as 
tools. Their blood is necessary to the cause. 
But 1 feel it on my hands. When I see a poor 
follow, like that, who might have lived con* 
tcntedly with .his pig and potatoes to the end 
Df his life, going to d^ath with this chatter of 
princely inheritance, 1 feel liko a murderer.” 

“ Bah! Do you not believe the ancient cst ates 
will be restored?” 

“To Derry? To the turf-cutters?” looking 
shrewdly into Karr's face. 

But the major only laughed and shrugged 
his shoulders again. 


CHAPTER III. 

WkXFOttD had been taken by the robels under 
Keogh, and retaken with terrible loss. The 
battle of Ross was over: a fragment of the 
rebel forces were in hiding among the hills; 
but the larger part had been taken, and in 
many instances handed over to the local 
authorities to deal with. What that dealing 
was, it is, perhaps, as well not to inquire too 
closely. Vengeance and sudden power have 
converted men of every religious belief into 
the semblance of wild beasts’. The historians 
of the Irish rebellion give dark hints of pri¬ 
soners burned, starved, and put to tortures, 
compared with which death was merciful. 

Toward the close of an autumn day, Nelly 
Derry came down the road and entered her 
cabin. Phil lny asleep on the bed. 

“What have you heard, asthori?” said a 
young girl, springing up from where she had 
been crouched over the low fire, waiting; then 
noticing how dry and white were the woman’s 
lips, she brought her a cup of water. “You’ve 
seen him?” 

“No. I’ve not seen him,” pushing the cup 
back, and speaking in a loud, discordant tone, 
more terrible than any cries or sobs. “There 
were a hundred croppies,” she went on, 
“roasted alive in a barn below Enniscortt; 
but Derry was not among them. There’s pits 
beyont Wexford where the dead bodies are 
thrown, without a prayer or a priest. They 
are full to the tops. I stood on the turf over 
them, and it gave to my feet. Rut somethin* 
told me Derry was not there.” 

Honor took both the cold hands in hers. 
“ Fve heard of him, Nelly,” she said. “ There’s 
a lot of prisoners just brought into thrown 
beyont. Murphy saw Derry among them,” she 
stopped. 


The two women looked eich other breath¬ 
lessly in the eyes; then Honor nodded. “No, 
there’s no chance. It’s bangin’ it’s to be. To¬ 
morrow at noon.” 

For a few minutes, Nelly sat still. She gave 
vent to none of the wild outbreak of cries and 
groans, by which Irish natbre ordinarily re¬ 
lieves itself. But now and ^hen she turned to 
the pallet where Phil lay sleeping. The kitchen 
was dimly lighted by a low pfat fire; the wind 
was rising without, and waved the bit of win¬ 
dow-curtain drearily to and fro. The clock 
struck the hour. It was the time when Derry 
had been accustomed to come home, thumping 
with his whip on the wall, and shouting, “Sup¬ 
per, Nelly.” Would ho never come again? 
Never? 

There were his new brognns swinging on the 
wall. By to-morrow the feet that should fill 
them would be cold and stiff- 

“What are ye going to do, acushla?” said 
Honor, at last. 

But Nelly did not answer. She went on 
dragging Phil up and tying on his cap. Then, 
taking him by the hand, she went out. Honor 
followed, sobbing. But she could not keep up 
with the swift, steady pace of the other woman, 
who, stern and dumb, passed down the road, 
and was soon lost in the night. 

The great hall at Fitzgerald Castle was bril¬ 
liantly lighted that night. Sir Robert and his 
wife were vehement loyalists, and rejoiced in 
the final defeat of the rebel troops. Sir Robert 
did it with especial fervor, as he was one of 
the most obnoxious landlords bf the district, 
and had lived in daily peril of both life and 
estate for the last year. 

He was seated by the great firc^ which threw 
his soldierly face and grizzled hair into strong 
relief. His wife, a delicate blonde, in a pearl- 
grny silk, with heavy falls of lace about it, 
stood facing him, playing with a grnyhound, 
and made an oddly contrasting picture to him. 

“By next month the country will have sunk 
to its usual quiet,” he said. “I’m glad to see 
that the government is showing no hesitation 
in sweeping this turbulent element out of it. 
It is wisely done. Mercy is criminal in this 
case.” 

Lady Fitigerald, who faced the door, sud¬ 
denly started with a gesture of alarm. “Sir 
Robert!” she cried, “Sir Robert!” 

Sir Robert had barely time to vise, when a 
woman, young and beautiful, with a deatlily 
pallor on her face, came silently up the hall, 
holding a child in her arms, and stood before 
him. 
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“Good God! elly!’* he cried. Then, re¬ 
covering himself'with his usual tact, he added, 
hastily, “Lady Fitzgerald, this is my daughter. 
You have heard her stcry.” 

The delicate little lady held out her hand, 
with a ready smile. Her curiosity was grati¬ 
fied, and she had^really none of the ill-will to 
poor Nelly, whiefi would seem not unnatural 
to us. Such children were ordinary parts of 
the social systeti, in the upper ranks of Ire¬ 
land, in those loose days. 

But Nelly did. not see her. “Only one thing 
could have brought me under your roof again,” 
she said. “My husband is to die to-morrow. 
I thought you,could save him.” With the first 
attempt at speech she began to break down. 
“I—I did not know where else to^go,” looking 
uncertainly from side to side. 

“So Derry is one of the rebel prisoners, 
eh?” said Sir Robert, roughly. “Then you 
must know that there’s no hopo for him. If 
you don’t, it’s kindest to tell you so, at once. 
The croppies have acted like beasts, and gov¬ 
ernment will give them the punishment of 
beasts. Men, and even women, suspected of 
treason, were whipped to-day in Wexford, to 
force them to confession, until some of them 
died under thVfkeh. There is no possible 
chance for a man taken with arms in his 
hands.” 

“It was for Phil,” thrusting the boy for¬ 
ward. “Derry had no ill-will to the Protest¬ 
ants. He only wanted back the O’Neill estates 
for the boy. For my boy, father .” 

Out of her desperate pain the old love of her 
childhood asserted itself. But the boy, whom 
she held up so pathetically, was, unfortunately, 
very like its father, whom Sir Robert only 
knew as Rabbit Jimmy. 

He drew back. “I can do nothing for you, 
v Nelly,” he said, “more than to offer } f ou a 
home,” with a quick glance at his wife, “after 
this—this unfortunate affair is over.” 

Nelly did not stem to hear him. “The lord- 
lieutenant is in Wexford, they tell me,” she 
said, eagerly. ‘'You could apply to him.” 

“I have no influence with Lord Camden,” 
he replied, coldly; “and even if I had, and 
cliose to use it, it would fail. Come here.” 

He led her to the window, and drew aside 
the curtain. 

Over the gates of the town, raised on spikes, 
three ghastly heads looked down in the cold 
moonlight. One, ashy pale, but undiscolored, 
as though moulded of wax, Nelly knew. She 
drew back from the window with & cry of 
terror and grief. 


“Yes, it’s Keogh,” said Sir Robert. “He 
was a personal friend of Lord Camden’s. But 
there he is, you see. Now you can judge how 
much chance of pardon there is for your hus¬ 
band.” 

Nelly stood motionless, for one brief moment, 
in which she seemed to comprehend the hope¬ 
lessness of her position. Then she turned, and 
without a word, went swiftly toward the door. 

“Nelly,” Sir Robert cried. “Child! She 
must not go,” turning -to his wife, “homeless 
and disgraced, to wander about the country. 
She is my daughter.” 

He followed and took her by the arm: 
“Come back,” he said, passionately. “You 
have my blood in your veins. Have done with 
your infatuation for this wretched boor. Let 
him go to his own fate and phice. I will give 
you and your child ease and affluence while 
you live, if you will come back. I would have 
done it long ago.” 

She shook him off without a word, as though 
some unclean animal had touched her. 

“Come, Phil,” she said. 

She was gone as suddenly as she had come. 

Fitzgerald started to follow her, and then 
turned back with a “Humph!” and shrug of 
the shoulders. “Sho can reap as she has 
sown,” he muttered. “There’s no use of 
trying to root out the plebeian instincts: her 
mother’s blood will tell. And it would be 
cursedly disagreeable to have her and Lady 
Fitzgerald und^r the same roof.” 

Nelly went down the dark row of birch-trees 
to the gate, half-dazed, a blinding, phj'sical 
pain in her eyes, and a choking in her breast. 
She put her hand upon the latch, when a soft 
grasp was laid on her arm. 

“Nelly!” 

“Who are you?” scanning the small, white 
figure that stopped the way. 

“I am your father’s wife,” was the answer. 

“You’ve come, too, to tell me,” said Nelly, 
with curious calmness, “that the Fitzgerald 
blood was in my veins, and that I,should throw 
off the wretched boor that I have married? I 
tell you, woman, that the poor, little, cow- 
driver, James Derry, has notions of honor, 
and of faith to his wife and boy, that never 
were known to a Fitzgerald. I know my hus¬ 
band, and I know, that, little, and weak, and 
ignorant as he is, he is a man, nobler and 
higher than any of the men who sat in judg¬ 
ment on him yesterday.” 

“No, dear Nelly, I came to give you no 
8\ich foolish advice. I have an idea, though, 
how we might save James.” 
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The gentle, cheerful voice acted on poor 
Nelly like a charm. She caught Lady Fitz¬ 
gerald's hand in hers and crushed it with the 
strength of her grip. Lady Fitzgerald bore it 
without wincing. 

“Lord Camden is in Wexford. So is his 
wife. Go to lier yourself to-night,” said Lady 
Fitzgerald. 

Nelly was dumb and motionless for a mo¬ 
ment; then she Jet her hand fall. “God put 
that in your head,” she said. “A woman will 
surely feel for a woman.” 


CHAPTER IV. 

“You should not have admitted the woman. 
You have taken an unwarrantable liberty, 
Rose.” 

Lady Camden's voice, alwavs gentle and 
cold, was i ot raised a half note, as she said 
this. But the maid, *»hcc? hoart had been full 
of pity for Nelly a moment ago, was strange*,? 
terrified by it, and as if by magic became piti¬ 
less as her mistress. 

“Come out of this,” she said, seizing Nelly 
roughly by the arm. “You’ve ruined me with 
your tears and talk. What business had you 
to ask to see her ladyship at this time of night ? 
And in this room, too?” 

But Nelly stood quietly. She had seen her 
husband’s face, dead and white, before her all 
the night. The chance of this minute, desper¬ 
ate as it was, was the last hope. 

Between her and the terrible fate she faced, 
those women were of no more import than 
the dead leaves blown across her path. She 
came closer to the lady who stood under the 
light. Afterward she remembered her deli¬ 
cate, sharply-cut features, the sweep of her 
velvet robe, the glitter of rings on her white 
band. 

“As I an* here,” she said, “I will not go 
until you hear me. I waited until you would 
be alone. Your woman told me that, you came 
to this room to see your child before you slept. 
It will be but a moment’s discomfort to you— 
but it is more than life to me.” 

If she had spoken passionately, Lady Cam¬ 
den would have left the room: she had an in¬ 
nate horror of anything dramatic. But the 
steady CAlmness of Nelly’s voice attracted her. 
Her eye ran critically over the tall figure and 
clear-cut face, as over a picture which pleased 
her. 

The woman was one of her own kind. She 
spoke to her, not as to an inferior'order of 
creation, as she did to her maid, but with the 


quiet, cheerful air, with which she would, dis¬ 
cuss a matter of business with an equal. 

“ Your husband, Rose tells me, is one of the 
men taken in arms, and to be executed to-mor¬ 
row? It is of no use for you to come here. 
You but distress yourself and me. The insur¬ 
rection must be put down at once, and with a 
strong hand. Justice must ignore all claims 
of individuals. I have no disposition to ren¬ 
der Lord Camden’s treatment of it more mer¬ 
ciful, even if I had the power. Rose, you can 
take her away, and see that she is cared for 
to-night, unless you have something more to 
any to me,” with a courteous bow. “No ap¬ 
peals, remember.” 

If there had been one trace of womanly feel¬ 
ing in Lady Camden’s voice, Nelly would have 
broken down. But the heartless civility froze 

her blnnU 

“You are but a woman, and so am I,” she 
said, steadily. “It has so chanced that God 
ha? pnt mv husband’s life into your hands, 
and He is waiting to know what you will do 
with it.” 

A smile flickered over Lady Camden’s lips. 

“ I must be allowed to judge of my own re¬ 
sponsibility, my good woman,” she said, mo¬ 
tioning Rose to op^n the door. 

Nelly turned, without a word, but at the 
door she staggered and eftnk heavily against 
the wall. Phil fell to the ground. 

“She has fainted. Attend to her, Rose.” 
said Lady Camden. Then, stepping hastily 
forward, she lifted Phil herself. “Wliht a 
benutiful boy!” she said, eagerly. There was 
one vein of human feeling in Lady Cnrpden, 
people said, and it wa9 her love for her own 
child. “Not unlike George. What is the 
matter, my little fellow?” stroking back the 
curly, black hair. If it had been lank, or a 
tow-color, she would have dropped him in all 
probability without a thought. 

“Do you—do you miss your father, child?” 
a curious doubt on her face. 

If Phil had answered her in his brogue, the 
doubt would have deepened into disgust. But, 
fortunately, another voice, the dearest in all 
the world to her, broke the silence. Her own 
boy crept out of his crib in an adjoining room, 
and ran up to her in his white night-gown. 
He was a pale, sickly child, with a projecting 
forehead. 

“I heard it all, mamma,” he said. “Give 
him his father’s life.” 

“These are things yon do not understand, 
my son. Go back to bed.” 

“Give me the man’s life, mamma,” he per- 


Digitized by LnOOQLe 




148 


THE DYING WIPE. 


stated. “It’s only a croppy. Wouldn’t you 
please me in this little thing?” 

She rose, flushed and angry. But the child 
held on obstinately to her gown. 

“His father is the same to him as mine to 
me. If it was I-” 

With her boy, the cold, hard Lady Camden 
was the weakest and silliest of women. All her 
household knew that. The child began to shiver 
nervously, took Phil by the hand, and stroked 
it. “I’d like to think I’d saved one man from 
the gallows,” he said, with bta queer, grave 
look, as though he had been a man of sixty, or 
more. 

“You shall think it, George,” said his mother, 
hastily, and then, as if excusing herself to her¬ 
self, “it is too noble an instinct in a child to 
crush, even if it be mistaken.” She crossed the 
room to Nolly, who stood, half stupefied, still. 
“My son will intercede with his father on your 
behalf,” she said. “I think I can promise you 
your husband’s life. But it must only bo on 
condition that you leave Ireland in twenty-four 
hours. No! No thanks.” 

As she passed out of the room, with her son, 
the latter took Phil’s hand in his. “Good- 
by,” ho said. 

“Good-by, George,” said Phil, simply. “I 
like you.” 

Lady Camden looked down and smiled. But 
there were tears in her eyes. 

An hour afterward, the door of the room 


where Nelly waited was oponed, and a little, 
meek-looking man came in. 

“Jamie!” she cried. 

“I’m a free man, child!” as ho caught her 
in his arms. “Where’s the boy?” 

Every year alter that Lady Camden re¬ 
ceived an oddly-packed box for her son from 
America. Sometimes there were fruits and 
seeds, sometimes specimens of woods or ores: 
trifles in themselves, yet things which wero 
novel to her, and all designed to givo her a 
tangiblo idea of tho New World. There was 
never any dato or namo accompanying the 
queer present, but it always reached George 
on tho anniversary of the day when ho had 
given Derry his freedom. 

About forty years later, George, then Lord 
Camden, visited the States, to try tho buffalo 
shooting. At St. Louis, he was the guest of 
one of tho great iron merchants, whose cstato 
lay outside of tho city, a princely sweep of 
prairie-land. 

On tho first day of his arrival he drovo out 
with his host, a grave, white-haired man. 

“This is scenery such as I have never seen,” 
said Lord Camden. “I confess there is nothing 
in England or Ireland that I like as well.” 

“Yet you gave it to me,” answered the man, 
with a curiously significant smile. “It is hero 
that we have found tho ancient estates of the 
O’Neills.” 

It was Nelly Derry's husband who spoke. 


THE DYING WIFE. 

BT ANNIE MARVELL. 


“TaiY tell me I am dying, John, 

So come beside my bed. 

And kiss me, ah yon used to do, 

Ere youth and bloom had fled; 

And 1 will nay what many a year, 

I’ve longed so much to say, 

But never had the courage, John, 

Until this dying day. 

** Yon did not see that I was tasked 
So far beyond my might; 

I faded young, and daily grew 
Leas lovoly in your sight. 

And it was hard to witch myself 
Grow old almost in youth, 

Whilo you were young and comely still— 
It was a bitter truth. 

“They say that I was fair, John, 

When rang tho marriage-bell; 

My faco beneath the bridal veil. 

It pleased your eyes right well. 


But when the funeral-bell is tolled, 
My poor, white, coffined faco 

Of fairness, that i m:e won your love, 
Will show but feeble trace. 

“My little ones! my little ones! 

Oh, death! this is thy stixg! 

To die, and know not what to them 
The coming years may bring! 

But God, who doeth all tliiugs well, 
Hears e’en the raven's call. 

With Him I leave my little ones, 

And lie Is over all! 

“ My little, tender, helpless lambs— 
Oh, John, I love them so! 

Be gentle with them for my eako, 
When I am lying low. 

Yonr cheeks with tears are wet, John, 
Now kiss me ere I die; 

Tre always, always loved you, John, 
God bless you, dear—good-by I” 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A sudden burst of sunshine had come in on 
the Laurence family, brightening the darkness 
around them. It glinted through the white 
curtains, where they floated over the window, 
like sifted snow, as tho morning dawned upon 
them. At daylight every one was astir and 
full of cheerful activity; the cloud, which had 
so long hung blackly over them, had turned 
its silver lining, and the very edge seemed 
radiant. Tho boy was up earliest of all, build¬ 
ing a fire in the stove, and making ready for 
his mother to como down, lie was singing to 
himself all tho time, Vvhilo a bright tin tea¬ 
kettle kept up a soft murmuring accompani¬ 
ment, and softened the air with its vapory 
steam. 

Then the good housewife came down, pale, 
gaunt, but unconsciously smiling, and Eva fol¬ 
lowed, supporting Ruth with both arms, until 
the invalid dropped into a chair, and drew a 
long breath of exquisite satisfaction, as she 
looked thankfully over the little table her 
mother’s deft hands had spread. 

There was no prodigal display at this cheer¬ 
ful meal; but to sit once more at a table, even 
sparsely spread, was a delight to the whole 
family. So thankful smiles dawned softly on 
those wan faces, and pleasant looks were cast 
through the window, when Mrs. Smith parted 
the purple morning-glories with her two hands, 
and called out in a kind, cheery voice, 

“Well, good folks, how do you find your¬ 
selves this morning?” 

Little Jim gave a leap from his seat, opened 
the door, and let in Mrs. Smith, with a gush of 
fresh air, that seemed to set all the morning- 
glory bells to trembling with delight, as they 
peeped into the room and tossed drops of dew 
over the window-sill. 

“There, now, that’s something like!” said 
the dame, gloating over the scene as if every 
living soul at the table were her own especial 
property. “Mercy on us! how we have nil 
chirked up since last night. Well, Jimmy, 
what about the eoal?” 

“Oh! I’m on hand!” answered the boy. 


pushing up the sleeves of his jacket. “That 
beef-steak has made me tough as an onk-Unot 
and springy as a steel-trap. Just show me the 
thing that is to be done, and see if I don’t do 
it.” 

The good dame regarded the delicate child 
with infinite compassion, as ho made his little 
boast. 

“Yes, yes,” she said, “you shall do anything 
you want to by-and-by, when good living has 
toughened you up. But just now we must give 
you light jobs, such as carrying home single 
parcels, and helping a little back of the coun¬ 
ter, maybe, now and then—but you mightn’t 
like that?” 

“Liko what? Why, Mrs. Smith, I’m just in 
for liking anything!” 

“But then you are so manly, and this is 
girls’ work.” 

A flush of scarlet came over that brightVace, 
but it passed away in an instant; and, holding 
up his arms, James asked the good woman if 
those hands and wrists wero not slender and 
white as any girl’s. At which she laughed till 
her sides shook, and declared that, boy or girl, 
he was as splendid a little fellow as the sun 
ever shone on; and if Mrs. Laurence felt as if 
she could spare him, he might come pp to the 
grocery, and when there was no light jobs for 
him to do, there was the cradle to rock, and 
the baby to tend up stairs. 

Again the hot scarlet swept its v&y to the 
lad’s face, and a choking sense of shame rose 
to his throat; but he conquered the rebellious 
feeling like a hero, and protested, half crying, 
when he meant to laugh, that tending a baby 
must be prime fun, and rocking a cradle like 
rowing a boat. Just what he had wanted to 
do all his life. Besides, Mrs. Smith’s babies 
were such first-class youug ones, he wondered 
that any girl could be strong enough to hold 
’em. 

“Then it’s all settled, Jimmy, dear!” ex¬ 
claimed the good wife. “Smith couldn’t make 
much of an opening for a little chap as had got 
to learn the business before he could be of any 
use; so Kate Gorman and I thought how handy 
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it would be to have Borne one about the baby 
now and then, just for that, and running the 
fancy errands, as I call them; for John Smith 
don’t like lazy people about him, and we 
mustn’t eat the bread of idleness, you know, 
James.” 

“ I want to earn every mouthful of bread I 
eat,” said the boy, bravely, “and enough for 
others, too. If you’ll set me to washing dishes 
and peeling potatoes, I’ll try and do it well. 
See if I don’t.” 

“ Come along, then,” cried the woman, taking 
hi9 hand with a firm clasp. “You’re willing, 
Mrs. Laurence?” 

The poor, pale mother turned wistfully to 
her boy, who looked her firmly in the eyes, 
and smiled as if rocking cradles and tending 
babies were the great aim and glory of his 
young life. 

“It will be in the house, and—and you’ll be 
a mother to him, Mrs. Smith?” 

“Won’t I?” answered the dame. 

“And you will let him come home some¬ 
times?” 

“Every night of his life, and three times a 
day, if you want him. Goodness gracious! you 
don’t expect that we intend to work a little 
fellow like that every hour in the twenty-four. 
I didn’t come here like a highway robber to 
run off with your son, and piake a white slave 
of him; but just to give him what he seems to 
want, something to do, and something to eat.” 

“And I’m in a hurry to begin,” said James, 
piling up his school-books on a set of hanging- 
shelves over the fire-place, and resolutely sup¬ 
pressing a big sigh that rose to his lips. 
“Perhaps the coal would have been too much 
for me. At any rate, I can do the other. But 
I say, Mrs. Smith ?” 

“ Well, Jimmy. Just thought of something, I 
see.” 

“Can I sleep at home? Ruth there is awful 
timid, and is sure to lie awake without a man 
in the house. Besides, mother, who has always 
been used to it, and Eva, who likes to have me 
about.” 

“Indeed, I do, darling!” cried Eva, kissing 
the bright, young face; and turning to Mrs. 
Smith, she said, tenderly, “He does seem to 
be a protection, and we all love him so.” 

“Of course, you do! He’s just the lovingest 
little shaver in the world! I only hope that 
John Smith, junior, will be up to his mark, 
which I think he will, being bright as a new 
dollar, if sich things are in these grecnbacky 
days. As for sleeping at home, I never had 
any other idea. Now, come away, Jimmy, or 


something else will turn up; and my time is 
short, having left Kate Gorman tending Jeru- 
sha Maria, and breakfast on the table, which 
Smith won’t touch a mouthful of till I am 
there to cut up and pour out, being of that 
loving nature—though he does, sometimes, 
cut up a little rusty with customers. Come, 
Jimmy.” 

James pulled down his sleeves, and put on 
his cap, after which he kissed liis'mothcr and 
sisters with clinging affection, ns if he were 
starting on a whaling voyage, and marched 
off to the grocery, side by side with Mrs. 
Smith, who stopped in the store long enough 
to fill his pockets with nuts and raisins. Then 
she took him up stairs, and laid the baby she 
called Jerusha Maria into his arms, and taught 
him, with brief scolding, how to arrange his 
knees, so that the little curly head and the 
feet, in their tiny worsted socks, should not 
come too closely together, while the rest of 
that plump body dropped through, and was 
ignominiously doubled up, which happened, 1 
am ashamed to say, more than was proper 
during the first half-hour of the lad's promo¬ 
tion. 

At these times Mrs. Smith would turn very 
red, and wonder if she had done quite wisely 
in the first outburst of her warm-hearted 
charity. While Kate Gorman paused in her 
work now and then to shake out the child's 
long skirts and settle her comfortable, where 
she could bury her chilly hands in the boy’s 
hair, and enjoy herself with a vigorous pull 
now and then, all of which James Laurence 
endured with the smiling stoicism of a young 
Indian. 


CHAPTER Y. 

Eva Laurence was radiant thnt day when 
she entered the wareroom, which scarcely 
seemed to her like a place of toil. For the 
first time in weeks she had left a really cheer¬ 
ful home. The few days which lay between 
her and the time when her first wages would 
be paid were bridged over, and she no longer 
trembled with a wild fear of starvation for 
those she loved. Trouble might come, but no¬ 
thing quite so dreadful as that. The heroism 
of her little brother had worked marvels, for 
which her heart swelled with tender gratitude. 

The young man, who wore that^oft, amber 
beard, was struck by her brilliant color, and 
deigned, in a careless way, to compliment 
her upon it as she passed him, which she 
scarcely noticed, being so occupied with plea¬ 
sant thoughts, that his condescension passed 
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unheeded; but when Harold came up, she | 
reached forth both hands, and, looking in his 
earnest face, said, ] 

“Good-morning! What a lovely day it is!” j 

“ Yes, very lovely—-a great change,” he mur¬ 
mured, pressing her hands one instant; then 
dropping them with a gentle sigh. 

“Yesterday was so gloomy,” she said; “but 
this-” 

She broke off with a faint laugh, for the sky 
was, in fact, clouded; and she remembered the 
floods of silvery light that had come through 
the windows the day before, mocking her 
anxiety, and turning her heart sick with a 
thought of the dear ones at home. 

Harold looked at her a 'moment in a grave, 
questioning way. He had seen the young clerk 
address her, and gave the smile on her lip, and 
the glow in her cheek, an interpretation that 
made his own greeting constrained and cold. 
Eva did not heed this either, the warmth at 
her heart was not to bo chilled by a cold 
glance just then, even from the man who had 
been kindest to her. She went to a mirror, 
in which customers were expected to admire 
themselves, and stood before it smoothing her 
hair, graceful as a bird, and quite as uncon¬ 
scious of her own beauty. 

Just then a party came into the show-room, 
and Harold turned his attention on them, while 
Eva stole away from the mirror, and stood 
ready to be called, without one trace of the 
shrinking pride which had made her so sensi¬ 
tive the day before. 

The lady, who soon required her attention, 
was a stout, heavy-featured dame, arrayed in 
costly silk, flounced, looped, and puffed, until 
the rich material was lost in a confusion of 
trimmings, which fluttered, like the plumage 
of an angry bird, as she walked. 

Up and down the vast show-room this person 
walked, touching first one article, then another, 
with a heavy hand, so tightly incased in canary 
kid-gloves, that the delicate fabric seemed ready 
to burst at each incautious movement of tho im¬ 
prisoned fingers. Now and then she would toss 
the fabric aside with a scornful sniff of a nose 
that in its own nature turned disdainfully up¬ 
ward, and ask the obsequious clerk if he had 
nothing better than that, to show a lady who 
did not stand on prices, but must have the best 
of everything, when she went a shopping. What 
would she please to look at, indeed? Why just 
what happened to take her fancy; as for want¬ 
ing anything particular, she was a long way 
beyond that. If the young man had anything 
▼ery rtcherche, and out of the common, she didn’t 


mind looking at it; but, goodness gracious! 
Who was that young woman? Here the new 
customer lifted both hands, and parted her 
lips with an expression of growing amazement, 
while her small eyes, deepening from pewter 
to a dull lead color, were fastened on Eva 
Laurence. 

“That young lady,” answered the clerk, “is 
Miss Laurence, just engaged You are not the 
first person who has been struck with her good 
looks. Haven’t a more genteel girl iu the 
establishment.” 

The customer dropped her hands, and turn¬ 
ing abruptly from the clerk, walked to the 
stair-case, where an elderly man stood waiting 
for her with the patient indifference of a per¬ 
son impressed into service in which he took 
no interest, 

“Herman! Herman Ross!” sho exclaimed, 
in a coarse, eager voice, “conic here this 
minute and see for yourself. Did you ever in 
your born days! Look there!” 

Eva was standing at a far-off counter, look¬ 
ing thoughtfully into the distance, with that 
soft, happy smile brightening her whole face, 
as the full light from a neighboring window 
fell upon it. 

The man paused as he saw tho face, and 
shaking off tho eager hold which his com¬ 
panion had fastened on his arm, drew back 
with a sudden recoil. 

“What is this? What, does it all mean?” he 
demanded, turning white, and looking forward 
with a wild stare. It is twenty years. I cannot 
go back to that, but—but—bo quiet! Leave 
me alone, I must speak to her!” 

The man walked forward unsteadily, and, 
like one impelled to an action against his own 
consciousness, until ho came close to Eva, but 
with such noiseless action that she did not 
heed him. 

“Will you tell me your name?” 

Eva started. The voice that addressed her 
was so low and hoarse that surprise became 
almost terror in her. 

“My name? My—my name? Did you ask 
that?” 

“Yes—yes!” 

Eva turned her eyes on the white face which 
was reading hers with such pathetic earnest¬ 
ness, and all the angry surprise his abrupt 
address lmd kindled, died out under the sad 
penetration of those dark eyes. 

“My name is Laurence—Eva Laurence,” she 
answered, with gentle courtesy. “Pray, why 
do you care to know?” t i*o. 
i “I can scarcely tell you, yqung lady. Excuse 
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me, there must be some mistake. Laureuce— 
did you say Laurence?” 

“That is my name.” 

“And your father?” 

“My father is dead,” answered the girl, 
with a flush upon her drooping eyelids, under 
which quick tears were springing. 

“Dead? But your mother?” 

“She is living.” 

“ Ah! But have you other relatives—brothers, 
sisters, perhaps?” 

“Yes, I have a brother and one sister.” 

“Like you? Is she beautiful, like you?” 

“I do not think any one could think of me, 
looking ut her,” answered Eva, speaking her 
honest conviction. 

“1 should like to seo your sister and your 
mutlidr,” said the man. “Might I? Would it 
be unpardonable if I called on them?” 

“I do not know, we have seen few people 
since my father was killed.” 

“Killed, did you say? Killed?” 

“Yes,” answered Eva, almost in a whisper; 
“he was shot down in the street by a man he 
was arresting.” 

“Shot down! That was terrible! Forgive 
me, young lady, if I have made ycu cry. 
Nothing was farther front my thoughts.” 

The fctuit, woman who had brought on this 
conver?a ion, came up now, her face beaming 
with muk curiosity, and her dress fluttering 
ominously. 

“Well, Herman, don’t you think I have been 
kept in the background long enough ? One gets 
out of patienco, Miss, especially when oqq is 
used to being studied and waited on by no end 
of servants, and such like. Now, if you’ll just 
look out of the window, you’ll find my footman 
watching the front entrance like a cat, with one 
hand on the carriage-door; for he knows well 
enough tliere’d be a high breeze if I was kept 
waiting a single minute; so you mustn’t wonder 
if I am just a trifle hard on shopkeepers—I 
always keep them on the jump. Would you 
mind just stepping over among the lace-shawls, 
they tell me you’re hired to show such things 
off, and I might take one, if they’ve got some¬ 
thing a little superber than the shawl Mrs. 
Lambert just brought from Europe. She sits 
right before mo in church, you know, and 
wears it just to aggravate me. Every time I 
kneel down, that eternal pattern of morning- 
glory vines, creeping over her shoulder, is be¬ 
fore my eyes, daring me to get anything like 
it, if I can, for love or money. I’m expected 
to feel meek antj. humble all the same. It isn’t 
in human nature!.'* That woman and I can’t be 


l members of the same church if she keeps this 
thing up. One’s moral character won’t stand 
such strains, kneeling at the same altar with a 
woman that wears a fifteen-hundred dollar lace- 
shawl, and mine only a thousand, and Carter 
fairly wullowing in greenbacks, is more than 
I can stand.” 

Eva listened till her amused smile deepened 
into a laugh, which the man heard with a thrill 
of recollection that made the blood stir like old 
wine in his heart. 

“Oh! if you want a fifteen-hundred dollar 
shawl, it is an eusy thing to get. Shall I go 
with you to the lace-counter?” 

“But it must have a morning glory vine 
running through it' leaves and bells like hers, 
only more of ’em. I’m resolved that our church 
shall see no more costly shawl than Richard 
Carter’s lady wears, while it sends up a steeple. 
Now just tell that young man to show us the 
very best he’s got. Nothing less than fifteen 
hundred, understand.” 

The light-haired clerk heard all this con¬ 
versation, and followed the party up to the 
lace-countor, where he became very officious 
in exhibiting shawls, to which he affixed enor¬ 
mous prices with a solemn gravity of counte¬ 
nance that impressed Mrs. Richard Carter 
greatly, and helped her to fix upon a beautiful 
fabric, certainly, but one she would not have 
deigned to purchase at its real value, which 
was just five hundred dollars less than the de¬ 
pletion of that huge roll of greenbacks, with 
which the good lady went armed on her shop¬ 
ping excursions. 

“There,” she said, crushing the money she 
had left into her reticule-purse, and winding 
the chain about her wrist and little finger, on 
which she wore a great diamond-ring outside 
the glove, “I begin to feel like myself again. 
You are sure that a higher-priced shawl than 
that isn’t to bo found in Now York, young 
man? ; ’ 

“Positive of it, madam; for I don’t believe 
there is another salesman in New York that 
would have the courage to set that figure,” he 
muttered, after the first brief reply. “Not 
another imported. Rest content that you have 
the shawl of the season, madam. Shall I send 
it to your carriage?” 

“Yes, give it to my footman, a tall fellow in 
maroon livery, with a gold band. You’ll see 
Carter’s and my nollygram on the carriage- 
door.” 

The clerk went away with a droll look in his 
eyes, and a smile struggling on his lip; for he 
was well acquainted with the class of persons 
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to which his customer belonged—a class that, 
like many other strange things in social life, 
is an offshoot of <a civil war, which has served 
to vulgarize wealth attained by accident or 
fraud, until refined people shrink from com¬ 
petition with it in sensitive shame. 

“I’m ever so much obliged to you for show¬ 
ing off the pattern for me,” said Mrs. Carter, 
turning toward Eva with patronizing warmth. 
“The people always are obliging in this estab¬ 
lishment; know in an instant when a lady 
carries the look of money in her face; but I 
must say, that you are the most stylish girl 
that I’ve seen here yet; was struck with you 
the first thing, wasn’t I, Herman? Oh! there 
he is, mousing off by himself; but he don’t take 
his eyes from your face. No wonder, there 
was something in it that struck mo all in a 
heap at first; but it’s gono off now. lie don’t 
seem to get over it, though. Awfcl sensation! 
But wo all are that. Exquisite feelings, oorn 
with us. He’s my brother, you know—my only 
brother. Loft New York when lie was a young 
roan, and just come back again. I shouldn't 
have known him, he’s so altered. Do you think 
we look alike? He used to bo very handsome, 
and people took us for twins.” 

A smile quivered across Eva’s lip, and the 
lids drooped over her laughing eyes; but both 
died out suddenly as her glance fell on the 
strange man, Ross, who soemod tp shrink away 
from her mirth as if it wounded him. 

“I must not laugh,” said Eva, in her thoughts. 
“Perhaps he feels how ridiculous his relative 
makes herself, and is annoyed by it. But why 
does he look at me with such sorrowful eyes. 
Yes, he is a handsonio man, and looks both 
sensible and sensitive; but her brother—I don’t 
bolieve it.” 

Tho man oame forward as these thoughts 
disturbed the girl, asked Mrs. Carter if she 
was ready to return homo, and, lifting his hat 
with grave politeness, led the way down stairs. 

The tall footman was at his pest, shut tho 
oarringc-door with a lordly hang, and climbed 
up to his place by tho coachman, leaving the 
two persons inside to themselves. 

“Well, now,” said Mrs. Carter, eagerly, 
“did you ever see such a likeness? I never 
saw that young woman that you used to bo so 
fond of but twice in my life, and you never 
would tell me her name; but if that girl isn’t 
the likeness of her, I don’t know what a like¬ 
ness is. She quite took my breath away at 
first. As for you, Ross, well the color hasn’t 
come back to your face yet. I’m sure you saw 
the likeness.” 


“Yes, I saw it,” answered the man, dreamily. 
“I saw it.” 


CHAPTER VI. 

The Lamberts were a proud family, aristo¬ 
cratic in birth, intellect, and breeding; and 
this branch with which our story deals, had 
added groat wealth to its other possessions by 
marriage with a rich man’s only daughter. 

Mrs. Lambert was not content with a home in 
the Fifth Avenue, which many asmall monarch 
might have coveted for a regal palace, but she 
must have it different, more superb than her 
neighbors, in fact, unique as well as mag¬ 
nificent. Mrs. Lambert had led society so long, 
aud traveled so much, that commonplace things, 
bought by the yard, and arranged exactly like 
every other house of tho class, were far beneath 
her aspirations. Her stately mansion abounded 
in beautiful objects, rare and costly, which she 
had been years in collecting in every curiosity- 
shop and promising auction sale in Europe. 

The ground on which tho Lambert mansion 
was built had been a farm, or rather home¬ 
stead, when its prosent mistress was born; and 
as the city throvo and grew around it, that 
which had been a modest competency became 
enormous wealth, in tho heart of which she 
replaced tho old homestead with a palace, turn¬ 
ing tho old garden and a goodly home-lot into a 
wilderness of flowers, which grew and bloomed 
beautifully, in spite of three or four grand old 
forest-trees which still kept firm root-hold in 
the soil. Standing in front, with those broad 
steps winding up to the entrance through their 
heavy stone ballustrades, you saw nothing of 
the lovely green paradiso that bloomed on the 
other side of that costly building; the plate- 
glass windows were so brilliant, the stone-work 
so elaborate, that an idea of nature took you 
by surprise. But leave the avenue, only for 
a minute, turn down the first cross-street, and 
the bloom, the rich greenness, and rustlo of 
leaves, come upon you like enchantment. 
Through them all, you saw sheets of curved 
glass rolling downward like sunlit waves on 
the ocean; and through them come the splendid 
glow of blossoming flowers, among which you 
could see birds fluttering, and a fountain shoot¬ 
ing up diamonds. 

This bit of paradise had formerly been old 
Mr. Lambert’s kitchen-garden, planted around 
the edge with currant-bushes, and with a 
thicket of feathery fennel rising like a green 
fountain in tho center. Where those tea-roses 
blossomed thickest, he had planted an aspa¬ 
ragus-bed and sold the products to m&rket- 
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women at the highest price he could get; that J 
great plot of heliotrope and scarlet geraniums, } 
gave him a rich harvest of leets and carrots, 
in the good old days. But of all this thrifty 
life, there was nothing left save one great 
white rose-tree, that still clambered up a green 
post, and half-buried a pretty wren-house in 
its sturdy foliage. This wren-house the old 
man had devised when he planted the rose on 
his daughter’s birth-day—a bit of affectionate ; 
sentiment she could never force herself to root 
out from the gorgeous splendor of her after¬ 
life. So there the rose-tree bloomed, and the 
wren-house gave forth yearly broods of young : 
birds, that in their turn built nests, and filled ! 
the little spot with songsters bright and beau¬ 
tiful as the flowers. 

Mrs. Lambert was a middle-aged lady now, 
and the white rose had died more than once ; 
in its main stock, but shoots sprang up from 
the roots again, and the bush remained itself; 
while an old, old man, who had helped on the 
original homestead, and lived over one of the 
stables, kept the wren-house thatched, and the 
ground rich around the old manorial, some¬ 
times crying a little as he dug up the earth, 
and counted the years since the first slender 
twig was planted by the hand so long cold, 
while he stood and looked on, wondering if the 
sprout would take root. 

This old man, with hair as white as snow, 
was in the garden a few days after the opening 
of our story, looking weird and strange in all 
that bloom ns the old white rose itself; this, 
being out of flower, was gnarled and rough, j 
having nothing but green leaves to shelter*the 
wren-house with. Some of its branches hud 
died with age, and with his withered and trem¬ 
bling hands the old gardener was attempting 
to cut the lifeless wood away, a task that went 
to his heart, for it seemed like digging his own 
grave. As he backed at the rough wood, a 
man, who had been loitering along the side¬ 
walk, stopped, as many a curious person had 
done before, and looked in upon the pleasant 
spot, while his hand held lightly by one of tho 
iron rails. It was a white, thin hand now, but 
not of that delicate mould which entire free-; 
dom’s from toil, from the cradle up, leaves t© 
the possessor. Some time in its owner's life 
that hand had wrought and toiled, though the 
palm was soft now and tho fingers slender. 

Something in the face, which looked over 
the iron railing, seemed to interest the old 
roan, who paused with his knife half through 
the wood of the rose-hush, and, shading bis 
eyes, took a keen survey of the features. 


As if impelled by some mysterious attraction, 
tho old gardener left his knife sticking in the 
wood, and moved with slow difficulty toward 
the iron railing, exactly as if the man had 
summoned him. Indeed, it would have seemed 
as if he had done so, for the moment those 
hobbling steps paused, tho stranger began to 
ask questions, which the old mAn, usually so 
grim and crusty with persons he did not know, 
answered with prompt respect. 

“A beautiful garden this,” said the stranger, 
gently, meeting the old man’s gaze with a look 
that had something anxious in it. 

44 Well, yes, I Bhould think so. It has been 
a growing a good many years, and the first 
site was rich.” 

“Are you tho gardener?” 

“What, I? Of course. What else should I 
be, if not the madam’s gardener? I, who 
helped her to dig up her first little flower¬ 
bed when she wasn’t more than so higu.” 

Here the old man bent down a little, and 
measured off the empty space about to the 
level of his rheumatic knees. 

44 But you seem a very old man to work at 
all.” 

“Do I? Well, it isn’t any hard work I do. 
There is a boy out there by tho green-house 
that keeps himself busy obeying my orders, 
and ho gets along pretty well considering.” 

Here tho old man pointed to a tall, stalwart 
laborer, some thirty-five years of age, who 
really did the work of the place. 

44 I'm not so old as to want help, you know,” 
continued the old gardener; “but tho ma¬ 
dam-” 

“I think you said sho had lived hero from 
a child?” 

The stranger’s voice was hoarso and con¬ 
strained, as he interrupted the old man with 
this question. 

The gardener brushed back the gray hair 
from his cars, as if something in the voice be¬ 
wildered him; then he answered, 

44 Why, everybody nround here knows that. 
The big wooden house is gone, but that heap 
of stone stands over the old cellar, and the 
lives like a queen where her father died. The 
great difference is, she picks roses where he 
sold leets and carrots; and them green-houses 
stand just where his pig-pens were. Wonder¬ 
ful, isn’t it?” 

44 But you have not told me who the lady 

is?” 

“Not told you? ITa! lial As if everybody 
didn’t know Mrs. Lambert.” 

“Tho lady is married, then?” 
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These word3 fell heavily, like drops of lead, 
from the stranger’s white lips, and his hand, 
which clasped the railing, tightened spasmodi¬ 
cally around the iron. 

“Married! Why that was years and years 
ago. She went across the seas to some great 
school after her father died, and came back 
with a husband and two children.” 

“Her children?” 

“ Lord a mercy! No! Step-children—a boy 
and a gal; but she don’t seem to know the dif¬ 
ference. They’ll get every cent she’s worth, 
and that’s a heap of money, I tell you. But 
there she goes down the back walk toward the 
center green-house, you can see her white 
dress through the bushes.” 

The stranger grasped the iron spikes with 
both hands now, and the fuce, which looked 
over them, was white as death. 

“Lot me in! Let me pass through!” ho ex¬ 
claimed, looking wildly around for agate. 

“Well, I should rather think not; no tres¬ 
passers ever get into our flowers. She wouldn't 
allow it. Halloo! what are you about?” 

Tho stranger had discovered a gate upon the 
latch, and opening it, much to the old man’s 
surprise, passed into the garden. 


“Stop there! Hold on, I say!” 

The stranger did not even hear this quiver¬ 
ing protest, but walked swiftly across the gar¬ 
den and entered a green-house, that rose in 
its midst like a mammoth bird-cage of rolling 
glass, choked up with leaves and blossoms. 
Beneath an Acasia-tree, covered with soft, yel¬ 
low blossoms, stood a lady, with her white arm 
uplifted, gathering a spray of the delicate plant, 
which she was about to group with a quantity 
of moss-roses and heliotrope, which she had 
plucked in the open air. She dropped her 
hand in a.nazement as a strango man entered 
the green-house, and the branch she had half- 
broken rustled slowly back to its place. 

“Elizabeth!” 

Tho lady started, and a cry that rose to her 
lips as her name was uttered, broke into some¬ 
thing like a sob, and she seemed about to fly. 

“Elizabeth!” 

She turned now, trembling, white, shrinking 
with dread, and looked into the man’s face. 

“You—you-” 

ner blanched lips could utter no more, she 
seized the Acasia by its stem, and tho trembling 
of her arm shook down the blossoms like rain 
upon her bowed head. (to de contInued.) 


ALL DAY LONG. 

B T B. 1. C . 


All day long the winds have whispered, 
As they passed my open door, 

Of each voice, to whose sweet music 
I shall listen nevermore; 

And they tell of white hands folded. 
O'er each still and peaceful breast, 
And of bine eyes closed from sorrow, 

In the stirless calm of rest. 

All day long tho rain has pattered 
In a dreamy monotone, 

On the roof, and whispered to me 
Of a brightness that has flown; 


And my heart has echoed sadly 
To the patter of the rain, 

While I thought of tlioso beloved ones 
I shall never meet again. 

All day long my heart has murmured 
O’er and o'er each tender name; 
When our.loved one3 join tho angels, 
Tell me, are they called the same? 
Whimper winds, and rain drop softly 
From tho gray, forbidding skies, 

I am thinking of onr loved ones, 

On the hills of Paradise. 


MILTON AT TIIE ORGAN. 

BT T. C. IRWIN. 


M-iran, with pallid cheek and chestnut hair, 

Spnrae silvered o’er his shoulders, garbed In gray, 
With forehead broad declined at close of day, 

Anear the window rests he, as the air 
From Vesper flaming low through skies of May 
Bears ofT the organ hymn he’s ceased to play, 

And breathed from woodlands green stirs gently there 
The kingly curtains of his sanctuary. 


Thus liarmouized to his conceptive inood. 
Splendors and terrors, moulding into form 
In that i nspired darkness, rise and brood, 

Sunny with beauty, black with thundcu-storm, 
Around his soul, sphered ’mid infinitude— 
Olympian Summer vapors, rolling white 
Benoath the austere summit, lost in light. 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 


BT 1X1LY H. MAT. 



We give here an engraving of two charming 
now stylo costumes. The first is a walking- 
suit of Navy-blue suttine: a material made of 
worsted and silk. It consists of one skirt, cut 
after the usual manner; that is, the front 
breadth gored, one gore on the sides and two 
full breadths in the back. This skirt has a 
deep flounce, which should be twelve inches 
in depth if the lady is tall, or ten inches if she 
is a medium-sized person. Cut the flounce on 
the bias, and only allow one width extra for 
fullness. The edge of this flounce has two 

rows of very narrow black velvet ribbon, also 
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j a narrow quilling of the material. The flounce 
| is headed by a bins pufling, with the quilling 
and one row of velvet top and bottom. The 
waist is cut in a deep basque, buttoning down 
in front, and rounded off as seen in the design. 

Any lady, having a basque body that fits 
well, can easily cut this one from it by cutting 
it much longer, and then shaping it by the one 
in the engraving. The back of it comes down 
long enough, (as may be seen,) almost to touch 
the top of the flounce, thus forming the upper- 
skirt: a small cape is worn over the basqne, 
and the sleeves are half flowing. Cut a small, 
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flowing sleeve, and then shape it. Trim all to 
match the skirt. This is decidedly the newest 
design out. It will require sixteen yards of 
material, and three pieces of quarter of an 
inch velvet ribbon. The sattine can bo bought, 
very nice, for seventy-five cents per yard, or a 
better quality at one dollar, or one dollar and 
twenty-five cents per yard. 

The next is a walking^suit, also of a new 
style. The under-skirt is entirely plain, and 
may be of cither black silk, poplin, or alpaca, 
or velveteen. Tho over-dress is an ordinary 
house-dress, moderately long, and looped as 
seen in the engraving: bows of velvet, or a 
large button with tassels attached, are placed 
whero the skirt is looped, which is done by 
sewing tapes upon tho under-side on the scams. 
Any onp-colorcd, or plaid skirt will look pretty 
over the black petticoat. 

The basque is tight-fitting, and made of 
cloth, or velveteen, with a coat-sleeve. To 
make this, cut simply a long, tight basque, 
then slash it directly up the back seam to the 
waist, then cut it off the hips, as seen in our 
design. The fronts are long, like tho back. 
Four yards of velveteen, from one dollar and 
twenty-five cents up to three dollars per yard, 
according to the quality you wish, will make 
the basque, or two yards of black cloth, at 
three dollars per yard. It is scarcely neces¬ 
sary to give the quantity for the petticoat and 
upper-dress, as this costume is intended to 
bring into use something on hand, as an old 
dress, or dresses. 

Our next engraving is of a walking-suit of 
gray serge, trimmed with plaid serge or pop¬ 
lin. It is to be made with two skirts. Tho 
lower one, or petticoat, has a bias fold of tho 
plaid on the edge of the skirt, with a quilling 
of the 8ame material as the dress above it. 
Nine inches above, on tho same skirt, is a 
second fold, headed by a quilling: then comes 
the upper-skirt, which is cut with a very short 
apron-front, to the side-scams of which arc 
placed the side-gores of the upper-skirt: one 
full breadth is added at the back, and the 
whole is trimmed to match. 

The jacket is cut simply in the sacqne form, 
about ten inches long, on the hips and front, 
from the waist; and just to the waist at the 
back. A half-loose sleeve. All are trimmed 
like the skirt. Under this jacket, a plain, 
round waist is worn, with a plaid sash at the 
back. This suit will require fifteen yards of 
plain serge and three yards of the plaid. 
These serges can be bought from fifty cents to 
one dollar per yard, according to the quality. 



This suit could be copied, or, rather, made 
out of two old dresse^ say a black, or gray, 
or dark-green merino or poplin for the foun¬ 
dation; and then trimmed with the best parts 
of an old plaid silk of gay colors, or a plaid 
poplin. Many varieties may suggest them¬ 
selves, according to the material on hand. 

Wo give, in the front of the number, an en¬ 
graving of a frock for & little girl, say from 
four to six years old. The material of this 
frock is black and white plaid wool; the trim¬ 
mings consist of plaitings of white cashmere, 
sewn on with a heading and & cross-band of 
the same. These plaitings aro arranged on 
the bodice to simulate a square cape; they 
border the edge of the deep, turned-up cuff, 
and a row encircles the skirt. 

We also give, on the same page, an engrav¬ 
ing of an apron for a little girl. Silk, holl&nd, 
or any other material may be used for this 
apron. The trimming consists of two frills 
that are carried from the hem to the left side 
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of the waist, describing a curved line. The 
braces, which are slashed up on the shoulders, 
are ornamented with bows. 

We also give, still on the same page, back 
and front views of a cape suitable for evening 
dress. To make this cape, first cut a paper 
pattern to fit the neck of the person who is to 
wear it. Then lay the material, which can be 
either crepe lisso, tulle, or very fine French 
muslin, in bias folds on the paper pattern. 
Finish with a plaiting of the same material. 
Above the plaiting, as will be seen, is a band 
of black velvet. There is a loose rosette of 
black velvet ribbon in front; loops of black 
velvet, and a pink rose are placed on the left 
side; and a smaller rose, with loops having 
long ends, are put at the baclf of the neck. 
The fan-shaped piece, at the back of the waist, 
is made by placing the plaited material over a 
a pattern of that shape, and is finished with 
black velvet loops. 


We give next, two illustrations, showing the 
back and front of a boy’s sack-coat. There is 
no trimming, except coat-braid, of which use 
two rows all round. One yard of cloth is all 
that is required for this pretty sack-coat. 


We close with a skating, or winter costume 
for a young lady. It is to be made of merino, 
and trimmed with Astrakan. Our design is of 
dark-green, and consists of skirt, pelisse, and 
cape. The skirt is cut in the usual way, with 
only the front width gored and the sides, and 


trimmed with three bands of black Astrakan 
cloth about two inches and a half wide. The 
pelisse is cut not all in one: but the skirt is 
cut separate, and put on the waist in box* 
plaits, being cut perfectly straight, and abou/ 
two inches above the upper band on the skirt 


it is open in front, and it will be readily seen, 
from the cut, how the fronts of the skirt are 
turned back and fastened at the waist upon 
the hips. The waist is very simple, being 
gathered into a belt, lined and wadded with 
fine wool-wadding. Coat-sleeves. Over this a 
small fireman’s cape is to be worn, also trim¬ 
med with one band of the Astrakan, as is the 
pelisso. Hat of green cloth, bound with the 
Astrakan to match. Eight yards of merino, 
and three quarters of a yard of Astrakan cloth, 
(which is a very good imitation of the Astrakan 
fur,) in fact, can scarcely be told from the real, 
will make this dress. Cut the cloth straight, 
and sew on with a blind stitch. Of course, the 
edges are to be turned in neatly, and basted 
before putting the bandB upon the dress. 
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TRAVELING BUTTON,. NEEDLE-CASE, ETC 

BT MBS. JAKE WIAV1B. 


This Case, closed amd open, as seen »n our 
two engravings, is furnished with a pocket at 



each end for cotton, lit tie ,pieces of old linen, 
etc.; buttons, needles, etd., are also placed as 


shown in design. This case is useful in the 
field of battle, and is also an acceptable pre¬ 
sent to tourists. It is closed by an India-rub¬ 
ber ring. The case consists of a red leather 
cloth fourteen .inches long, and two inches 
broad, bound with cerise sarcenet ribbon, lined 
with white flannel, ornameuted with wide but¬ 
ton-hole 6titch, worked with cerise silk, and 
fastened across upon the foundation with stalk- 
stitch for the divisions. Each end is turnrd 
back an inch and three-quarters for the 
pockets. The buttons are fastened on the 
foundation hem«, or they may be used and 
repeated as a border, or side conclusion of 
the trimming. 



YOUNG LADY'S WINTER JACKET. 

BY EMILY H. MAY. 



We give, this month, an illustration of a 
new-style Winter Jacket for a young lady, and 
: also a diagram, by aid of which it can be cut 
out without calling in a dress-maker. The 
material is thick-ribbed cloth. The cuffs, col- 
: lar, and binding, ore of velvet. The cuff is 
cut to the shape of the sleeve. The jacket is 
left open at the back, as far as the notch in 
the pattern. There are six jjieccs to this 
jacket, ns follows: 

No. 1. Front. 

No. 2. Back. 

No. 3. Under-Side of Sleeve. 

No. 4. Upper-Side of Sleeve. 

No. 5. Side-Piece. 

No. G. Half of Collar. 

It will be observed that the two sides of the 
sleeves are drawn one on top of the other: the 
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DIAGRAM OF YOUNG LADY'S- WINTER JACKET 


upper and smaller'representing the under-side \ and a half of cloth, which must be a yard 
of the sleeve. < and a half wide; one yard of velvet, and four- 

To make this jacket will require a yard l teen buttons. 
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KNITTED COMFORTER. 


BT MBS. JANE WBAVEB. 



Materials. —Pink and white single Berlin 
wool, one pair of steel knitting-pins, No. 12 
(bell gauge.) 

With white wool, cast on seventy-three 
stitches, and knit eighteen rows with white 
wool. 

1st row: Slip one; * put the wool forward, 
and knit two together. Repeat from * through¬ 
out the row. 

2nd row: Slip one: * put the wool for¬ 
ward, and purl two together throughout the 
row. 


These two rows are repeated alternately for 
the required length. 

After the eighteen rows of white are com¬ 
pleted, work in the way described twelve rows 
of pink, next- twelve rows of white, eighteen 
rews of pink, twelve rows of white, twelve 
rows of pink. Now continue with the white 
for about twenty-three inches; then repeat the 
stripes of pink and white. 

Finish with tassels formed of lengths of 
wool bound together, and worked over the top 
with crochet of pink silk, w T ith a steel hook. 


EDGING. 


oooooooooooooooooooooooo 

(xmdoccaxxmmmjxo 
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MAT IN ASTRAKAN WORK. 


BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 


IN the front of the number, we give & design, 
printed in colors, for a new and very beautiful 
style of work, called Astrakan Work. The de¬ 
sign is for a mat, which will be found ex¬ 
tremely warm and comfortable to the feet, and 
uneqnaled ns a carriage, or sitting-room mat. 

Our design works out to twenty-nine inches 
by eighteen inches, which will be found a very 
useful size; but no difficulty will be expe¬ 
rienced in enlarging the pattern, if a larger 
mat is desired. 

The materials required are a few skeins of 
four-thread fleecy wool, some fine twine, and 
leviathan canvas. The mode pf working is as 
follows:—Cut each skein of fleecy once; then 
fold each thread separately four times, and tie 


in the center, which forms a tuft of eight loops, 
about an inch and a half long; the strings, 
with which the center is tied, should be about 
four inches and a half long, and with this the 
tufts are tied diagonally across one stitch of 
the canvas, two clear stitches being left be¬ 
tween each tuft; each row of tufts has also 
two clear stitches left between each. One 
square of the design represents three stitches 
(each stitch containing four threads) of the 
canvas—that is, the stitch the tuft is tied upon, 
and the two clear stitches that are between it 
and the next tuft. A hem of one inch wide is 
required on the cut side of the canvas. The 
mat, when worked, should be lined with a 
piece of baize. 


KNITTING-NEEDLE CASE. 


BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



The materials are red cloth, white satin , upper button-bole stitch edge, are worked 
ribbon, half an iwh broad, white moire, white j with white chain-stitch. The flap is lined 
and red sewing-silk, etc. j with white moire, and there is room on the 

This Case is made of red cloth, and has j outside for initials, 
several divisions for placing the knitting- The scalloped edge is of white satin ribbon 
needles in. The divisions, as well as the > with red cross stitches. 


EMBROIDERED MORNIN G-S L I P P E R. 


In the front of the number, we give an en- j 
v graving of a pretty Morning-Slipper, and also < 
a pattern of the front, or toe, full size. This 
slipper is made of green cloth, ornamented at 
the top with a gray silk ruche, lined with linen 
and silk. The middle part of the embroidery j 
of the top is worked with scarlet purse-silk * 
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and gold thread in overcast and satin stitch— 
the smallest buds, as well as the cup of the 
flowers, are worked in knotted stitch with 
scarlet silk and gold thread. The border of 
the slipper is worked partly with green silk 
and gold thread, partly with green silk star 
braid. 
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WASH-STAND. 


Bf MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



This Stand is both elegant and useful. We 
offer it to the attention of our readers as being 
well worthy of imitation, and especially suit¬ 
able for a pretty dres6ing-room. It is made 
at small expense and little trouble. The table 
itself, with a plain bracket part attached, and 
square frame for the looking-glass, is con¬ 
structed in any kind of wood—even deal looks 
Tery well. The top and bracket must be painted 


to imitate marble. The draped part consists of 
spotted white muslin over a colored foundation, 
(glazed calico or silk,) with muBlin and silk 
bows; any kind of stuff, such as used for furni¬ 
ture, etc., can, however be taken. The curtains 
in front, closed by a bow, are made to draw by 
putting on brass rods and rings underneath the 
frill at the top, 60 that the lower board of the 
table can be used with advantage for foot-bath. 



EDGING. 
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CROCHET-HOOD FOR LITTLE GIRL. 


BT MBS. JANB WIATIB. 



Materials. —White Shetland wool, blue cash- 
mere. The Ilood is worked with white Shetland 
wool iu chain-stitch scallops; it is edged all 
round with treble stitch scallops, and lined with 
blue cashmere. Cut a good paper pattern, and 
work from it. Begin at the lower edge of the 
curtain on a sufficiently long foundation chain, 
and work chain-stitch scallops over it. Every 
scallop contains five chain-stitches. In the 
first row work one double after every five 
ohain-stitches into the next stitch but two of 


the foundation; in the other rows always work 
the double stitch in the middle stitch of the 
chain-stitch scallops of the preceding row. 
Lastly, edge the hood all round with one row 
of chain-stitch scallops, and work in each scal¬ 
lop six treble stitches divided by one chain- 
stitch; always work one double on the double 
stitch between the scallops. The hood is then 
lined with cashmere, slightly gathering it in 
front and at the back. The hood fastens with 
narrow white ribbon. 


EMBROIDERED BAG. 

BT MBS. JANB WBAVBB. 


In the front of the number, we give a pat¬ 
tern for an Embroidered Bag. This bag is 
embroidered on black cloth; the different pat¬ 
terns are cut out in cloth of various colors, 
And sewn on the bag in applique. The bag is 
thirteen inches wide and nine inches deep. 
The rosette in the center is cut out in red 
cloth; it is sewn on the bag with Mexico stitch 
in yellow silk. The four leaves in the center 
of the rosette are alternately of yellow cloth 
edged with blue silk, and of white cloth edged 
with garnet-colored silk. On the yellow leaves 
the coral-stitch veining is garnet-colored, and 
on the white leaves.it is blue, worked with floss 
silk. The arabesque patterns between each 
leaf are worked in chain-stitch in three shades 
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of green. The patterns, which are worked at 
the bottom on each side of the rosette,, are cut 
out in blue cloth, with red Mexico stitch, red 
and orange-colored chain-stitch, and long white 
stitch. The border consists of it row of button¬ 
hole stitch in green silk, with a row of coral- 
stitch on each side; the outer row garnet- 
colored, the inner one red. The inner ornament 
is cut out in yellow cloth, edged with *blue 
Mexico stitch, with three black knotted stitch; 
the outer ornament is in blua cloth, with yellow 
Mexico stitch, two knotted stitch, one thick, 
yellow spot, and n black clover-leaf. The two 
outer rows are worked in <cbnin-stitch with 
dark-red silk. The bag, when completed, is 
mounted on a steel or gilt clasp. 
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EMBROIDERED NEEDLE-BOOK. 


BT MBS. JAMB W1AV1B. 



This Needle-Book, in the shape of a rosette, 
consists of two parts of gray leather of the 
same size, % cut out in Vandykes and scallops 
round the edge. One of these partB (the upper- 
side of the needle-book) is ornamented with 
embroidery. The bouquet in the center is 
worked with purse-silk in different colors, 
partly in satin-stitch, partly in point de poste. 
For the scallops at the edge of the leather 
part, work two rows of chain-stitches with 
gray purse-silk, always sewing on between a 


gold and a chalk-bead. The vandyked line is 
formed by gold cord, which is carried through 
the leather underneath the scallop; it is sewn 
down with small stitches of yellow silk. Both 
leather parts are pasted on cardboard, which 
is covered with white glace silk or paper. At 
the sides sew on gray silk strings two-fifths of 
an inch wide, by means of which the needle- 
book is fastened. Fasten inside the case some 
leaves of pinked-out flannel for the needles, 
and the case is completed. 


NAME FOR MARKING. 
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EDITOR’S TABLE. 


^EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. , 

Be Soclvl and Genial. —Why is it that some persons are ! 
more liked than others? Why is it that, often, those who ; 
are the best, morally and religiously, are the least popular? j 
We answer, it is because they are not genial and social. 
They have little to say, they show no interest In others, 
they appear wrapt up in themselves. Strangers say, “ how 
cold they are ?” Children say, “ I’m afraid of her.” Women 
say, l( he is too stern.” The consequence is that such per¬ 
sons rarely awaken the affection, that others, less worthy 
in many respects, seem to unconsciously create. Wo know 
many very good people, who are aware of this defect in 
themselves, and would gladly correct it, if they could. But 
they are too old. Their habits are formed, and they cannot 
alter them, try as they may. 

But you, reader, are yonng enough to take warning, if 
you belong to the class of which we are speaking. Put 
everybody, with whom you come into contact, into a good- 
htimor, and you will be universally liked, and not only 
liked, but loved. Be affable to all, even to strangers and 
servants. Be genial to those who are your intimates. Let 
people see that you take a proper interest in their success, 
and to do this, do not be bound up in yourselves. After all, 
many very good people are selfish; and coldness and reserve 
often go with selfishness; persons who are really indifferent 
to yon are very apt to bo unsocial. If you begin to show 
an interest in others, you will soon learn to take it. Friend¬ 
ship comes of friendship. One of the best plans to make 
people like you, it is to like them first, aud honestly to 
. show it. 

But you should not only bo social, you should be genial 
; also. Geniality is more than sociability, as sociability is 
more than mere politeness. Notice what a difference comes 
over a dull party, when a really genial person, whether man 
or woman, arrives! The whole atmosphere, so to speak, 
seems to change. Even the stupid brighten up, for geniality 
la catching, and sparkle and brightness in the talk succeeds 
to silence and heaviness. It is not necessary to be what is 
called “smart” to bo genial. Some of the most delightful 
people in the world have only ordinary intellects; bnt they 
are gonial, they put everybody in a good-humor: and the 
party that has been a bore becomes a pleasure. What a 
treasure, too, geniality is in a household! It is June sun- 
■bine instead of a north-east rain. Cultivate geniality, and 
cultivate it while you are young. 

Fresh Air and Health.— Very many persons, especially 
ladles, have a horror, in winter, of going out-of-doors for 
fear of taking cold. If it is a little damp, or a little windy, 
or a little cold, they wait, and wait; meanwhile, weeks, and 
even months pass away, and they never, during the whole 
time, breathe a single breath of pure air. The result is, 
they become so enfeebled that their oonstitutions have no 
power of resistance; the least thing in the world gives them 
a cold, even going from on© room to another; and before 
they know it, they have a cold all the time, and this is 
nothing more or less than incipient consumption. Whereas, 
if an opposite practice had been followed of going out for an 
hour or two every day, regalaless of the weather, except 
I actually foiling rain, a very different result would have 
taken place. 

Your Neighbor is any one to whom you can do good. To 
the poor, gfve substantial assistance; to the rich, sympathy 
and the like. We are all dependent on each other. 
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A Word About the Fashions.— This Magazine is nearly 
! the only one now left that can Bafely be relied on as a guide 
| in matters of fashion. Most of the other lady's books,fin¬ 
able to obtain a remunerative circulation, have degenerated 
into mere advertising vehicles for dealers in dry-goods and 
furnishing houses, under the control of third-rute dress¬ 
makers. “ Peterson,” we are proud to say, gives no conn- 
tenance to any of these enterprises. Our duty is simply to 
ascertain what the real fashions are, and honestly to lay 
them before our readers. We are not tradesmen, with made- 
up goods to work off, but editors and publishers, with no 
interest except to tell the truth. Ladies, 'who dress after 
“Peterson,” will always be dressed in the newest style. 
Those who dress after most of our cotempor&ries will simply 
make themselves look like frights. To show how little 
other periodicals, generally, know of the fashions, we may 
state, that, In two different ones for January, many of the 
engravings are of 8nturner dresses: not ball-dresses, or party- 
dresses, but actually drosses fit only to be worn in June, 
July, or August; and such, in foct, as we gave six months 
ago. In one of these cotemporaries, i>atterus for straw bon¬ 
nets were actually given in the January number! We are 
sorry to have to record these facta, but we think it is quite 
time the public was put on its guard. If you wish to dress 
tastefully, stylishly,fashionably, and yet economically, con¬ 
sult “Peterson.” 

Sweeping Carpets, easy as it seems to a man, is, as every 
woman knows, really an art. By improper sweeping a car¬ 
pet can be worn out in half the time that it ought to be. 
To sweep properly, the principal thing is to have good 
brooms, and to keep them in good condition. Now if 
brooms are put in boiling suds once a week, they will be¬ 
come very tough, will not cut the carpet, will last mnch 
longer, and will always sweep like a new broom. A very 
dusty carpet may be cleaned by setting a pail of cold water 
out by the door, then wet the broom in it, knock it to gi t 
off all the drops, sweep a yard or so, then wash the broom 
as before, and sweep again, being careful to'sliake all tLo 
drops off the broom, and not sweep far at a time. If done 
with care, it will clean a carpet very nicely, and you will 
be surprised at the quantity of dirt in the water. Tlie 
water may need changing once or twice, if the carpet is 
very dusty. Snow sprinkled over a caijjot aud swopt off 
before it has time to melt and dissolve, is also good for re¬ 
novating a soiled carpet. Moistened Iudiun-me&l is used 
with good effect by some housekeepers. We may add that 
sweeping carpets, when not overdone, is .a capital thing to 
expand the chest and give tone generally to the health. 

The Portions of Mrs. Ann 8. Stephens' new novelet, 
which have already appeared, will bear us out, we think, 
in the assertion that it is the most powerful story she has 
ever written, not even excepting “Fashion and Famine.” 
Get your frieuds and neighbors to subscribe for “Peterson,” 
in order that they may secure this thrilling tale of Ameri¬ 
can life. Back numbers for the year can always be supplied. 

“The Best Investment.” —A lady writes: “The club I 
sent for has just come to hand. All think the January 
number the best investment any one can make, it being the 
cheapest Magazine published. Enclosed I send you money 
for another club.” 

What Sunshine is to flowers, Amiability is to the family. 
Cross looks, and mnch the more, harsh words, dwarf and 
> starve the souls of those around us. 
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Additions May be Made to Clubs at the price paid by the 
rest of the club. When enough names have thus been added 
to make a second club, the sender will be entitled tost second 
premium, or premiums, its the case may be. Thus, for five 
subscribers, at $1.00, we send an extra copy, and also “ Wash* 
ington at the Battle of Trenton," as premiums. .Now the 
person sending us such a club, may add subscribers at $1.60 
esx'h, at any time during the year, and when enough have 
beeu sent to make five additional once, then the sender will 
be entitled to another extra copy, and a choice of either of 
our premium eugravings. At $1.50 a subscriber, eight, in all, 
must be .sent, to entitle jou to the extra copy and engraving. 

A Choice or Six Engravings, all large-sized for framing, 
is given to any person getting up a club for “Peterson’s 
Magazine." The engravings are, “Bunynn in Jail," “Bun- 
yon on Trial," “ Washington Parting from His Generals," 
“The Star of Bethlehem," “Our Father, Who Art In 
Heaven,” and “Washington at the Battle of Trenton.” 
When no choice is made, this last is sent, as being the 
newest. For large clubs on extra copy of the Magazine is 
sent in addition. But see the Prospectus on the last page 
of this number. 

“ I Am an Old Subscriber,” writes a lady from Pleasant 
Brook, N. Y., “ but was induced, for the last two years, to 
take other maguziues; but I will not be so foolish another 
time. I have tried three or four others, but after all * Peter¬ 
son's’ is the best." 


REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

Garstang Grange. By T. Adolphus Trollope. 1 voL, 12 mo. 
Philada: T. B. Peterson <£ Brothers. —This is by the brother 
of Authony Trollope, ami is, iu moat respects, better than 
anything the luttor has written, except “The Last Chronicle 
ofBaraet.” Adolphus Trollope is principally noted for his 
novels of Italian life, “Gemma,” “Beppo,” “Leonora Casa- 
loui,” '* Marietta,” etc., etc., of which we have often spoken, 
and spoken so favorably. The present story, however, is 
located in Englaud. But it is, iu no respect, iuferior to the 
Italian tales. There is great tragic power in it, especially in 
the closing chapters. On the whole, we are inclined to rank 
it above any preceding novel from the same pen. Of the two 
brothers, Adolphus unquestionably has the most power; he 
is stronger and more in earnest than Anthony; and he is 
quite os much of an artist. The volume is neatly printed, 
in duodecimo, and is bound in gilt cloth. It is really the 
best story of the season. 

Adventure* of a Young Naturalist. By Lucien Biart. 
Edited and Adapted by Parker Gillmore. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
New York; Harper <£ Brothers. —This is a story of Mexico, 
mud full of adventure. But the story, after all, is only a 
vehicle to convey information concerning the zoological 
and other productions of that highly-gifted land. In every 
way the book is interesting. Not lees than a hundred and 
seventeen engravings illustrate the volume. 

Major Jones' Courtship. With Original Designs by Darley. 
I vol., 12 mo. Philada: T. B. Peterson d Brothers. —This 
book, though written nearly a generation ago, still keeps, 
and will always keep, its hold on popular favor. It is rich 
in humor, and humor that is distinctively American, aud 
though it has often been imitated, it has never beeu equaled. 
The designs by Darley are among his best. 

The Cloven Foot. By Orpheus C. Kerr. 1 vdl., 12 mo. 
New York: Oarleton. —A clever adaptation of “The Mystery 
of Edwin Drood” to American sceues, characters, customs, 
etc., etc. The book will make anybody laugh. 

Plane and Plank. By Oliver Optic. 1 voL, 16 mo. Boston: 
Lee & Shepard.—A story for boys, ono of the “ Upward and 
Onward Series.” The volume is illustrated. 


Dorothy Fox. By the autlutr of “ How It AU Happened." 
1 vol., 8 tx>. Philada: J. B. Lippincott cf- Co. —This is a 
story of English life, in which the principal characters are 
Quakers, or, as they call themselves, Friends. It Is very 
well told, aud seems full of local color; indeed, it is quite 
above the ordinary run of uovels, iu more respects than one. 
The book is very handsomely illustrated, the wood cugrav- 
lugs being among the best we have ever seen. 

The Dead Secret. By Wilkie Collins. 1 vol., 8 t*o. Philada: 
T. B. Peterson & Brothers. —A new' edition of one of the best 
of the novels of tlmt remarkable writer, the author of “The 
Woman in White,” etc., etc. For intricacy of plot, and for 
the intensity of the interest ho awakes, Wilkie Collins is 
without a rivaL Price, fifty cents. 

A Rent in a Cloud. By Charles Lever. 1 vol., 8 ro. 
Philada: T. B. Peterson & Brothers. —This novel, by the 
author of “O’Malley,” Is now reprinted, we believe, for tho 
first time, from the Eaglish edition. The scene of the story 
lies ou the Rhine, in Italy, aud among the Alps. The tale 
is capitally told. Price, fifty cents. 

My Afringi Kingdom. By Paul Du Chaillu. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
New York: Harper & Brothers. —This spirited volume de¬ 
scribes life in the Great Sahara Desert, and is full of sketches 
of the chase of the ostrich, hyena, etc., etc. It is just the 
book for boys, and will interest even grown men. The 
eugravings are uumerous and excellent. 

The Monitions of the Unseen, and Poems of Love and 
Childhood. By Jean Ingelow. 1 vol., 12 mo. Boston: 
Roberts Brothers. —A very pretty volume, handsomely illus¬ 
trated, and containing several new poems by Joan Ingelow. 
Among tbeso poems, “The Two Margarets,” is, perhaps, 
the best. The book would make a charming gift. 

Adrift With A Vengeance. By Kinahan Cornwallis, 
1 vol., 12 mo. New York: Oarleton. —The author has very 
aptly called this a tale of love and adventure. It is all of 
that, aud a little more, and is spiced high enough, eveu for 
the appetite of the m*st jaded novel reader. 

The House on Wheels. By Madame De Sloltz. Translated 
from the French by Miss E. F. Adams. I vol., IQ mo. Boston: 
Lee d‘ Shepard. —This is the story of a stolen child, ono of 
those charming, simple tales, which French writers tell so 
gracefully. Tho volume is beautifully printed. 

Wonders of Italian Art. By Louis Vi a rdot. 1 vol., 16 mo. 
New York: Charles Scribner & On. —Another of that meri¬ 
torious and popular series, “The Illustrated Library of 
Wonders.” It has twenty-eight excellent engravings. 

Bodily Strength and Skill in All Ages. By Charles Rus- 
seU. 1 vol., 16 mo. New York: Charles Scribner <£• Co. —Full 
of engravings. The volume is another of that capital scries, 
“The Illustrated Library of Wonders." 

The Stolen Mask. By Wilkie Collins. 1 vol., 8 vo. Philada: 
T. B. Peterson <£ Brothers. —One of the shorter novels of this 
absorbing writer, but quite as interesting as the longer ones. 
Prioe, tw'enty-flvo cents. 

Ferny hurst Court. By the author of “Stone Edge." 1 vol., 
8 to. Philada; J. B. lippincott tf* Cb.—A reprint of a new 
English novel. The story is on excellent ono, bettor even 
than “ Stone Edge." The illustrations are very superior. 

On the Ti'ail of the War. By A. Innes Shand. 1 vol., 
8 to. New York: Harper rf Brothers. —Mr. Sliaud is the 
correspondent of the London Times, and this is a reprint of 
some of his best letters about the French and Prussian war. 

From Grapes—Thistles t By Mrs. Eiloart. 1 vol., 8 vo. 
New York: Harper <6 Brothers. —A reprint of a late English 
novel. The title indicates tho scope and purpose of the story, 
which is exceedingly interesting. A cheap edition. 

Lost in the Fog. By James De Mille. 1 voL, 16 me. 
Boston: 1 a* <6 Shepard. —A capital book for boys, full of 
spirit and adventure. It is Illustrated. 
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A Food Treasure from the Sea. —Editors, physicians, and 
newspaper correspondents in all parts of tho country, seem 
to have investigated the merits of the Sea-Moss Farixs 
(made from pure Irish Moss or Carrageen) pretty thoroughly. 
It has been subjected to the experimentum crucis in num¬ 
berless kitchens, and to the criticism of numberless epicu¬ 
rean palates, and the result, as far as we can Judge, is a 
universal verdict In its favor. It has been placed, so to 
speak, in the front rank of our food staples, and all that has 
been said of it by the patentee, (Mr. Hand,) and the Com¬ 
pany interested in its sale, appears to be approved and con¬ 
firmed by public opinion. 

The People’s Edition op Dickens, published by* T. B. 
Peterson 4 Brothers, take it all in all, is the cheapest and 
best issued. It Is in only nineteen volumes, while other 
editions, with equally legible type, are in forty, or more. 
On the other hand, all other editions, in so few volumes, 
ire in type so small as to injure the eyes. The page is a 
very handsome one, duodecimo in size; and each volume is 
prettily bound. T. B. Peterson 4 Brothers have several 
editions, but we think this one. on the whole, the most con¬ 
venient. Every family that can afford books at all ought 
to have an edition of Dickens. 

We Call Attention to the advertisement of Freeman 4 
Burr, merchant tailors. Nos. 138 and 140 Fulton street, New 
York. This firm undertakes to supply clothing for gentle¬ 
men and lads, who live in the country, and to supply the 
articles cheaply, yet in the very latest style. They give 
directions for measuring, which, if followed, will enable 
them to fit any person, whether they have ever seen him, 
or not. There ought to be tens of thousands, we should 
think, glad to avail themselves of such a chance to dress 
well, yet at a reasonable price. 

Comstock’s Elocutiox.—A new and enlarged edition of 
this excellent work has just been published by T. B. Peter* 
son 4 Brothers, No. 306 Chestnut street, Philadelphia. We 
incline to think it the best Reading Book and Speaker, for 
the use of Schools and Colleges, that there is. It gives 
rules, which we know to have been successfully applied in 
many cases, for the cure of stammering and defective arti¬ 
culation. No one, following its precepts, can fail to have 
his, or her, style of reading improved. The volume has two 
hundred and sixty-three illustrative engravings. 

Advertisements inserted in this Magazine at reasonable 
prices. “Peterson's Magazine" is the best advertising me¬ 
dium in the United States; for it has the largest circulation 
of any monthly publication, and goes to every county, 
village, and cross-roads. Address Peterson’s Magazine, 306 
Chestnut street, Philadelphia, Pa. 

The Ladies’ Favorite. —The Agriculturalist and Journal 
says;—“We are inclined to find fault with ‘Peterson’ for 
making his Magazine so good. It is nearly always carried 
off from our table before we can get a look at it. It is called 
here the ladies’ favorite. Subscription only two dollars.’’ 

“The Extraordinary Circulation, which Peterson’s 
Magazine’ has strained,” says the Stamford (Ct.) Advocate, 
“is sufficiently understood, when we consider the number 
and quality of its attractions.’’ 


ROSES AND ROSE-GARDENS. 

The Proper Soil por Roses. —In our January number we 
discussed how to lay out gardens for roses, and gave a list 
pf some of the beet roses to plant. We now proceed to speak 
of soils. 

Some soils, of course, are more suitable than others; but 


all difficulties will yield to proper cultivation. The growers 
of stove and green-house plants, collect their material from 
all quarters; from India, tho fibres of tho cocoa-nut; their 
sand from tho river-bed; their peat, their leaf-mould, their 
mosses, from forest and bog; their top-spits from tho rich 
old pasture; their manures, natural and artificial, from Peru 
to the firm-yard. Regard, too, tho perfect dralnago pro¬ 
vided for these plants; no chronic saturation, dangerous to 
life, as all dropsies are; no perpetual conflict between air 
and water, but each exorcising its function in peace. And 
yet many a man, who knows nil this, and practices it within 
doors, stands helpless and hopeless on tho soil without. We 
have walked out of houses where orchids and stove-plants, 
and even those hard-wooded inmates of the green-house 
which so thoroughly test the plantsman’s skill—those Ericas, 
for example, which come, Indeed, from tho Cape of Good 
Hope, but too often bring dark despair—wero all in admir¬ 
able condition, and have been told, as'we stood upon soil tho 
facsimile of our own, and better, “Wo can’t grow roses.” 
There is only one reply—“ You won’t.” 

Because we know that rojes may bo grown to perfection 
In the ordiuary garden-soil, if they have such a position as 
we have described in the preceding number, and if that soil 
is cultivated —wo don’t mean occasionally tickled with a 
rake, or sprinkled with mauure from a popper-box, but 
thoroughly drained, and dug, and dunged. We aro not 
theorizing, nor playing tho game of speculation with our 
readers—not writing from a fertile soil, regardless of tho 
iifficulties of others. An experienced friend writes: “Upon 
two 6oiIs as different from each other as soils can be, though 
only separated by a narrow stream, I have grown roses which 
havo won the first prizes at the shows. On one side of the 
brook the ground is naturally a strong, rod, tenacious clay; 
on the other, a very light, weak, porous loam, with a marly 
subsoil.” 

The first thing to do with a cold, adhesive clay is to drain 
it, and to drain it well. When water stagnates around tho 
roots of a plant, they cannot receive tho air or the warmth 
which are alike essential to their health, nay life. 

Cut your drains, with a good fall, straight, and four feet 
deep; and do not forget, when you have made them, to look 
from time to time, in seasons of wet, whether or no they 
are doing their duty. Use tiles, not fagots, which soon, in 
most cases, become non-conductors. Having provided chan¬ 
nels of e*cai>e for the superabundant moisture, make it as 
easy as you can, in tho next place, for tho moisture to reach 
them. Trench your ground, and, by exposing it to atmos¬ 
pheric influence, make it as porous And-friable as you can. 
Then considor what additions you may introduce to its im¬ 
provements. “Anything,” writes Morton, in his work upon 
the Nature an/l Property of Soils, “ which will produce per¬ 
manent friability in clay soils—such as sand, lime, burnt- 
clay, looee, light, vegetable matter, or long unfermented 
manure—will niter its texture and Improve its quality.” 
Of these, having tried them fairly, we have found that which 
is happily the closest to onr hand (like a thousand other 
privileges and blessings, had we but eyes to see them) to be 
the most advantageous—we mean humt-clay. Some of our 
modern writers and lecturers speak of it as a recent dis¬ 
covery, but tho Romans knew it, and used incinerated soils 
two thousand years before Sir Humphry Davy wrote—“The 
process of burning renders the soil less compact, less tena¬ 
cious and retentive of moisture; and, properly applied, may 
convert a mntter that was stiff, damp, and in consequence 
cold, into one powdery, dry, and warm, and much more 
proper as a bed for vegetiblo life.” Let thoso Rosarians, 
therefore, who have heavy, tenacious soils, having first 
tapped their dropsical patients by drain and trench, promote 
their convalescence on the homoeopathic principle, rim ilia 
similxhur curantur; or, If they distrust tho more novel 
treatment, let them follow the ancient laws of cautery, and 
burn their clay. And with this object let them save every* 
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thing, as wo wero wont to do in our school-days, for a bon¬ 
fire. Keep the pruninga of your Rosary, that new roses, 
like the Phoenix, may spring from the funeral-pyre; pre¬ 
serve all other pruning?, decayod vegetables, roots, refuse, 
rubbish, weeds— 

“ Since naught so vile, that on the earth doth live, 

But to the earth some special good doth give”— 

and when you have a goodly omnium gatherum , make ready 
your ftirnace. Arrange your thorns and more inflammable 
material as a base, than an admixture of more solid fuel 
from your stores, lightening and condensing alternately, 
and in the center disposing some larger pieces, such as 
old tree-stumps, useless pieces, of rotting timber, and the 
like, which, once fairly on fire, will go smouldering on 
for a fortnight. On this heap, well kindled, and around it, 
place your clay, renewing it continually as the fire breaks 
through. The pile must be watched so that the flames may 
be thus constantly suppressed, the clay burnt gradually, 
and not charred to brickdust. 44 The ashes of burnt soil 
are said to be best," writes Morton, “when they are 
blackest; black ashes are produced by slow combustion, 
and red ashes by a strong fire.” Mix these ashes with the 
parent soil, and then th^ro remains, so far as the soil is con¬ 
cerned, but one additiou to be made, and of this we will 
treat presently. (to be continued.) 


HORTICULTURAL. j 

Witter Flowers.— The Camellias hold the first place j 
among winter flowers. The beauty of their foliage, tho J 
magnificence and duration of their blooming, tlio size of j 
their flowers and the variety of their colors, justify the j 
esteem in which they are universally held. There are \ 
more than seven hundred varieties, white, rose, red, varie- j 
gated; sometimes double, sometimes single; and they alw’ays J 
command a high price. No manure is as good for tho I 
Camellia as the leaf-mould of the woods. Make use of the ; 
last year's accumulations, and do not sift the earth. As tho ! 
double flowers do not bear seed, tho single Camellia is cul- ; 
tirated in order to ftiraish grafts, slips, or seeds. The seed 
must be sown as soon as ripe. Budding must be done in tho 
spring. Grafting may be done at any age, as the Camellia 
bears this operation well. All these things must be done 
under glass, as this shrub does not do well in the open air in 
our climate. It is well to repot Camellias every spring. Tho 
new sprouts begin to show themselves almost immediately 
afterward. Toward the end of June expose them to the air, 
still watering them and keeping the leaves clean with a fine 
sprinkler. Leave them outside until the end of August, then 
take them in and keep them at a temperature of sixty de¬ 
grees of Renumer, until they bloom. The falling of tho buds 
results equally from insufficient or too great moisture; one 
must judge of this by the looks of the leaves. 

The Azalea is another choice plant. On account of tho 
multiplicity and delicacy of its flowers, it equally merits a 
place among the winter Flora. Certain species are robust 
enough to grow in the open air and ornament the autumn 
days; but we refer new to those only which flourish under 
glass. These flowers are generally white, roso-colored, pur¬ 
ple, or yellow and single; yet there are double ones, as the 
Azalea prolifrra. The most beautiful are the single white 
ones. They like leaf-mould, a partially shaded place, and 
are multiplied by sowing the seed in the autumn, in a shal¬ 
low pan, from which the seedlings are planted out the fol¬ 
lowing summer. 

CHRT8A!tTnEMr*8 are among the riches of winter, on ac¬ 
count of the abundance, the variety, and the duration of 
their blossoms. There are white, pink, red, purple, brown, 
and fawn-colored ones. Amateurs count a great number of 
varieties. Sow the seed in a hot-bed. Clean, light earth 
suits them, and they are multiplied by means of seeds and 


cuttings for the perennial sorts. They havo so little odor 
that they can be used in tbe docoration of apartments per¬ 
fectly well. They require much earth and a good deal of 
wutcr. 

The IlEATn8 are miniature trees, exceedingly beautiful 
from the elegance of their foliage and tho profusely varie¬ 
gated colors of their flowers. It is customary to cultivate 
them in pots under glass, giving them leaf-mould to grow 
in. Sow them in April, and multiply tho cuttings in July 
in pans. Water them throughout tho year frequently, a 
little at a time, and give them much air and light. They 
may be kept in the open air during summer. In the winter 
a very little heat suffices them. 

TnE Daphne furnishes certain species suitable for tho 
green-house, and produce, during the winter, bouquets of 
roso-colored, white, or violet flowers of a pleasant odor. 
The Daphne delphina , and the Daphne indica are the b^st. 
Hits plant grows in clear, moist earth, and is easily multi¬ 
plied by seed or by graft. 

The Colt’s-Foot has been called “Winter Heliotrope,” 
and, though not rare, puts out from among a round bunch 
of leaves, gray and pink tufts of flowers, exhaling a strong 
odor of vanilla. It is cnltivated in pots filled with earth 
from the woods; is propagated by seed and loves moisture. 

The Snow-Drop, that charming little white flower, some- 
; times double, (as remarkable for the hardiness with which 
! it resists frosts, as for Its apparent delicacy and tenderness,) 
» shoots tip from between two narrow leaves, and shaded by 
any of the taller shrubs, blooms amidst the darkest weather 
> and beneath tho most inclement skies of early spring. But 
it succeeds best under gloss. It loves moisture, and is mul¬ 
tiplied by dividing the roots, or by slips. 


HEALTH DEPARTMENT. 

Suxnt Rooms. —ifvery woman is wise enough and careful 
enough to secure for her house-plants every bit of available 
sunshine during tho cold winter months. Great pains are 
taken to get a southern exposure for them. Indeed, if she 
can secure no other than a north window for her plants, 
she has too much love for these unconscious, inanimate 
tilings to keep them at all. She would rather leave them 
out in the cold to die outright, than linger out a martyr 
exlstenco in the shade. 

Folks need sunshine quite as much as plants do. Men 
and women, who have a fair degree of strength and the use 
of their legs, can get out into the world and get a glimpse 
of the sunshino now and then, and if they choose to do so, 
let them live in a room with only a northern exposure; 
but if it is possible, lot us secure rooms in which every ray 
of sunshine that falls in winter may enter for the little 
babies who are shut up in tho house, invalids who cannot 
leave their rooms, and aged people too infirm to get out 
doors. Let us reflect for a moment that these classes of 
persons, if kept in rooms with only north windows, will 
suffer just as much from the absence of sunshine as green 
growing plants would do in the same rooms, and their suf¬ 
fering is of account in proportion ns a human being is 
better than a geranium or fuchsia. Everybody knows how 
a bright, sunny day in winter gladdens every one who is 
situated so ns to enjoy it. Let us make some sacrifice, if 
need be, in order to give the feeble ones their measure of 
sunshine. 

How People Take Cold.—T he time for taking cold is 
after exercise; the place is in your own house, or office, or 
counting-house. It is not the act of exorcise which gives 
the cold, but the getting cool too quick after exercising. 
For example, you walk very fast to get to the railway sta¬ 
tion, or to the ferry, or to catch the omnibus, or to make 
time for appointment; your mind being ahead of j*r>n, the 
body makes an extra effort to keep up with it, and when 
you get to the desired spot you raise your hat and find your- 
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self in a perspiration; jon take a scat, and feeling quito 
comfortable as to temperature, you begin to talk with a 
friend, or to read a newspaper, and before you are aware of 
it, you experience a sensation of chilliness, and the thing is 
dona; you look around to sec where the cold comes from, 
and find an open window near you, or a door, or that you 
have taken a seat at the forward part of the car, and it 
moving against the wind, a strong draft is made through 
the crevices. 

After any kind of exercise, do not stand a moment at a 
street corner for anybody or anything; nor to an open door 
or window. Whenever you have been exercising in any 
way whatever, winter or summer, go home at once, or to 
some sheltered place, and, however warm the room may 
seem to be, do not at once pull off your hat and cloak, but 
wait awhile—some five minutes or more, and lay aside one 
thing at a time; thus acting, a cold is ini possible. Notice a 
moment: When you return from a brisk walk and you 
enter a warm room, raise your hat and your forehead will 
be moist; let the hat remain a few moments, and feel the 
forehead again, and it will be dry, showing that the room is 
actually cooler than your body, and that with out-door 
clothing on you have really cooled off full soon enough. 
Many of the severest colds we have over know n men to take 
were the result of sitting down to a warm meal in a cool 
room after a long walk; or being engaged in writing, have 
lot the fire out, and their first admonition of it was that 
creeping chilliness, which is the ordinary forerunner of a 
severe cold. Persons have often lost their lives by writing 
or reading in a room where there was no fire, although the 
weather outside was rather comfortable. Sleeping in rooms 
long unused has destroyed the life of many a visitor and 
friend. Splendid parlors, and nice “ spare rooms,” help to 
enrich many a doctor. 


PARLOR GAMES. 

Th* New Game. —There is a new and interesting play to 
which the young folks have given the name of “Verba- 
rium.” A number of persons—the more the merrier—are 
provided with pencils, and a word chosen as the verbarium, 
which each writes at the head of his sheet. The object of 
the game Is to draw out the vast number of words which 
lie folded up, os it were, in the verbarium, and this is ac¬ 
complished, amid much excitement and amusement, in the 
following manner: Let us suppose, for instance, that the 
word chosen is “ treason.” One of the company is appointed 
time-keeper; nhd tlio signal being given, each writes as 
rapidly as possible all the words beginning with the “T” 
which can be spelled with the letters of the verbarium, such 
as tea, toe, toes, tone, ton, etc., no other letters except those 
composing the word “treason” being allowed to be used. 
At the end of two minutes, the time-keeper calls “ time!” 
and the pencils are obliged te stop. The company then 
read, in order, the words they have written. As each word 
is read, those who have not written it call out “no,” and 
those who havo it cross it out from their lists, and place 
opposite to it a number of credits, equal to the number of 
defaulters. If three persons, for instance, fail to have the 
word “ tea,” the rest take three credits. Two minutes are 
then devoted to words beginning with “R,” as reason, rat, 
etc., and so on with each letter, until the whole verbarium 
is exhausted, when each player counts the aggregate num¬ 
ber of credits, and the one who has the largest number is 
declared the winner. The possibilities of fun in this game 
do not all appear from a dry description like the foregoing. 
The lamentations of those who, In their zealous pursuit of 
complicated anagrams, have overlooked the simplest com¬ 
binations; the shouts of laughter that attend the defeat of 
an attempt to impose triumphantly some word that “ isn’t 
in it;” the appeals to the dictionary to settle disputed ques¬ 
tion^ and a hundred other lively incidents of tho game, 


render it most popular. To illustrate the extensive range 
of language which this simple amusement covers, it Is only 
necessary to say that not less than one hundred words may 
bo derived In this way from “treason,” which Is, after all, 
not a good verbarium. Try verbarium, and you will find it 
infallibly successful os a means of amusement. 

OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

49* Every receipt in this Cboh-Book has been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

miscellaneous table receipts. 

Oyster Rissoles. —Divide two dozen oysters into four, and 
keep the liquor. Put into a stew-pan a dessertspoonful of 
chopped onions, with the same quantity of butter, fry them, 
but do not let them become brown. Then add three table¬ 
spoonfuls of the oyster liquor, eight of white sauce, and a 
teaspoonful of flour, boll until rather thick, season Mith 
Cayenne, salt, and nutmeg, stirring all the time; add the 
oysters, with the yolks of three eggs, well beaten, continue 
stirring until the eggs have set, then immediately turn all 
into a dish to cool. Have ready some puff-paste rolled 
several times until it becomes us thin as a wineglass, cut it 
with a cutter about two aud a half or three inches in diame¬ 
ter; place about a teaspoonful of the mixture above de¬ 
scribed on each piece, wet the edges round, turn one edge 
over the other, close it well, egg and bread-crumb the out¬ 
side, and fry in plenty of butter or lard for about five 
minutes. 

Dishes xcith White of Egg—Caledonian Cream. —Two 
ounces of raspberry-jam or jelly, two ounces of red currant- 
jelly, two ounces of sifted loaf-sugar, nml the whites of two 
eggs; put into a bowl, and beat with a spoon for three-quar¬ 
ters of an hour. This makes a very pretty dish. Crcam- 
Ccike. —The whites of three eggs, one drop of essence of 
lemon, and as much powdered sugar as will thicken it; 
whisk the whites to a dry froth, then add the powdered 
sugar, a teaspoonful at a time, till the egg is as thick as 
very thick batter. Wet a sheet of white paper, place it on 
a tin, and drop the egg aud sugar on it in lumps about the 
shape and Bize of a walnut. Set them in a cool oven, and 
as soon as the sugar is hardened take them out. With a 
broad-bladed kuife take them off the paper, place tlie fiat 
parts of two together, aud put them on a sieve in a very 
cool oven to dry. 

Sausage Dumplings. —Make a pound of flour and two 
ounces of dripping, or chopped suet, into a firm paste, by 
adding just enough water to enable you to knead the whole 
together. Divide this paste into twelve equal parts, roll 
each of these out sufficiently large to be able to fold up one 
pork sausage in it, wet the edge of the paste to fasten tho 
sausage securely in it, and. as you finish off each sausage- 
dumpling, drop it gently into a large enough sauoc-pon, 
containing plenty of boiling water; and when the whole are 
finished, allow them to boil gently by the side of the fire 
for one hour, and then take up the dumplings with a spoon 
free from water, on to a dish, and eat them while they are 
hot 

Settling Coffee. —The following is recommended as being a 
good way not only to settle coffee, but to prevent the escape 
of its aroma: For one pound of coffee, take one egg and beat 
it well. When the coffee is nicely browned and cool enough 
not to cook the egg, pour the egg over it stirring it until 
ever}* kernel is coated with a varnish, and let it stand a few 
minutes in a warm place until it dries. This will prevent 
tho escape of all aroma. It is not affected by moisture, and 
the egg helps the coffee when it is ground and steeped. 

Omelette a la Creppe. —Put into a basin eight tablespoon- 
fuls of flour; beat six eggs iuto it, with as much milk as 
will make it into a batter, with a pinch of salt. Bake till 
brown. 
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Ftou-Pudding. —Tie a pint of split peas in a cloth, leaving j 
them room to swell; pnt them into a stew-pan of cold water, I 
where let them boil nearly half an hour until tender, but J 
not at all watery; turn them out of the cloth, rub them ! 
through a hair-sieve into a basin, add a quarter of a pound ; 
of butter, season with a little white pepper and salt, and 1 
mix all well together, with three yolks and one whole egg; 
lightly flour a pudding-cloth, which lay in a small, round- 
bottomed basin, pour in the mixtnre, tie up the cloth, and 
put the pudding to boil for an hour in a sauce-pan of boil¬ 
ing water; when done, turn it from the cloth upon a dish, 
and serve with any joint of boiled pork. 

Tongue , after it has been boiled, cut into thick slices, and 
stewed in a rich, brown gravy, makes a very nice corner 
dish. 

DRINKS. 

* Superior Lemonade a la Soyer. —Take the peel of six 
lemons, free from pith, cut it up In small pieces, and put 
with it two cloves into a bottle containing half a piut of hot 
water; place the bottle in a stow-pan with boiling water, 
and let it stand by the side of a fire for one or two hours, 
taking care that it docs not boil; then take half a pint of 
lemon-juice, half a pint of syrup—if none, use plain syrup, 
or sugar, in like proportions, adding a few drops of orange- 
flower water; add the infusion of the rind, which has been 
previously made, and allowed to become cold; stir well 
together, and add two quarts of cold water. 

Mulled- Wine. —Time, five minutes.—One quart of new 
milk, one stick of cinnamon, nutmeg, and sugar to taste, 
yolks of six eggs, a spoonful or two of cream. Boil a quart 
of uew milk five minutes, with a stick of cinnamon, nutmeg, 
and sugar to your taste; then take it ofT the fire, and let it 
staud to cool. Beat the yolks of six eggs very well, and mix 
with a large spoonful or two of cold cream, then mix them 
with a largo spoonful or two of cold cream, then mix it with 
wine, and pour it backward and forward from the sauce-pan 
to the jug several times. Send it to table with biscuits. 

To Mull Alt. —Time, ten minutes.—One pint of ale, three 
or four cloves, nutmeg, sugar to taste, yolks of four eggs, a 
little cold ale. Take a pint of ale and put it into a sauce¬ 
pan with three or four cloves, nntmeg, and sngnr to your 
taste; set it over the lire, and when it boils, take it off to 
cool. Beat the yolks of four eggs well, and mix them with 
a little cold ale; then put it to the warm ale, and pour it in 
and out of the sance-pan several timos; boat it again till 
quite hot, and serve it with dry toast. 

Excellent Milk-Punch. —Infuse the outer rind of four 
lemons and one Seville orange in a pint of rum for twelve 
hours, keeping it closely covered; thon strain it, and add 
one quart oT lemon-juice and four quarts of water, in which 
three pounds of loaf-sngar have been dissolved; add the 
whites of four eggs, boaten to a froth, and four quarts more 
of rum; when well mixed, pour over all two quarts of boil¬ 
ing milk; run it through a flannel jelly-bag, and bottle It. 
It may be used immediately or kept for somo time. 

Egg-Flip. —Three eggs, a quarter of a pound of good moist 
sugar, a pint and a half of beer. Btat three whole eggs 
with a quarter of a pound of good moist sugar; make a pint 
and a half of beer very hot, but do not let it boil; then mix 
it gradually with the beaten eggs and sugar, toss it to and fro 
from the sanco-pan into it a jug two or three times; grate a 
little nntmeg on the top, and serve it A wineglass of 
spirits may be added, if liked. 

Mot Milk-Punch , Cambridge Fashion. —Rub the rind of 
two lemons entirely away on half a pound of sugar, in 
lumps; put it in two qnarts of new milk, and simmer over 
the fire ten minutes, then draw It aside; beat up the yolks 
of three eggs in half a pint of cold milk; strain it, and stir 
by degrees into it the hot milk; add a pint of mra, and half a 
pinrof brandy, and mill the whole into a Loth over the fire; 
then serve to drink immediately. 


Egg- Wine. —Time, about five minutes.—One glass of white 
wine, one apoonfnl of cold water, a few lumps of loaf-sngar, 
a little grated nutmeg, into a very clean sauce-pan; set It 
over the fire, and when it boils, pour it by degrees over an 
egg well beaten with a spoonful of cold water; stir It one 
way for a minute, and serve it with dry toast in a plate. 

0AKK3, ETC, 

Lemon Cheese-Chke. — A qnarter of a pound of butter, a 
quarter of a pound of sugar, a wineglass of milk or cream, 
two ounces of sponge-cake, three-eggs, the grated rind of 
one and juice of half a lemon; slice the cake, and'pour over 
it the milk or cream; beat the butter and sugar together, 
and stir into it; mash the sponge-cake very fine, and add to 
the above; grate the yellow rind, and squeeze the Juice of 
half a lemon, and stir in. Cover the pie-plates with paste 
fill with the mixture, and bake In a moderately hot oven. 

Orange-Pudding .—Half a pound of butter, half a pound 
of sugar, five eggs, two tnblespoonfuls of brandy, the rind 
of an orange. Lay the rind of an orange to soak over night 
The next day boil it and mash It fine. It must be boiled in 
fresh water. Beat the butter and sugar ns for cake; whisk 
the eggs, and add to it, then stir in the liquor and orange. 
Cover your plo-plates with rich paste; fill them and bake in 
a moderato oven. 

Cheap Spongc-Chlee.— Bent up fonr eggs, yolks and whites 
separate; ndd to the yolks a teacupfhl nnd a half of sugar; 
beat them together, and add to them four tablespoonftils of 
cold water, and one teacupful of flour. Stir the flour into 
the yolks and sugar, then add the whites of the eggs, after 
they have been beaten to a froth. Lastly, add a teaspoonful 
of soda, dissolved in water. Flavor with a few drops of 
essence of vanilla or of lemon. Bake about an hour. 

Derby Short-Cake. —Rub half a pound of butter into one 
pound of flour, and mix one egg, a qunrter of a pound of 
sifted sugar, and as mnch milk as will make a paste. Roll 
this out thin, and cut the cakes with any fancy shapes^ or 
the top of a wineglass. Place on tin plates; strew 
sugar, or cover the top of each with icing, and balrafor ten 
minutes. 

Wine-Rod.— Soak a penny French roll in raisln-wino till 
it will hold no more, put it in the dish, and pour round It a 
custard or cream, sugar, and lemon-juice. Just before it is 
served sprinkle over it somo nonpareil comfits, or stick a 
few blanched, slit almonds into it. Spongo biscuits may be 
used instead of the roll, If preferred. 

BANITARY. 

Cough Mixtures. —As this is the season of the year when 
coughs are prevalent, it may be ns woll to warn our readers 
against the qnack medicines so often administered for 
coughs. Many of these do more harm than good, though 
a few, probably, aro beneflchil. It is best, however, to use 
only what is known to be curative. For this reason we 
give a really useful preparation:—Take of syrup of squills, 
paregoric elixir, and spirits of sal volatile, in equal propor- 
tions. Dose: a teaspoonful in a wineglass of water. The 
mixtnre should only be taken when the cough is trouble¬ 
some, and not mo^e frequently than four timos in the 
twenty-four hours. For a child, not more than half a tea- 
spoonfol should be given. Should sal volatile be objected 
to, sweet spirits of nitre may be substituted. 

An Unfailing Preventive for Chopped Hands. —TVhen 
washing the hands, or rather having washed them, while 
they are still wet, rub on them a little honey, and then dry 
them, taking CAre to leave the honey on and not rinse It off 
before drying the hands. If the hands are sore and chapped, 
on the first and second application the honey will caiiS9 
pain for about five minutes, but if used every time tho 
hands are washed, the hands never chap: It is also a cer¬ 
tain cure for irritation on the face caused by wind and cold 
weather. 
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FASHIONS FOR FEBRUARY. < 

Fia. i.— Short Carriage-Dress of Green Silk. —The skirt 
is trim mod with five narrow, scant ruffles, above the upper 
one of which is two full ruffles, which stand up, and one 
which turns down. The tunic, which opens in front, and 
reaches the top of the trimming of the under-skirt, at the 
bock and sides, is trimmed with a rich tassel-fringe and gimp. 
Large bow«, with the ends trimmed with fringe, are placed 
on the hips. The body, which is cut in one with the tunic, 
is confined at the waist with a belt, with a bow at the buck, 
and is trimmed down the front with gimp and tassel-fringe. 

Fio. it.—L ong Carriage-Dues* of Wine-Colored Poplin.— 
The skirt is looped up slightly in front with black bows 
without ends, over a black silk flounce. The side of the ; 
skirt is trimmed with six short bnt deep flounces, which are 
put on in full hilt plaits; a plain court train falls at the 
back. The body, which is round and plain, is finished at 
the back with a deep, round basque, which is laid in full 
hilt plaits. Black velvet gipsy bonnet, with plume. 

Fia. hi.—Walkino-Dre8S of Dark-Grf.en Silk— The skirt 
of which Is trimmed with seven narrow ruffles. Blue velvet 
basque, cut part way up the skirt at the back, and trimmed 
with chinchilla fnr; neck and sleeves to correspond. Black 
▼elvot bonnet, with pink feathers. 

Fm. iv.— Walking-Dress of Chestnut-Colored Satinet.— 
The lower-skirt has one deep flounce, scalloped at the bot¬ 
tom, and headed by a box-plaiting of the material. The 
upper-skirt falls straight at the back, is cut shorter and 
square in front, and is fluished by a bias band of black silk, 
edged on either side by a narrow, black silk plaited ruffle. 
Plain, round waist; short, loose basque, cut with a good deal 
of spring at the back, to make It fall well over the large 
toumure. Cont-sleeves trimmed like the basque, to match the 
upper-skirt; rolling-collar, with silk facings. Black velvet 
hat, with chestnut-colored plumes. 

Fig. v.—Cvrrlaoe or Walking-Dress of Alternate 
Flounces of Black Silk and Light Leather-Colored Silk. 
—These flounces ore deep and plain. Basque of black velvet, 
open on the sides, and at tho back, and trimmed with wide, 
black laco. Coat-sleeves. Bounet of leather-colored velvet, 
trimmed with autumn-leaves, and black Chi Ha crew, scarf, 
which ties in front. 

Fig. vi.—Out-of-door Dress of Crimson Velvet, for a 
Child. —The skirt is trimmed with a box-plaited flounce, 
through which a band of darker-colored velvet is run. The 
upper-skirt and capes are plain, and trimmed with a band 
of darker-colored velvet. Hat of the darker-ahade of velvet, 
trimmed with feathers. 

Fio. vn.—I n-door Dress of Violet Cashmere, with long 
train under-skirt; upper-skirt, forming tabs of different 
lengths, trimmed with fluted flonneing and bands of satin, 
nigh bodico, with long, hanging sleeves, trimmed to match; 
waistband fastened with a double bow of black velvet. 
Coiffure cap of point <TAngletei-rc^ ornamented with velvet 
ribbon. 

Fio. vm. — Walking-Dress, with skirt just touching tho 
ground, made of two shades of brown faille silk. The skirt, 
mado of the lightest shade, is trimmed with a deep flounce, 
cut lower in front, aud put on with a jriped band, and scal¬ 
loped heading. The upper-skirt forms a small, puffed pannier, 
trimmed with a flounce, and ornamented on each side with 
rosettes; plain, high bodice, with coat-sleeves of the light 
silk; the cuffs, waistband, and basque, are of the darkest 
shade. Bonnet of brown velvet, trimmed with flowers, and 
grot grain ribbon of tho lightest shade of brown. 

Flos. ix. and x.— Wintrr-Saoqur of Gray Cloth. —Tho 
edgo of the sacque, the fron f pockets, and sleeves, are all 
trimmed with black velvet, edged on either side by a narrow 
edge of white cloth, stitched on by a sewing-machine. Tho 
sacque is open at the sides, and the back is trimmed with a 
rich tAssel-fringe. The collar, which is round and large at 
the back, is cut in points at the front. 


Fig. xi.—Green-Velvet Bonnet. —The shape of this bonnet 
is high in front; it is covered with dark-green velvet, and 
piped with satin of a lighter shade. The curtuin at the top 
of tho chignon is edged with fringe. At the top there is u 
quilling of velvet, lined with satin. A green feather deco¬ 
rates tho left side, and small tea-roses, with satin bow, the 
inside. 

Fig. xn.— Black-Velvet Bonnet. —This bounet is orna¬ 
mented with a tearose-bud and leaves; a garland of curled 
black feathers decorates tho edge, and a lace veil falls at the 
back. The strings are black grot grain. 

General Remarks. —At this season of the year there is but 
little new to chronicle in the way of dress. For delicate per¬ 
sons, who fear the exposure of low necks and short sleeves, 
white cashmeres, alpacas, and mohairs, are very popular; 
these ore trimmed with flounces of tho same material, bound 
with cherry, light-green, blue, or muuvo silk, or else have 
pointed ruffles of colored silk. For quite young people, the 
dresses are made to touch the floor two or three inches 
about the length of the present fashion for walking-drescss; 
for older ladies, they are made half a yard longer than the 
ordinary dress. 

The Long Walking-Dress is still worn, notwithstanding its 
untidiness; its superior gracefulness has made it popular. 
With this style of costume tho long-discarded shawl can be 
worn, if tho pannier is not large. 

Lace is most profusely employed on all kinds of elegant 
costumes, especially evening-dresses, but it should ucver be 
used on common materials, or for morning-dresses. 

Bonnets are much more popular than hats, even for young 
girls, the styles are so coquettish and becoming. Bows at 
the back of bounets are very fashionable. They are made of 
velvet, trimmed with fringe of China crepe , also trimmed 
with fringe and of ribbon, but always of tho sort called grot 
grain. 

The “ Maintenon* 1 Bonnet Is extremely coquettish, and yet 
can be worn with a walking-costume. It is mado of black 
velvet, and worn low on the forehead; it is turned np ut the 
back over the chignon. A bow Is placed under the portion 
that is turned up, and the top of the bonnet is a tasteful 
ornament of feathers mixed with lace. 

For Full-Dress Toilets, such as are worn at weddings and 
ceremonious calls, the white bonnet, which was considered 
essential, Is now completely abandoned, and bonnets to 
match the dress are adopted in the highest circles. If even 
the toilet is a dark one, tho bonnet matches it, bnt is ren¬ 
dered more dressy by trimmlug it with point d'Angletcrrc 
or linche, and ndding feathers of a light hue. 

Felt is decidedly the fashionable material for hats, and the 
Ligwur is the favorite shape. The crown is encircled with 
a torsade partly of velvet and partly of grot grain % the brim 
is lined with black velvet, and turned up at the sides; the 
feather Is often a bird of paradise. When ostrich plumei 
are used, two very full ones are fastened in front with a large 
bow, and are crossed at the bock on the top of tho chignon. 
This looks well, osqiecially in gray, or on an almond-colored 
felt hat. Terry velvet Is extensively used for trimming felt 
hats. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fig. i.—Little Girl’s Dress of Spotted Silk, Trimmed 
with a Plaiting of Ridbon. —Jacket of gray diagonal cloth, 
trimmed with fur. 

Fig. ii.—Frock op Plain Serge.—J acket of dark-blue 
cloth, trimmed with sealskin. 

Fig. m.—C loak for Little Girl from Three to Six Years 
of Age. 

Fig. iv.—Suit for Bot from Six to Eight Years of Age.— 
The material is of dark-blue ribbed cloth, trimmed with 
black braid, and black velvet facings. 

See “ Every Day Drosses” for other children's articles. ‘ 
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THE 


FLORENCE 



IS THE MOST 


PERFECT 

SEWING MACHINE, 

It has taken the highest Premiums at every promi¬ 
nent Jtoir where shown, in the year 

1870, 

over every first-class machine in the market. 

*3-AGENCIES: 505 Broadway, NEW YORK, and 
in all principal cities and towns. 


COLGATE & CO. 


Recommend their New 

“RONDEIETIA” TOILET SOAP. 

Sold by Dealers in PeTftamery and Fancy Goods 
and First-Class Grocers. 


A E 


DVERTI SEME NTS 


FOR THIS MAGAZINE. 


Are received only by 

WM. J. CARLTON, 
ADVERTISING AGENT, 39 Park Row, Now York. 

To whom all orders should be addressed. 


A GREAT OFFERWBSJfSY; 

will dispose of ONE 1IUNDKED PIANOS, MELODKONS, 
and ORGANS, of first-class makers, at extrxhely low 
prices Fon cash, during t:ie holidays, or will take from 
$5 to $20 monthly until paid; the same to let, and the 
rent money applied if purchased. 


REDUCTION OF PRICES 

TO CONFORM TO 

REDUCTION OF DUTIES. 

GBEAT SATINS* TO CONSUMERS 

BY GETTING UP CLUBS. 

49* Send for our New Price List and a Club Form will 
accompany it, containing full directions—making a large 
saving to consumers and remunerative to cTub organizers. 

THE GREAT AMERICAN TEA CO., 

81 & 83 Yesey Street, New York. 

P. 0. Box 5G13. , 



THEA-NECTAR 

IS A PURI 

BLACK TEA 

with the Geeen Tea Flavor. War¬ 
ranted to suit all tastes. For gale 
everywhere. Ami for sale wholesale 

only by the Groat Atlantic & Pael* 
fle lea Co.. S Church Ft.. New York, 
P.O. Box 5506. Send for Thea-Jiectar 
Circular. 


MAGIC LANTERNS 

Catalogues sent on application. W. MITCHELL McAL- 
LISTER, No. 7^3 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 

Why that angry look and frown? 

Why that wet, bedrabbled gown? 

Bless your heart! Why don’t you know 
Windows and Mirrors can’t be thoroughly cleaned with¬ 
out using Enoch Morgan's Sons’ SAPOLIO. 


O UR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE AND PRICE LIST 
of Genuine Waltham Watches, tell how and where 
they are made, describes the different grades and gives 
weight and quality of the cases with prices of each. We 
send them by express to any part of the country, with bill 
to Collect on Delivery, with privilege to the purchaser to 
examine the Watch before paying. No risk is taken by 
those who buy of us, os every Watch is warranted to give 
satisfaction or the money will be refunded. The prices of 
the Silver Watches range from $!6 upwards, and the Gold 
Watches from $70. When you write for a Price List, state 
that you saw this notice in Peterson’s Magazine. 

Address, HOWARD A CO., 785 Broadway, New York. 


THE IMPROVED 

WILSON 

SHUTTLE 

SEWING MACHINE 

for simplicity, «in- 
rabiltiy A beauty 

stands unrivaled I For 


brahling,gatherlng, ga¬ 
thering and sewing on 
b'lthers, it is unexcelled I 
AW AGENTS WAYTED in every Connty in the 
United States where wo have not one already employed. 
For'particulara address Wilson Sowing Machine Co., 
Cleveland, 0 .; Boston, Mass., or SU Louis, Mo. 



AGENTS WANTED'IjULX 02 FEXAL2.) FOE THE 

“EMINENT WOMEN OF THE AGE.” 

40 000 ALREADY SOLD. 

Address S. M. BETTS A CO., Hartford, Oonn. 



Have you a Pair of Kid Gloves that are Soiled ? 

GET A BOTTLE OP 



One Bottle will save the Cost of a Dozen Pairs of Gloves 

If your druggist has none, ask him to order it from 

JOHN Ft HENRY, 8 College Place, Hew York. 

C. N. CRITTENDEN, 7 Sixth Avenue, New York, or, 
JOHN T). PARK nnd A. TV MKT1RIA.M k CO., Cincin¬ 
nati, Agents for the West and South. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS 


GET UP YOUR CLUBS FOR 18711 GREAT INDUCEMENTS! 


PETERSON’S MAGAZINE 


CHEAPEST AND BEST OF ALL.^ 


«■ To every person getting up a Club for u Peterson t Magazine(at the prices below) wiU be sent, gratis, a copy 
of the new premium Mezzotint (size 2 4 inches by 20,) “ Washington at the Battle of Trenton .” This is one of the most 
elegant engravings ever offered. To persons getting up large Cubs, an extra copy of the Magazine will be sent in addition. 


“ PETERSON'S MAGAZINE ” gives more for the money, and of a better quality, than any other. It contains every 
year, nearly 10t;(> pages, 14 steel pinion, 12 double sized mammoth colored steel fashion plates, and about 1000 wood 
engravings—and all this for only TWO DOLLARS A YEAR, or a dollar less titan Magazines of its class. 

First-Class Original Novelets and Stories. 

The stories in “ Peterson ” are conceded to be the best published anywhere. Mrs. Ann S. Stephens, Frank Lee 
Benedict, M:*s. II. Harding Davis, Daisy Vontnor, Gabrielle Lee, Ilolen Maxwell, Ella Rodman, Katharine K. Williams, 
Emma Garrison Jones, Frances Lee, Mrs. Denison,Rosalio Grey,Clara Augusta, and the authors of “The Second Life,” 
of “Susy L’s Diary,” and of “Kathleen's Love Story,” besides all the other popular female writers of America, are 
regular contributors. In addition to tho usual number of shorter stories, there will bo given In 1871, at least Five 
Original Copyrighted Xorrlds, viz: The Reigning Belle, by Mrs. Ann S. Stephens; Tnz Tr.\amr op a Quiet Lite, by 
tho Author of “ Kathleen’s Love StoryNo Choice Left, by Frank Lee Benedict; At Mrs. Hathawat's, by tho Author 
of “Susy L\s Diary;” Prince Charming, by Daisy Vontnor. 

In tho number and beauty ef its illustrations, “ Peterson ” is unrivalled. The Publisher challenges a comparison 
between it» 

STEEL AND MEZZOTINT ENGRAVINGS 

And those in other Magazines and one Steel engraving at least Is given in each number. 

MAMMOTH COLORED FASHION PLATES! 

Each number has a Bvperb double-size colored^Fashion Plate, executed in the highest style of art. Each plate 
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3 A coward gives in at the first repulse, 

A brave man struggles again, 

With a rwolute eye and a bounding pulse, 

To battle his way amongst men; 

For he knows he has only one chance in his time, 
To better himself if he can, 

“So make your hay while the sun doth shine,” 
That’s a motto for every man.— Chorus . 
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THE TEMPTATION. 

BT JANG UANLBT. 


How gloriously beautiful she was! As she 
eame up the broad aisle, every one turned to 
look at her, I among the rest. I little thought 
I was to meet my fate. I had never seen such 
a face. It was perfect in contour, with a com¬ 
plexion of transparent purity, and the eyes 
were of that deep violet-blue, that is so very 
rare. Tenderness, and refinement, and the 
noblejt womanhood, Bhone out in every linea¬ 
ment. I had lived years abroad, and I had 
traveled everywhere in my own country, but I 
->-4iftd never before seen such an exquisite being, 
such a perfect blonde. Throughout the whole 
sermon I remained like one in a trance. I 
heard nothing, I saw nothing but that face. I 
loved her from that moment. I, the cold, 
almost cynical, man of the world; I, who, 
heretofore, had cared only for my profession; 
I loved this peerless creature with the con¬ 
centrated ardor of years. 

I lived with my old friend and partner, Dr. 
Potter, and, that day, at dinner, he remarked, 

“ What a beautiful creature Mr. Withington’s 
wife is!” 

“ Where did they sit?” I asked, with a great 
dread stealing over me. 

“In the front pew to our right. You, fasti¬ 
dious as you are, would certainly pronounce 
her face faultlessly beautiful, had you seen it.” 

Had I seen it? Oh! that I never had! She, 
the only woman in the world to me, won and 
worn by another! She Mrs. Withington! 

I left the table. I went away alone. For 
hoars I struggled against the passion that had 
taken possession of me. I was resolved to 
crush it. 

But crushed it would not be. Concealed it 
was. After a time I learned to hear her name 
calmly; I even made her acquaintance: then 
I became the intimate friend of her husband. 
Again and again I tried to conquer my ill-fated 
love. It was of no avail. 

Vol. LIX— 12 


But one honorable course remained for me, 
and that was to go away, and in new scenes to 
find forgetfulness. More than once I spoke to 
my partner of my wish to travel again in Eu¬ 
rope, and to remain a year or two in Vienna, 
at the hospitals. But Dr. Potter was old, and 
relied on me almost entirely: he could not 
think of sparing me, he said. Of course, I 
oould not tell him the true reason why I wished 
to go abroad. So it came to pass that I re¬ 
mained. 

A year went by. I had become but a wreck 
of my former self The necessary, constant 
guarding of every look and act was wearing 
away my physical strength. 

The war broke out. Here, at last, was an 
excuse to go away. Surgeons were greatly 
needed in the army. Even Dr. Potter could 
gainsay my departure no longer. I was about 
to apply for a commission, when I received a 
professional summons to the Withington man¬ 
sion. 

I found the husband down with one of the 
worst cases of typhoid-fever that had ever 
come under my experience. Foa days his life 
hung on a thread. Now came my great tempta¬ 
tion! 

One night, when his delirium was at the 
highest, I determined to remain till morning. 
His wife watched w’ith me. Oh! what misery 
it was to sit there, and see her striving to talk 
with him, begging him not to send her away— 
to speak to her, his Elsie! .He would laugh 
wildly and thrust her from-him, and she would 
sink on her knees by his pillow, 6obbing as if 
her heart would break. 

At last he became so violent that I begged 
her to leave the room. She refused. Laying 
her hand on my arnij she looked up into my 
face with a world of sorrow written in those 
eyes. 

“ Dr. Griffing,” she implored, “you will save 
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T II E TEMPTATION. 


my husband? You must save him; he is my 
all! Tell me, is there any hope?” 

That pleading face almost unmanned me; 
and 1 needed all my strength then; so 1 said 
quietly, 

“I will do all I can. But this is only the 
beginning of the sickness. It will be neces¬ 
sary for you to husband your strength. Seek 
rest to-night. If there is any change for the 
worse, I will call you.” 

She left the room on this assurance. I 
wntched by my patient until the paroxysm 
passed, and then, in that room, alone with the 
sleeping man, the Tempter came. 

Faint and wavering at first, evidently trying 
the susceptibility of my heart and integrity of 
character. 

I repulsed the thought with horror. It 
returned with double force, with startling 
sophistry. It would be so easy to let him 
die—die he would, unless saved by mero skill, 
for constitution he had none. Why not let him 
die? Then Elsie would be free! 

i strove against the temptation with all my 
strength. But the Tempter came again, and 
gained ground. The enormity of tho crime 
passed away. I began to question myself as 
to what I should do, or, rather, should not do, 
to obtain the desired end. After the end, 
Elsie mine, only mine! 

A movement from the patient, and the spell 
broke. Elsie’s words, “Save, oh! save my 
husband!” flashed across my mind, and my 
promise. W r as I keeping it? 

I rose and walked across the room, striving 
to banish the horrible nightmare. Then came 
the reaction. I sank to my knees and prayed, 
prayed for the first time in many years. I 
prayed for strength, strength to resist this 
horrible temptation, and for forgiveness, for 
had I not committed murder in my heart ? I 
felt as if the brand of Cain was upon me. I 
asked for strength to banish this wild love, 
and for knowledge to save Elsie’s husband, for 
saved he must be, or I should forever think 
myself an assassin. 

I worked faithfully with him nil night: and 
when Elsie came in early, there was a decided 
change for the better. 

I must flee now, I felt, lest I should be 
tempted again. So I made my preparations 
to go away My patient recovered rapidly, 
and was soon out of danger. 

1 paid my last visit. Elsie, putting her hand 
in mine, said, 

“ Doctor, I never can thank you enough for 
the efforts you have made to save Rolfe. Per¬ 


haps I may never see you again. God bless 
anl reward you!” 

This kindness was more than I could bear. 

“Pray for roe, pity, forgive me!” I cried, 
madly, and losing all control over myself, 1 
caught her to my heart, took one last look at 
her white, frightened face, and rushed from 
the house. 

This is not a war-story, so I will briefly pass 
over my life in tho army. I worked hard, I 
courted every danger; but reckless ns I was, I 
could not die, death would not take me. 

For four years I heard nothing of Elsie. 
I had grown, at last, to consider my love as 
a thing of the past. But no woman, I felt, 
would ever be to mo what Elsie was. It was 
sacrilege to think of any one occupying her 
place in my heart. 

Well, I was mustered out when the war 
ended. Once more I found myself at home. 
My old friends crowded around me, all but 
Mr. Withington. So, ono day, I asked if he 
had left the city. 

“W T hy, Ilal,” said Dr. rotter, “didn’t you 
know he wa9 dead ? He died two years ago.” 

“Dead! Where is bis wife?” I asked, 
breathlessly. 

“Gone to Philadelphia. She was almost 
broken-hearted when her husband died, and 
some friends there insisted upon her going to 
them. I had a letter from her only last week. 
Let me see, I have it here, if you would like to 
see it?” 

I seized the letter, tore it open, noted the 
contents, and, rushing to my room, proceeded 
to pack my valise, as if life or death depended 
upon my expedition. 

That journey to Philadelphia was tho longest 
in my life. It was so hard to wait, even for a 
few hours, now that Elsie was free. I went 
up the marble steps with a palpitating heart. 
Yet, strange to Bay, no doubt of my success 
occurred to me. My great love would surely 
awake an echo in her heart, I said to myself. 

The back windows of the parlor opened into 
a beautiful conservatory, I entered it. There, 
amidst rare exotics, sat Elsie, the choicest 
flower of all. 

The soft carpet gave back no echo to my 
footsteps, and she did not perceive me, so ab¬ 
sorbed was she reading. 

She was so~beautiful, so much more beautiful 
than ever, that the first glimpse of her face 
brought back, with overwhelming force, the 
love I had so long struggled to destroy. 

“Elsie!” I called, softly. 

She looked up. The color surged over the 
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THE SNOW-BIRDS' SONG —HER NAME. 


eweet face. Rising, she came forward, and 
welcomed me, but with embarrassment. 

I led her back to her seat among the flowers, 
and standing there before her, told my story 
as best I could. I went on rapidly, lest my 
courage should fail. I told her all. How I 
first met her, and the result; how I struggled 
to conquer my love; how I was tempted by the 
bedside of her husband; how I was saved from 
crime. She gave me a look of horror at this, 
and buried her face in her hands. I could 
scarcely go on. But the truth must be told, so 
I continued to the end. Then, with all the 
eloquence I possessed, 1 pleaded my case. 
“Only a look,” I said. “Anything to give 
me hope for the future-” 

She gave no sign—no reply, but tears. 

“Elsie,” I cried, in my anguish, “can you 
not forgive me? Is there no pity in your 
heart? Spare, oh! spare me another triaL 
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I, who have suffered so much already! Have 
mercy and answer me!” 

At last she spoke. Laying her hand among 
my once black locks, that were now prema¬ 
turely gray, she said, 

“ Harold, I have pitied you since that night 
we parted, years ago; since I have had a right 
I have thought of you often, and now 1—I 
think I might love you.” 

At last, at last, I had won my heart’s desire! 

I caught her in one long embrace, and 
thanked God for giving me such joy, after 
such sorrow. 

We have been married five years, and my 
life, since, has been one of unalloyed happi¬ 
ness. The possession of my lovely wife has 
left me nothing to wish for, and her pure ex¬ 
ample has led me to look with faith to the God 
who so mercifully blessed me, and whom I so 
1 long ignored. 


THE SNOW-BIRDS' SONG. 

BY HABIB 8. LADD. 


The little snow-birds flit around 
My casern cut, singing low their song. 

That chilly winds, and sleety snow. 

Will visit us the Winter long; 

That ice will span the river's breadth. 

And hide the water's limpid gleam. 

And pebbly shore and pearly shell, 

Will only seem a Summer's dream; 

That trees will bend their brown bends down, 
Oppressed with weight of clinging snow; 

And white and drear the way will be 
Where'er the winds of Winter blow; 

That frost will trace the window-pane 
With cold devices, quaint and fair, 


As fragile and as fltding as 
Dim—spreading castles built lu air; 

That years mny come with leaden tread. 
And armed with Winters yet to be. 

Of colder ice, and heavier snow, 

The little snow-birds sing to me. 

But turning from their idle prate. 

My heart takes np a sweet refrain— 

That snow-birds leave for other climes. 
And Summer will return again. 

The log lights up the Winter hearth 
With many a gleam of Summer ray; 

And I will soon forget the song 
The little snow-birds sing to-day. 


HER NAME. 

BT ELLA WHEELS B. 


Out in the dim, wild wood, 

With the Autumn hues aflame, 

I, with my sweet love stood, 

And carved on the oak, my name. 

But only her one name—Mary, below, 

“For the other will so soon be the same,” 
I whispered, “so soon you know.” 

The cheek, like a lily bud. 

Or a snow-white, hnlf-blown rose, 

Flushed red with its warm, young blood. 

As I drew her close, so close. 

“Quly a week, love, a week,” I cried; 

“Time is a laggard, how slowly he goes— 
How can I wait for my brido.” 


Ah, met I have learned to wait! 

In the purple Autumn day, 

Did they clothe my love lu state, 

In her snowy, bridm array. 

And never a fold was stirred by her breath, v 
And never a word did the cold lips say, 

For the bridegroom's name was Death 1 

Under the oaken tree, 

I stand to-day, but alone; 

My sweet brido, lost to me— 

Lies tinder a lettered stone. 

But I do not carve on the tree her name. 

For untf the angels our troth was known. 

And they call her there the same. 
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BESSIE DEANE'S DISAPPOINTMENT. 


BT KATHARINE M. WARE. 


It was one of those soft, golden days in the 
last of September, which are too precious for 
a moment of them to be wasted in-doors, so 
Mrs. Maclay had ordered the coffee served on 
the back piazza after dinner. To that, accord¬ 
ingly, the little party of four had adjourned. 
The party consisted of Mr. and Mrs. Maclay, 
a cheerful, middle-aged couple, Major Lynde, 
and Bessie Deane. The major was a gentle¬ 
manly-looking man, about thirty years old, 
you would say, till you bad scanned more 
closely his dark-bearded, strong face, and saw 
the deep lines that a wild, reckless life had 
drawn, and the gray threads that were begin¬ 
ning to show in his thick, dark hair and beard. 
He was not handsome, or what people call 
“distinguished-looking,” but there was an air 
about him, an individuality, that would have 
at once arrested your eye in a crowd. He 
looked like a man, too, who had seen and 
traveled much, and there was not a particle 
of affectation or pretence about him, whatever 
faults of other kinds he bad. 

His attitude was amusingly characteristic 
now. He was talking away to Bessie, who 
looked sweet, and girlish, and lovely as she 
was, in a delicate purple muslin, with a little 
bunch of pansies in her brown hair, on the 
folly of putting cream in her coffee! He was 
talking, too, with a manner so perfectly ab¬ 
sorbed and confidential, that you would have 
thought he must be proposing to her, or making 
some strictly private communication. But then 
^ he always looked as if he were making love to 
every woman he talked with, no matter what 
he was saying; so Bessie had got quite used to 
his odd ways now, though she had been rather 
amazed at them at first. 

He was holding the creamer, so that she 
should not have it, while he lectured her. So 
she quietly stirred her coffee, clear and dark, 
like her eyes, and looked down into the cup 
with a pensive air. In reality, she was not 
thinking, in the least, of what he was saying, 

* but of her artist-lover, whose white umbrella 
she could catch a glimpse of through the trees 
far off, where he was sketching. The major, 
following the direction of her eyes once, found 
her out, and he pulled at his mustache, and bit 
it, as he always did when he was vexed. It 
would have been just like him to attack her on 
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the subject of the artist, he was equal to it; 
but at that moment Mrs. Maclay exclaimed 
with animation, 

“ Suppose we all go for a row on the river 
at sunset!” 

“A happy thought!” said the major, ener¬ 
getically, turning* and forgetting the cream- 
pitcher, which Bessie instantly seized. “ What 
do you say to it. Miss Deane?” 

“That it’s very nice,” she answered, archly, 
raising the cup to her lips, half filled with 
cream, and looking at him over the top of it, 
with a laugh in her eyes. 

Ho frowned at her. “Just like a woman! 
Pretend to submit, then have her own way 
after all! To punish you, young lady, you shall 
go rowing with me this afternoon, Mr. and Mrs. 
Maclay prefer to go together, of course—mar¬ 
ried people always do, you know!” 

Bessie, for reasons of her own, did not want 
to go with him, or, indeed, to go at all: but not 
seeing her way out of it, under the circum¬ 
stances, reluctantly acquiesced. He noticed 
her reluctance. His quick eye always did see 
everything. 

“The aggravating little puss!” he said, to 
himself. “She doesn't really care to go with 
me, and I can’t make her like me. Perhaps 
she thinks me too free and too brusque. I 
roust try to be more quiet and calm with her, 
more like that young artist of hers—confound 
him!” 

After awhile the gentlemen took their segars, 
and went off to see about the boats. Whether 
it was a coincidence, or by design, I cannot 
say, but as soon as they had fairly gone, the 
white umbrella disappeared in the distance, 
and directly a tall, slender, young man came 
round to the piazza wdth firm, quick steps, and 
carrying a sketch-book and umbrella. 

All the color had left Bessie’s cheek when 
she heard him coming, and though she only 
said, as she gave him her hand, 

“Oh, Paul! is it you?” Her voice trembled. 

Mrs. Maclay, on the contrary, looked round 
in a very quiet, cheerful sort of way. “Just 
too late to get some coffee, Paul; it’s stone 
cold, and I don’t suppose you’ll drink it with 
us again for years. What a pity! I shall send 
for some that is hot.” 

Paul Akermann had been boarding all sum* 
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mer near the Maclays’ country-seat, and as he 
had brought a letter of introduction from an 
intimate friend of theirs, was cordially received 
by them, even at first, and had now become a 
most welcome and perfectly informal visitor. 
He was a young artist, with his own way to 
make in the world; but then he had much 
talent, and invincible determination and pa* 
tience, that “tremendous capacity for taking 
trouble/* which Carlyle calls genius. Mr. 
Maclay liked and respected him thoroughly. 
“A capital fellow,” he used often to say to 
his wife, “high-toned, and well-bred, and sure 
to make his mark in the world!” Mrs. Maclay 
had also sounded his praises with enthusiasm, 
till she suddenly woke up to the fact that he 
not only intensely admired her favorite niece, 
Bessie, who was spending the summer with 
her, but was actually making love to her with 
unmistakable earnestness. That put a dif¬ 
ferent face on things. “Bessie never should 
throw herself away on a poor artist!” she said, 
to herself. She regarded it, I think, as a mer¬ 
ciful interposition of Providence, when her 
friend, Major Lynde, on arriving from a long 
stay abroad, accepted her invitation to make 
them a visit before settling down in his usual 
luxurious leisure in New York. “For wealth 
and family there is not a better match in the 
city,” she remarked, enthusiastically, to her 
husband; “and his mother says he is tired of 
his gay bachelor life, and would like now to 
be married.** 

The major had been spending a fortnight 
with them, and had been charmed, as she saw, 
not only with Bessie’s beauty, but her sweet¬ 
ness, her naivete, her purity; but Bessie did 
not look on him with the favor that her aunt 
wished, and Mrs. Maclay attributed it all to 
“her unfortunate fancy for tho painter.” Im¬ 
agine then her secret sense of relief, when, 
the day before my story begins, Paul Aker- 
mann had rushed in to tell them of his sud¬ 
den departure for Italy, with a distinguished 
brother-artist. He was to sail in the steamer 
on Saturday, and this was Wednesday. 

Bessie was out at the time, and her aunt, 
curious to see how she would take it, told her 
the news as soon as she came home. 

“Paul going away to stay! Going to Eu¬ 
rope!’* she exclaimed, amazed, and with such 
an expression of grief on her face, that her 
aunt felt more sure than ever that it was best 
lie went. 

As Bessie spoke, she looked up into Mrs. 
Maclay’s face with her iqournful eyes. She 
saw there such an utter want of sympathy, 


that she was at first surprised, then, as with 
a flash, she divined the cause; she said to her¬ 
self, “Aunt does not want Paul and me to like 
each other so much, she is glad we are going 
to be separated.” 

So she strove to regain her self-control, and 
hido her feelings from those quick, sharp eyes 
that were trying to pry into her heart. She 
had been out gathering some beautiful ferns 
to press—she no longer cared for them now, 
Paul would never see them; but she kept on 
with her work, merely making some common¬ 
place inquiry as to his plans, carefully smooth¬ 
ing out each fern as though her life depended 
on it. 

“ Plucky little thing!” thought Mrs. Maclay, 
“still she feels it a good deal. If Paul Aker- 
mann doesn’t get a chance to propose to her, 
though, before he goes—and I don’t intend that 
he shall—it may all end in nothing yet.” 

Bessie had not a moment to herself all day, 
and not till she went to her room at night did 
she trust herself to look this unexpected sor¬ 
row fairly in the face. She took a low chair 
by the window, and laid her cheek down on 
the window-seat. It was all over—all the 
happy talks, and walks, and meetings! and 
Paul Akermann was going to Italy, to realize 
the cherished dream of his life! to study and 
become a great painter! Would he forget her 
there? She could not tell—it would not be 
strange if he did, engrossed in such new inte¬ 
rests, such varied, lovely scenes: she, at least, 
should never forget him—her tears were fall¬ 
ing fast in the window-seat now—and every 
night and morning, in her prayers, she should 
send up a thought for him. There was one 
comfort, he was not going till Friday, so there 
was one day of happiness left yet. To-morrow 
he would come, and they would have one long, 
farewell talk together, no one could deprive 
her of that last enjoyment. If he loved her— 
sometimes she felt sure he did—he could not 
help showing it then, when he came to say 
“good-by.” Her heart beat quick at the 
thought of the last interview, which she 
dreaded, and yet longed for. No one guessed 
the nervous state of expectation she was in 
that next dny, for she went about the house 
bright and busy as usual, though she held 
her breath to listen every time the hall-door 
opened, and started at every step she heard 
on the walk. At last he came, as I have told 
you. 

“I tried to come in this morning,” he said, 
tossing down his straw hat beside his umbrella, 
and taking the seat by Bessie that the major 
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Lad left, with a “Thank you; but I will sit 
here,” to Mrs. Maclay, who had drawn up a 
chair further off; “but I have been terribly 
busy, for I must go in the train which leaves 
to-morrow morning at seven, so everything 
must be ready to-night. I hate packing as I 
do a conundrum—there are twenty things to 
be put in a place that will hold five, and I 
always want to say, *1 give it up!’” 

Then he gave Bessie a lovely little picture 
of her favorite view of the river, which he had 
just finished for her. She thanked him with 
one of her quick, pleased looks out of her 
great, soft, brown eyes, and Mrs. Maclay, to 
whom he showed it, praised the painting; and 
then the conversation after that flagged, all 
the burden of it coming on the aunt. It seemed 
as if she might have gone away, and left the 
two friends, so soon to be parted, alone for 
awhile. But there she sat, and sat, as though 
she had grown to her chair! The precious 
moments wei‘c flying. Paul grew desperate; 
so, at last, he ventured to whisper to Bessie, 
“Let us have one more walk together, and 
go up to the top of the hill to see the sun set!” 

Oh! how she longed to go! to climb the hill 
with him, as she had so often done, and sit 
down by his side on the great rock at the top, 
and have their last talk in the stillness there, 
while with their faces bathed in the golden 
brightness, and their hearts beating with the 
same thought, they watched the sun go down 
behind the misty, purple hills! She could 
hardly keep back the tears, as she answered, 
“Oh, Paul! if I only could! But I have pro¬ 
mised to take a row on the river this after¬ 
noon.” 

His face grew dark, for he could not guess 
that her disappointment was full as keen as 
his, and he was absurdly jealous of the major. 
“With whom?” he asked. 

“Major Lynde,” faltered Bessie, looking 
cntreatingly into his eyes; “but we shall be 
back soon after sunset, Paul!” 

“I must see you alone once before I leave,” 
he said, in a whisper again. “When can you 
manage it? I am very busy, but I shall come 
in after tea. Will you promise to take a walk 
with me, then? It will be moonlight, you 
know*. I have something to say to you, Bessie.” 

There was no mistaking his manner, and the 
young girl’s heart throbbed quick with happi¬ 
ness, as she answered softly, 

“I promise. Come at eight.” What evil 
genius was it that prompted her to add, with 
ill-timed pleasantry, “If you don’t find me at 
home, then, you may know that I prefer the 


major to you!” They were careless words, 
but how bitterly she repented of them after¬ 
ward ! 

Paul looked at her searchingly, not quite 
sure yet that she did not prefer the major to 
him. “I shall remember that,” he answered, 
soberly, “and shall come at eight to see if it 
be true.” 

“Bessie,” said Mrs. Maclay, who was be¬ 
coming alarmed by this low colloquy, “if Mr. 
Akermann will excuse us, I think we ought to 
be getting ready for our row.” 

“Certainly,” said the young man; “and I 
will drop in again this evening to say good- 
by,” and w’ith a look at Bessie, he went away. 

She was thrilling with anticipations of the 
evening walk, and was only too glad now to 
have the intervening time disposed of, so that 
frho major was surprised to find her looking 
pleased and eager for the row, when the time 
agreed upon came. 

“How puzzling and changeable are the ways 
of women,” he thought, as he looked at her 
bright, flushed face. “Even this unsophisti¬ 
cated little girl is beyond me, I can’t make 
her out at all; she didn’t want to go with me 
an hour ago, yet now she is crazy to!” 

Just ns they w’ere starting for the river, an 
intimate friend called, and detained the Mac- 
lays. The other two, however, kept on, ns 
Mrs. Maclay insisted that it was unnecessary 
for them to stay; she was also very anxious 
that they should call at “Riverview,” a beau¬ 
tiful place up the river, belonging to some 
friends. “The Lewis girls will be so glad to 
see you, Bessie,” Baid she. 

The Maclay House was on the bank of the 
river, which ran at the foot of the sloping lawn 
behind it. Here two small row-boats were 
Listened and ready. ' Major Lynde helped Bes¬ 
sie into one, and taking the oars in his hands, 
was soon driving the boat smoothly and rapidly 
up the stream. It was a lovely day, soft and 
still. The water, clear as glass, reflected, as 
in a mirror, the great, fleecy clouds that floated 
in the serene, blue depths of the sky, and every 
tree, and bush, and blade of grass on the banks. 
Tliere was not a sound to be heard, but the 
regular and musical dip of the oars. Bessie 
sat on the seat opposite the major to balance 
the boat, talking and laughing brightly, and 
looking pretty ns a picture. Her companion 
had never made himself more agreeable. He 
was careful to avoid any topic that could dis¬ 
please her, and treated her with a quiet, re¬ 
spectful courtesy, quite in contrast with his 
usually free, off-hand, abrupt manners. He 
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was giving a glowing description of some glo¬ 
rious moonlight nights he had spent on the 
Grand Canal in Venice, when they came in 
sight of a beautiful island, which was just be¬ 
fore them. There was a great, lonely-looking 
house on it, which they caught a glimpse of 
through the tall, thick trees surrounding it. 
The major, cutting short his narration, pointed 
it out to Bessie with great animation. 

41 1 lived there once,” said he. “Isn’t it a 
strange, romantic-looking place?” Seeing her 
full of interest, he went on. “My father took 
a fancy to it for a country residence. It be¬ 
longed originally to the ‘Sisters of the Sacred 
Heart;’ they had a convent and school there, 
but they sold it to my father, and we spent 
some summers in it. Mother never liked it, 
she thought it so gloomy, and after my little 
sister died there, would never enter it again. 
No one is willing to buy it, so there it has 
been, empty and deserted for years, except 
that an Irishman and his wife, pensioners of 
my mother’s, are supposed to take charge of 
it, by living in the basement.” 

“Doesn’t it look as if it might be haunted?” 
said Bessie, shading her eyes to look at it. 

“They say it is,” he answered, laughing; 
“and that at dead of night a nun, veiled, and 
in long, black garments, goes stealing through 
the halls with a moaning sound. None of us 
children would ever go at night through that 
part of the house, where she is said to walk, 
without some servant to cling to, excepting 
me, and I was a sort of dare-devil, then, as I 
am now. I’m bound to say that I never saw 
the nun, though!” 

“ Of course, /don’t believe in ghosts, either,” 
said Bessie, with a long-drawn breath; “but I 
should have been awfully afraid of her all the 
same.” 

“I’d like to show you the island,” said the 
major; “it would be a deal pleasanter than 
stopping to make a hum-drum call, as your 
aunt proposed. There is the prettiest little 
cove on the other side, where it would be 
lovely at sunset. What do you say?” 

Bessie was afraid at first, it would take them 
too long; but when she found that it was only 
five o’clock, and when the major promised that 
they should certainly get home long before 
eight—it couldn’t take them more than half 
an hour, he said, to row back—she consented 
with pleasure. 

Tying their boat to a tree, they jumped 
ashore. They followed a narrow, little path 
under the trees, which soon brought them to 
the cove the major had spoken of, and there 


seating themselves on the stones close to the 
water’s edge, they watched the changing glo¬ 
ries of the autumn landscape, till the gorgeous 
colors of the sunset settled down at last into a 
dull, sombre gray. The time had flown more 
quickly than they thought, so they hurried 
back to their boat, only to find that it was 
gone! not a vestige of it to bo seen, except the 
rope, with which they had too loosely tied it, 
swinging from the tree! Imagine their con¬ 
sternation! 

The major proposed that they should find 
their way to the house, where the Irishman 
might be able to tell them something of the 
boat, or lend them his own. A short walk 
brought them up to the rear of the house. It 
was built of wood, and had been so long un¬ 
painted that it'was almost black, but still had 
an imposing air, with its massive portico, and 
high, arched windows. On knocking at the 
basement-door, a dirty, good-natured looking 
Irishwoman appeared, with two or three chil¬ 
dren clinging to her dress. She knew nothing 
of their boat, and her husband had gone away 
with his own. Still he might come back to¬ 
night, she said, and if he did, she was sure he 
would be willing to row them down the river 
to Mrs. Maclay’s. She didn’t much expect 
him home, though, till morning. 

Here was a prospect, at which Bessie’s faee 
grew pale, as she thought of her last words to 
Paul. “Oh, Major Lynde!” she cried, “we 
cannot stay here all night—I must be at home 
by eight!” 

“And so you shall,” he answered, earnestly, 
moved by her distress, “if any earthly power 
can got us there.” 

He and Mrs. Tighe scoured the shore of the 
little island for the boat, while the young girl 
sat down on the piazza, and waited disconso¬ 
lately. But the boat was not to be found, so 
there was nothing to be done but hope for 
the fisherman’s return. The sky was growing 
black with a coming storm, meantime, and the 
air was chilly. To pass away the time, the 
major proposed to Bessie that he should show 
her the house. They entered a great, gloomy, 
square hall, with tall doors each side, leading 
into dreary rooms, with lofty, staring windows 
; and bare floors, along which their feet echoed 
; with a lonely &ound. The house hnd been 
altered so little, that it still had something of 
the look of a convent. Here and there, in 
square, black frames, hung, almost up to the 
ceilings, as the nuns had placed them, were 
colored prints of pale saints and martyrs, that 
\ made Bessie shudder, as they looked down at 
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her in the dusky light. Up stairs the rooms, 
though smaller, had the same forsaken, haunted 
look, and Bessie clung to the major’s arm in 
such nervous dread, that they came quickly 
down. Eight o’clock struck as she did this. 
She rung her hands in deBpair. 

“Oh! will Mr. Tighe never, never come!” 
she exclaimed, throwing wide open the hall- 
door, that she might look out. A sudden gust 
of wind blew her hat off her head back into the 
hall, while a vivid flash, and a sudden clap of 
thunder, that seemed to strike the house, made 
her start back and throw the door to with vio¬ 
lence. Then the rain came down in torrents, 
splashing on the piazza with a sound like a 
running brook. It was plain, that now, if Mr. 
Tighe came home himself, which was not pro¬ 
bable, he would never venture to row them 
down the river in suoh a storm as this, and 
they must, therefore, make up their minds to 
spend the night where they were. To the 
major, used to knocking about the world, such 
an adventure did not seem in the least terrible. 
He was thankful, he said, to have any kind of 
roof over his head in such a tempest. It 
was only on his companion’s account that he 
lamented it, and the more, since it was wholly 
his fault that she was here at all. She, poor 
girl! could not hide her anxiety and distress, 
which was so great that he kept puzzling his 
brains over the cause—he had forgotten that 
Paul Akerraann was to go in the morning—all 
the time that he was doing his best to make 
her as comfortable as possible. Mrs. Tighc’s 
room, in the basement, full of babies, dirt, cook¬ 
ing-stove, and wash-tubs, it was impossible for 
them to stay in, so he decided on a little room 
which had been his father’s study. Placing 
the tallow candle, with which Mrs. Tighe fur¬ 
nished them, on the high, carved mantle, he 
shut the heavy, wooden shutters to keep out 
the blinding glare of the lightning, and then 
went about “clearing-up and housekeeping,” 
as he called it, in an energetic way, that would 
have made Bessie laugh outright at any other 
time, trying his best, as a hospitable host, to 
entertain his unwilling guest, who sat curled 
up in the corner of a great, high-backed sofa, 
and trembled at every roll of the thunder, 
which seemed right over their heads. Finally, 
he came and sat down on the other end of the 
sofa, and they tried to talk, but with the roar 
of storm, it was hard work. 

“Let us have tea!” exclaimed the indefati¬ 
gable host; and Without listening to Bessie’s 
protestations that she didn’t wish for any, he 
marched off to Mrs. Tighe’s quarters. Before 


long she followed him into the room, bringing 
a battered tea-tray of her own, containing a 
tea-pot and cups and saucers. Then the major 
made Bessie, who couldn’t help being amused, 
eit down opposite him, at the little, old, spider¬ 
legged table, when he arranged the things. 
Each article was of a different-colored ware, 
and the teaspoons, though not gold, had at 
least almost the color of it. The m%jor laughed 
at the motly array, while Bessie poured out the 
tea, and he drank a cup to keep her company, 
making a wry face at every swallow. 

“How could women like tea so?” he asked. 

Bessie said, she “didn’t much, and had only 
drank this out of politeness to him, this being 
his tea-party.” 

“No, it wasn’t; it was Mrs. Tighe’s, and a 
mighty poor one, too,” he answered. When 
they had finished the beverage, which had 
neither “cheered or inebriated” him, as ho 
remarked, he was off again, and was gone a 
long time, and Bessie was astonished to hear 
him pattering about overhead, in animated dis¬ 
cussion with Mrs. Tighe. Then he came back, 
and sitting down again beside her, said, kindly, 

“Miss Bessie, if you sit up all night in this 
chilly room, you will be sick and worn-out in 
the morning. So I have had a bed made up 
for you, as well as I could, in the room above 
this. You will not be afraid there, will you?” 

The young girl remembered the lonely, de¬ 
serted rooms up stairs with a shiver; but Ihere 
was nothing else to be done, and the kind- 
hearted major had taken so much trouble for 
her, that she made an effort to tell him, cheer¬ 
fully, that she could sleep there very well. It 
had been a long, exciting day, a steady drag 
on her nerves, and she was completely tired- 
out, so, though she dreaded the night, she 
said, presently, that she would go to her room 
now. He took the candle, and went across the 
great, gloomy hall with her, and up the dark, 
creaking stairs to the door. 

“Good-night,” he said, “I am going to sit 
up down stairs; so if the nun, or anything 
worse, comes to frighten you, little one, remem¬ 
ber that there is a faithful, old watch-dog on 
that sofa below, who will come at your least 
call!” 

“It is a very kind, good watch-dog,” she 
answered, gently, giving him her hand for a 
good-night, “and I like him much.” 

“But not well enough to keep him always, 
I’m afraid?” looking earnestly into her eyes 
as he asked. “Ah, well! it’s all right!” he 
added, quickly, drawing back, with a shade 
pasting over his face, for she flushed up, but 
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made no answer; “ho has been too hard and 
wicked an old dog for you. Good-night!” and 
he raised her hand to his lips, and went down 
stairs with a smothered sigh. Then he stretched 
himself out on the hard sofa, lighted a segar, 
and puffed away thoughtfully for hours. 

Bessie’s face was perplexed and sober, as 
she stood still a moment after he had left her, 
wondering what he had meant, till a vivid flash 
of lightning showing her the long, ghostly- 
looking hall behind her, sent her precipitately 
into the room. There was a candle burning 
on the floor, for want of a table, which cast 
fantastic shadows on the walls, and lighted 
dimly the large, high-studded room, with its 
dreary, curtainless windows, and an old-fash¬ 
ioned, four-post bedstead, whose gloomy aspect 
repelled rather than invited repose. Cheer¬ 
less and forbidding, and lonely as it was, the 
poor girl’s heart was too much burdened with 
other thoughts, to give it more than one,glance. 
She turned the rusty lock, and kneeled down 
by the bed to say her prayers, and burying 
her face in her hands, cried bitterly. 

“Oh, Paul! Paul!” she sobbed, and would 
not be comforted. To-morrow he would be 
gone, it might be forever, and he would never 
know why she*had not kept her premise, and 
she should never see him again, or know what 
he would have said to her! 

At last, chilled and exhausted, she crept 
into the bed, and as she listened to the beating 
of the storm against the windows, fell into a 
troubled sleep, dreaming that she was strug¬ 
gling in the darkness to row home to Paul, 
with the veiled, relentless nun holding her 
cruelly back. 

How Paul Akermann’s hard, bitter thoughts 
of her would have melted into tenderness, if 
he could but have seen her kneeling, and weep¬ 
ing alone in that desolate room. He had called 
at her aunt’s at eight, as he had promised, and 
wa9 stung to the quick at finding she had not 
returned. Mrs. Maclay had also informed him, 
with a smile, that she and Major Lynde was, 
no doubt, at “Riverview,” and had staid to 
tea, that they might row home in the moon¬ 
light afterward. It must have slipped Bessie’s 
mind that this was her last chance of seeing 
him before he went abroad. He could not be¬ 
lieve it; and he waited awhile, hoping against 
hope, talking in an absent-minded way, and 
starting, as the aunt noticed, at every step on 
the piazza. Then, with a stern, set face, he 
rose, took a cordial farewell of Mr. Maclay, 
and a polite one of his wife, hoping, in a quiet, 
formal tone, that she would remember him to 


Miss Deane, and went away with a heart as 
heavy as lead, reaching home just before the 
sudden storm began. 

When one is young, and in perfect health, 
one can sleep in spite of grief, and so the young 
girl startled, when she opened her eyes again, 
to see the sun shining into the room. The 
storm was over, and the morning was gloriously 
fresh and clear after it. For a moment she 
could not think where she was, as she looked 
round her; then it all came slowly back to her. 
She lay still for awhile thinking, then, with a 
heavy sigh, got up—she had lain down without 
undressing—and went to the window. How 
green and how bright the earth looked after 
the rain! And how broad and majestic the 
Hudson, glittering in the sun, and blue ns the 
cloudless sky above it! A little row-boat was 
nearing the bank; for a moment her heart 
leaped with a wild fancy that it might be her 
lover, who had come in search of her. She 
strained her eyes to see the form in the boat, 
which now had reached the cove. It was short 
and thick-set, and had on blue overalls. It 
was the Irishman who was coming home. “I 
might have known it couldn’t be Paul,” she 
cried; “I shall never see him any more!” and 
pressing her fingers to her eyes to keep back 
the tears, she went down stairs. 

Major Lynde, with a cheerful “Good-morn¬ 
ing!” met her in the hall, which looked very 
differently from what it did last night, now 
that the great door was open, letting in a flood 
of sunshine. 

“Still pensive, Miss Bessie?” he said. “Did 
the nun molest you?” 

“Oh, no!” she answered. “I didn’t hear a 
sound;, even the rats kept quiet, and behaved 
themselves. Did you know that Mrs. Tighe’s 
husband has come at last? 1 saw him from my 
window. Will he row us home now ?” 

“As soon as you like,” he answered, “un¬ 
less,” with a twinkle in his eyes, “you will 
have your breakfast first—broiled trout, a bird 
delicately cooked, eggs au plat y French rolls, 
Mocha coffee, or chocolate, a little fruit to end- 
off with, and all served on exquisite China by 
a skillful, immaculate, and noiseless waiter. 
In short, just such a repast as was furnished 
you last night!” 

“Thank you! But who could be hungry after 
such a banquet as that was? I wouldn’t own it 
if I were,” she said, laughing. “So captivat¬ 
ing as this place is, I’m willing to leave it 
as soon as Mr. Tighe is ready to take us 
away.” 

The Irishman, who had now come up to the 
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house, made no objections to rowing them to 
the Maciays at once; so they started. 

It was charming to be gliding so swiftly 
down the river in the early freshness and still¬ 
ness of the morning. Any other day but this 
Bessie would have enjoyed it most keenly. 
They landed at the foot of the lawn, behind the 
house, which looked very quiet, as though the 
inmates were still asleep; and they slowly 
climbed the steep walk leading up from the 
water. At that very moment Paul Akermann, 
in a carriage, on his way to the cars, stopped 
at the garden-gate. A servant was sweeping 
off the front steps within. “It will detain me 
but a moment,” ho said, to the driver, spring¬ 
ing out, and entering. 

“I want to know if Miss Bessie returned last 
night?” he asked, hurriedly, of the girl, as he 
approached her. 

“No. sir; but we expect her and Major 
Lynde this morning. Mrs. Maclay didn't feel 
much frightened about them, because she made 
sure that they staid at Mr. Lewis’, on account 
of the storm.” 

He turned away. Ah, Bessie! Coming up 
the lawn so slowly, so unconsciously, one 
moment more, the least, delay, the slightest 
accident to detain you, and you will be too 
late. 

They were on the back piazza. “Let us 
go in here,” she said. 

“Oh, no! let us go round to the front,” said 
the major; “I hate back doors!” 

They turned the corner of the house; sho 
saw her friend just getting into the carriage at 
the garden-gate. 

“Paul! Paul!” she cried. 


j Paul turned, sprung from the carriage-steps, 
i and dashed through the gate agAin. 

> The major, comprehending all, stepped back, 
j and quietly went the other way. 

| “You’ll lose the cars!” called the driver. 

| There was a hurried explanation from Bessie, 

< alow, tender, “God blessyou, Paul!” an earnest, 
| “Good-by, Bessie, darling! I shall write you!” 
\ and holding her in his arms for one moment, 

| with a quick, strong clasp, Paul was gone. 

| The young girl stood by the gate, in tears, 
| yet how much more light of heart than before, 
| waving her handkerchief, and watching the 
\ carriage, while her lover looked back at her 
| from it till it was hidden by the trees. 

Bessie went back to her quiet country home 
in Connecticut very soon after that. Paul was 
$ abroad two years, but lu* wrote regularly. Oh! 
j the charm, the excitement there was in those 
f thin letters, with the foreign stamp, which the 
: postman brought her so often, The pleasure 
t there was iu reading brilliant little bits of 

< them to her mother, who was not like Mrs. 
j Maclay. And when, at last, the artist came 
| home, he and Bessie were married. 

< They have a snug, pretty little home in 
\ Brooklyn, and Paul’s pictures sell At good 
) prices; and they are very economical, as they 
\ have to be, but also very happy, because they 
J are together. Major Lynde, who is still a 
\ bachelor, makes a point of buying one of the 
; most expensive of Paul's pictures every year, 
5 and also goes over to dine with them some- 
| times, and seems to enjoy it immensely, prais- 

< ing Bessie's housekeeping, and smoking with 
j Paul, with whom he is on the betft of terms, as 
j they sit in the studio after dinner, and talk. 


THE MOTHER AND INFANT. 

BY HEIKN ROBEET8. 


Death and the mother sat watching— 

Watching the fevered dicop 
Of a fading little infant, 

A dreary vigil to keep. 

** As soon as gloums the morning, 

As soon as the sun's fair ray 
Glimmers above the horizon, 

I will bear the child away.” 

Grimly Death sat by the cradle; 

In vain the mother's cries; 

In vain her piteous pleadings— 

Dim were her darling’s eyes. 

Paler and ever paler 
The little form grew now; 

The mother hushed her gently, 

And wiped the dewy brow. 


And in her mighty anguish, 

Her eyes distraught and wild, 

With throbbiug heart nigh broken, 
She sang to soothe the child. 

She sang of Death's fair garden. 

Of its mounds of grass so fair; 

• She sang of Death’s white roses. 
Until he longed to be there. 

She sang of the soft, cold moonlight 
Playing on sculptured stone; 

Death rose to go to his garden, 

But he would not go alone. 

Ah! not alone would he wander, 

For at the glimmer of day, 

lie left ttv* infant sleeping, 

And took the mother away. 
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PART I. 

The train stopped with a venomous shriek 
from the steam-demon, os if he regretted that 
he was forced to disgorge another set of vic¬ 
tims unharmed. Clancy Darral stepped on 
the platform and looked about; was seized by 
both shoulders the next instant, and heard Guy 
Sutherland exclaim, 

“Here you are my boy! I am furiously 
glad to see you; the old animal is twenty 
minutes late, and it’s dinner-time.” 

The two men shook hands heartily, and 
made a few mutual inquiries; then Sutherland 
rushed back into his normal state of hurry, 
clamored for Darral’s checks to be given to 
the station-master, ordered the luggage sent 
up at once, and dragged Darral off to his dog¬ 
cart, which was waiting in the little village. 

They had a drive of some three miles through 
the sunset, along the beautiful road, with 
glimpses of the Sound visible here and there, 
pretty bits of woodland, cultivated fields, and 
all the accessories of an agreeable landscape. 

“We've wanted you dreadfully," Sutherland 
said, when they were fairly under what he 
considered good speed, that is, skimming along 
at a rate which made all prudent people eschew 
his services as charioteer. “The house is full 
of people, and Agnes wAnts you to help enter¬ 
tain them." 

“ If I had known that I wouldn't have come,” 
vowed Darral. 

“You're a selfish brute, and always were,” 
returned Sutherland, with agreeable frank¬ 
ness. “But what you would, or wouldn’t have 
done, makes no difference now that we have 
caught you. How do you like my new match 
for Atlanta?" 

“ I don't seo that he‘s a match either in color 
or gait,” replied Darral, watching the horses. 

“Ah! that’s because you’re not Irish—now 
my grandfather was! Swallowtail is lame, so 
I drive these two together, and they go as ill 
as—as—what shall I say?" 

“Husband and wife in harness," suggested 
Darral. 

“That's so old! I can tell Agnes you’ll be 
poor help toward entertaining, if that’s the 
best you can do." 

“Do you expect $ man to be witty in the 
month of August?" demanded Darral. 


“It’s the twenty-eighth." 

“No matter if it’s the forty-eighth, it’s 
August, and I’m always stupid in August." 

“ And I’m not clear but it’s August with you 
all the year round," pronounced Sutherland. 

They both laughed and talked a great deal 
of nonsense, as we of this century are given to 
doing, till they turned up the drive to Beech- 
clyflfe, with the picturesque old house standing 
stately among the great trees, and the Sound 
in full view, when they gained the summit of 
the ascent. 

“ Here we are,” said Sutherland. “We have 
arrived as guests always do in English novels, 
iust at dinner-time. Now come straight up to 
your room; there’s the cart in sight with your 
traps.” 

As they entered the hall, they came face to 
face with a young lady just descending the 
stairs, looking so cool and fresh in her thin, 
white draperies, that Darral could not decide 
whether to worship or hate her. 

“ Miss Minturn," said Sutherland, “this 
dusty-faced wretch is not a bandit or a bur¬ 
glar. Let me name my friend, Mr. Darral, 
though I’m somewhat ashamed of his appear¬ 
ance, just now, I must confess." 

The young lady bowed, and Darral bowed, 
and they both laughed. 

“It was really wicked of you to be in the 
way," said he. 

“ I came here in a drenching storm,” re¬ 
turned she; “and was so limp and damp that 
I am on the watch for new arrivals, in hopes 
they may have been made more pitiable objects 
than I was." 

Sutherland, with his customary frantic haste, 
dragged Darral on up the stairs, and ushered 
him into his rooms. 

“You see we kept your den for you," said 
he. “Half the women have only a closet to 
sleep and dress in; but you must have the two 
best chambers in the house—Agnes always 
spoils you. They’re bringing up your linens. 
But you’ve brought no servant. Dear me! we 
shall have to wash and dress you.” 

“ Don’t be a fool! ” grumbled Darral. “ Who’s 
Miss Minturn? I must look like the deuce." 

“Presented as Paddy preferred the potatoes, 
au nature laughed Sutherland. “Yes, Gar¬ 
ret, bring the boxes in. There, good-by, old 
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fellow! Don't be long beautifying, or I’ll not 
wait dinner for you.” 

“And so there’s a crowd?” 

“ Tolerable, but only for the rest of the 
week. We rather shut up shop then and mean 
to be quiet. Mrs. Ashmore is here, by-the- 
way, and the Mildmay tribe.” 

He closed the door, and left Darral alone. 
There was no time to speculate on that last bit 
of information. Clancy gave one look into the 
mirror, decided that he was not so horribly 
disfigured as Sutherland pretended; then hur¬ 
ried into the bath-room, in order to be ready 
when dinner was announced. 

He was dressed and down stairs before there 
was time to give any consideration to Suther¬ 
land’s words, yet he was conscious that, 
through all his haste, they kept saying them¬ 
selves over and over in his mind. In the 
library he found rather a large party ass^n- 
bled, and after the merry little hostess had 
greeted him, and several other people had 
claimed his acquaintance, there was a general 
move toward the dining-room. 

“As it is your first day, you shall have the 
happiness of taking me out,” Mrs. Sutherland 
said; and ns they stood back to allow the 
guests to precede them, Darral discovered 
himself close by Mrs. Ashmore, to whom 
Sutherland was offering his arm. 

“I would say how do you do.” said she, 
“only Mr. Sutherland is in such haste for his 
dinner, that I don’t think it safe to keep him 
waiting.” 

She reached out the most perfect hand in the 
world as she spoke. Darral bowed over it, 
said something inane and commonplace, just 
because he would have given his two ears to 
be witty, and the impatient Sutherland took 
her away. 

f ' She had spoken as easily and carelessly as 
if they had only parted yesterday; and it was 
five years—yes, five years! Darral was re¬ 
called to his senses by perceiving that he had 
uttered his thought half aloud, for Agnes asked 
him what he was muttering. 

“ Bad words at your expense,” said he, “for 
having such a mob of people.” 

“They’re not all staying here,” returned 
she. “Anyway, after this week, there will be 
only three or four, except men who come down 
for a day or so during the shooting. You are 
going to stay all the autumn.” 

“Ami?” 

“Now you promised!” 

“ 1 think 1 shall do it just to punish you and 
Guy for urging me.* 


Seated at the dinneMable, he could look 
across at Mrs. Ashmore, and as she was too 
much occupied between Sutherland and the 
man on her other hand to be conscious of his 
scrutiny, Darral could study the changes in 
her appearance at his leisure, while pretend¬ 
ing to listen to Agnes Sutherland's babyish 
talk. 

Five years! It did not seem possible that it • 
could have been so long, now that he looked 
at her. She appeared as young as ever. Her 
complexion was just as dazzling, her smiles as 
frequent and bewitching. Then Darral re¬ 
membered that, after all, twenty-six was no 
such terrible age for a woman to have reached. 
He was four years older. Oddly enough, he 
felt vexed as he thought of it, though usually 
he prided himself on the fact that he was so 
old. He wondered what she was thinking: lif 
this encounter, after so long an absence, caused 
her any emotion whatever. 

They had been engaged once for a short 
season; had quoted poetry, and vowed vows, 
and been as much in earnest as most people 
are, w'ho go on to marriage. Bat Janet mar¬ 
ried a middle-aged Senator just before he wo£ 
sent abroad on a diplomatic mission, and had 
shone for a space at a foreign court. The am¬ 
bassador had been dead two years new, and she 
wore no longer any sign of mourning, either in 
face or dress: and she and Darral had met for 
the first time since that golden summer. 

But he was called back from those reflec¬ 
tions. Mrs. Sutherland stopped talking to him, 
and was engrossed by another man; and the 
lady on Darral’s other hand turned from the 
long-whiskered old beau and his complaints 
of the soup, delivered in an affectedly low tone, 
as if they were tender secrets, and Darral re¬ 
cognized the young lady who had so indis¬ 
creetly met him as he entered the house. 

“ I think you look a little unforgiving still, 
Mr. Darral,” she said. 

“ No wonder; you have kept your head care¬ 
fully turned away ever since we sat down at 
table.” 

“You might as well tell the truth, and own 
that you did not recognize me until I spoke,” 
returned she, gayly. “However, I can forgive 
you, for you have been looking at my sister- 
in-law, and she is pretty enough, in that dress, 
to excuse your blindness.” 

“Your sister-in-law?” be repeated, in sur¬ 
prise, forgetting, as we all do so often, the 
golden rule laid down by the mentors of youth, 
that it is the height of rudeness to turn oneself 
into an echo. 
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“ Her husband was my half-brother, at least,” 
replied the young lady. “New don’t look per¬ 
sistently at old Miss Romer. as if you thought 
I meant her. I don’t imagine any woman will 
ever be her sister-in-law.” 

“ Mrs. Ashmore, I believe, is the only lady 
in green,” said Darral, steadily. 

“And the only woman here worth looking 
at. though Mrs. Sutherland is pretty when ] 
Janet is not by.” | 

Darral looked at Miss Minturn, and dis- : 
covered that, though her features were not re- j 
markable, she had eyes so magnificent, that, j 
after being dazzled by them, any man would : 
have sworn she was a beauty. Dnrral’s next: 
thought was less agreeable. Did she know : 
that he had once been engaged to her rela- ! 
♦ire ? Luckily, he remembered that being her l 
husband’s sister. Mrs. Ashmore was not likely 
to have confided that secret to her, so he need 
not take the trouble to hate the young woman. 

“ Were you in Europe with your relatives?” 
he asked. 

“Yes; I have lived with them ever since my 
brother’s marriage, and Janet and I still hang 
together. Now you would like to know if we 
bate each other oe sifters-in-law ought, but I 
shall leave you to find that out for yourself.” 

“ I shall 'know yon do, if you pretend to be 
very affectionate,” said Darral. 

“That’s not amiable! But you were ac¬ 
quainted with Janet formerly? She never 
told me so until we heard you were coining 
here.” 

“Perhaps she had forgotten all about it.” 

“That might easily be, with the troops of 
men who are always tormenting her.” 

“Has she an aversion to the race?”' 

“ Why should she have? She is neither old, 
nor ugly.” 

“Too pretty to remain one of Mr. WcIIpt’s 
aversions long,” said Darral, with praise¬ 
worthy carelessness. 

“ And yet she will,” returned Miss Minturn, 
with a smile that seemed to mean a great deal, 
though what, Darral could not imagine. 

“You speak very positively,” ho said. 

“ Yes, and I know wbat I am saying. Janet 
will not change bfer name and estate.” 

Darral looked up and met Mrs. Ashmore’s 
eyes. 

“ She is looking at us,” said Miss Minturn. 
“She knows by instinct that I have been trans¬ 
gressing one of our laws, never to talk of each 
other.” 

She turned to the old beau again, and after 
a little the conversation became more general; 
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and Miss Minturn had no opportunity to trans¬ 
gress further the agreement of which she spoke, 
if so inclined. 

Darral fell to wondering what Miss Minturn 
had meant by saying so positively that her 
brother’s widow would never marry, until he 
remembered that he was silent and stupid, 
and had no mind that Janet Ashmore should 
suppose that meeting her could produce that 
effect upon him. He began to talk, and made 
himself especially brilliant; and there was any 
quantity of fun at hiB end of the table; but 
Mrs. Ashmore was too far off to hear, and did 
not seem in the least interested; so Darral felt, 
when the ladies left the room, that it had been 
rather a waste of mental fireworks, after all. 

There were so many people to be enter¬ 
tained, that Mrs. Sutherland, like a wise, little 
woman, established somebody at the piano to 
play qnadrilles and waltzes, and saved herself 
further trouble. Dancing in August, if the 
weather was cool, Darral felt to he a bore; and 
when he had done duty as far as necessity de¬ 
manded, he got of into another room, where 
some of the older people were playing cards. 

He came upon Mrs. Ashmore standing by an 
open window, unexpectedly enough; he had 
not intended to follow her and have a scene 
out of a novel. Indeed, he congratulated him¬ 
self hugely on the fact, that, since dinner, he 
had forgotten all about her. 

“I see you have made your escape, too,” he 
said, rather wishing now that he had remained 
with the others. 

“Prom the dancing people, you mean?” she 
asked. “Yes; I have not danced for several 
years.” 

“You must be rather in haste to give up 
youthful follies,” he said, perhaps a little de¬ 
sirous of being politely disagreeable. 

“I don’t think I am,” she said, laughing. 
“I have a weakness for youth and folly both. 
My reason for not dancing now is a very pro¬ 
saic one: I sprained my ankle severely this 
spring, and it has never got strong enough for 
me to treat it to any violent exertion.” 

She was as careless and as much at her ease, 
Darral thought, indignantly, as if he had been 
one of Guy Sutherland’s musty old bachelor 
cousins, who haunted the house by dozens 
during the summer. 

“Do you spend the winter in America?” he 
asked, simply because he could think of no¬ 
thing else to say, and was determined to keep 
up the sort of conversation that would have 
been usual between two indifferent acquaint¬ 
ances. 
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“Yes; perhaps longer—altogether, it may 
be. My plans, however, depend a good deal 
on my sister. I shall go anywhere that she 
happens to fancy—I mean Miss Minturn.” 

“I know; she told me at dinner that your 
husband was her half-brother,” said Darral, 
quietly, and felt himself rush into an inexpli¬ 
cable rage as he said the words. 

“She seems nearer to me uow than any of 
my own relatives,” continued Mrs. Ashmore. 
“My brother and sisters are all married, and 
you know they don’t count much in one’s life 
after that.” 

“So Thackeray and other satirists say,” r®“ 
turned Darral, and was glad of an opportunity 
to sneer at something. 

“I say it, too, though I don’t intend a 
satire,” said the widow. “It is perfectly na¬ 
tural and right that it should be so.” 

“As matrimony is unknown ground to me, 
I am incompetent to discuss the subject,” re¬ 
plied Darral; then was vexed as soon as he 
had spoken, for he knew the words did not 
sound easy and careless. 

“I wonder at that,” said she, smiling, “now 
that you have become a rich man.” 

“ It is one of your theories, 1 remember, that 
money is necessary for that blissful state,” 
said he. 

She opened her eyes a little, just enough to 
make him feel that his remark had been in 
bad taste and slightly impertinent, consider¬ 
ing that they met as strangers to all intents 
and purposes. 

“You are quite right,” she answered, after 
a sufficiently long pause to make him uncom¬ 
fortable, and give him time mentally to vitu¬ 
perate himself for his foolish speech. “The 
longer I live, the more thoroughly I am con¬ 
vinced of it. But we mustn’t talk statistics, 
or deep philosophy, with dance-music in our 
ears. Will you take me into the drawing¬ 
room?” 

He offered her his arm, ahd they went back 
among the Terpsichoreans, Darral feeling very 
much as if somebody had slapped him in the 
face. Some man came up to talk to Mrs. Ash¬ 
more, and Darral retreated, vowing inwardly 
that he would make his stay in the house a 
very short one, in spite of all the expostula¬ 
tions the Sutherlands might ofTer. 

This woman had treated him very ill. They 
had become engaged during a summer in the 
Catskills, and when Darral followed her to 
town, he found himself thrown over in favor 
of Mr. Ashmore. At least, her marriage with 
that gentleman followed so soon after, that the 


only supposable reason for her lack of faith 
was the fact that she had been dazzled by the 
prospect of the wealth she could thus attain. 

The whole affair had been an odd one. Dar- 
ral thought it probable that Janet's brother 
bad something to do with his dismissal, for 
they had always been enemies;' but whatever 
causes might have effected it, the fact was 
there. 8he wrote hi pa that it was impossible 
for her to fulfill her engagement, and asked to 
be released from it, which, of course, she was, 
with all the indignation natural to a hot¬ 
headed youth under the circumstances. 

Since that time, Darral had become a rich 
man. In the days when Janet knew him he 
was a poor one, with extravagant habits, and 
no profession. 8uch property, as his father 
had not dissipated, rose in value soon after it 
came into Darral’s hands, and he had shown 
himself shrewd enough, though he was not a 
man of business to-day, what, with fortu¬ 
nate ventures in Wall street, and other suc¬ 
cesses which often crowd on each other’s heels 
when a man begins to be fortunate, Clancy 
Darrnl’s income-tax would have made a com¬ 
fortable sum for a family, with moderate ideas, 
to live upon—that is, if the^e were any such 
innocents left. 

Darral was astonished to flnd*4hat be could 
be so full of wrath and bitter feeling, after all 
those years, which he supposed had taught 
him utter indifference, and was very touch dis¬ 
gusted, too, at discovering that such was the 
case. But, at all events, the state of feeling 
should not endure. He would go away, and 
once out of her sight, could reason himself 
back into a suitable composure, for it was as 
much beneath his dignity to be hurt and sore, 
as it would be to love her still. 

“ Have you and Janet been renewing your 
old acquaintance?” 

There was that young woman, who seemed 
fated to intrude at the very instant when her 
presence was least desirable, looking straight 
into his face with those flashing eyes, which 
seemed able to gaze any depth into one's 
thoughts and feelings they might be disposed. 

Darral bowed, and got up a smile. 

“Dear me!” pursned Miss Minturn, “you 
look very black! I hope when we get old ac¬ 
quaintances, you’ll not look so cross, after 
talking to me for a moment.” 

“I never looked cross in my life,” Darral 
averred; and Miss Minturn declared that so 
flagrant and open a breach of truth made her 
shudder, away down in her soul. 

“Now I don’t pride myself on being truthful,” 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



NO CHOICE LEFT. 


205 


she added. “It rather belongs among the ex¬ 
ploded virtues. ” 

“ I didn't know there had been any since the 
memory of man to cause an explosion,” re¬ 
turned Darral. 

' “Ah, that's not badl I think you improve! 
What a charming husband and wife the Suther¬ 
lands make; Janet says they are the happiest 
people she ever knew ” 

“ What a respect you and your sister-in-law 
have for each other’s opinions,” said Darral. 

“I am sure we ought to have; we are both 
tolerably sensible women, as you'll discover if 
you have any penetration.” 

Soon Darral asked her to dance. After that 
they talked again, and the people about thought 
it looked like the beginning of a very desper¬ 
ate flirtation; and when Darral sat in his room 
that night, thinking the evening over, it seemed 
to him a fair commencement, certainly. He 
wondered if it would annoy Janet Ashmore; 
but as soon as he had asked that question, he 
was disgusted to find that whether she might 
care or not should be of consequeuce enough to 
him to make him marvel, and he brought his 
meditations to an abrupt close, banging his 
precious pipe on the table, and getting ready 
for bed with as much unnecessary haste, as if 
he had been undressing to swim for his lifo. 

ffh'e next day there was an expedition to 
some place of interest in the neighborhood— 
luncheon on the grass, dinner at a little country 
inn, famous for its good cheer, and a drive home 
through the moonlight—a ride for Miss Min- 
turn and Darral, and a few others who affected 
horsemanship. 

It was so large a party that no two people 
were brought into close contact unless they 
wished, and scarcely more than the morning’s 
greeting was exchanged between Mrs. Ash¬ 
more and Darral. 

The next day the house was in confhsion, as 
many of the guests were leaving, and nothing 
in particular could be done by those who re¬ 
mained beyond abusing each group that took 
its departure; but when there are a good many 
people to go, that makes a tolerable amuse¬ 
ment for a morning. 

The day following it rained; Miss Minturn 
was not visible, she staid with Mrs. Suther¬ 
land, who was suffering from a neuralgic 
attack. Guy had been obliged to run up to 
town; the new invasion of guests would not 
arrive until Monday; there were only two or 
three quiet people left: so Darral and Mrs. 
Ashmore at last found themselves rather forced 
into companionship. 


Darral was in a bad humor; he regarded 
Mrs. Sutherland’s illness as a personal wrong, 
and was vexed with Miss Minturn for choosing 
so inappropriate a time to play the Good Sama¬ 
ritan. Clancy wandered about, and bored him¬ 
self greatly. He could neither read or write, 
or make up his mind to go out in spite of the 
pelting storm. He knew that Janet Ashmore 
was sitting in the library, with deaf old Mrs. 
Thomas for society, and he told himself that 
he did not mean to go in. They had nothing 
to talk about, and it would be a nuisance. 

Just as he had settled that foot comfortably 
in his mind, and felt highly pleased with his 
easy state, he recollected that it might look as 
if he dared not trust himself near her. Women 
were such abominably vain creatures, that this 
widow was quite capable of supposing he had 
not sufficiently recovered from the old wound 
to venture upon an intentional tete-a-tete. The 
instant he thought of that, Clancy started for 
the library. 

Janet Ashmore sat near a window, and had 
established herself for a quiet morning, with a 
trifle of dainty embroidery on the table, sketch- 
: ing-paper, and pencils; a new novel, with a 
spray of geranium among the leaves, to mark 
where she had left off—altogether as pretty a 
picture as one could wish to dream over, with 
her soft-blue draperies relieved by a scarlet 
mantle, which the rainy morning gave an ex¬ 
cuse for. 

Old Mrs. Thomas was writing letters, and 
muttering to herself like a meditative maoaw. 
Mrs. Ashmore looked up as he entered, as 
indifferently as if it had been the house-cat, 
whereat Darral was vexed. 

“I beg your pardon for disturbing you,” 
said he, stiffly. 

“I don’t think you disturb us,” Mrs. Ash¬ 
more replied, very pleasantly, but with her 
indifferent smile. “Mrs. Thomas doesn’t even 
know that you came in, and I am too indolent 
this morning to bo capable of the sensation.” 

“You seein to have all the appearance of 
occupation about you,” he answered. 

“Yes; 1 flattered myself that I meant to be 
wonderfully industrious, but beyond reading a 
page or two, I have accomplished nothing.” 

“I think women's industry usually ends 
in that way.” , 

“ Dear me! work was pronounced on poor old 
Adam as a curse. 1 don't see that his descend¬ 
ants are, bound to court the evil if they can 
avoid it,” returned Mrs. Ashmore, laughing. 

What business bad she to laugh in that care¬ 
less way? Just the same musical sound that 
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Ii:id ao delighted him in the days when he be¬ 
lieved in her; and she did not look a day older, 
though her face had changed and grown more 
lovely, with the beauty which is superior to 
any girlish prettiness, because not dependent 
on perfection of features^ It showed thought 
and feeling, the face of a woman who had lived, 
and suffered, and gained a clue to many of the 
mysteries of life, which so trouble the young. 
But Darral did not think all that: he saw how 
beautiful and youthful she looked, and regarded 
it as a proof of her lack of feeling. 

He sat down by the table, and, as a matter 
of course, because he tried to talk his best, he 
did not appear to hiB usual advantage. His 
witticisms hud a sting in them, and there wis 
a cynicism in his opinions, which in reality he 
had outlived, though Me could not keep him¬ 
self from expressing it now. When they hud 
discussed a variety of subjects, and found none 
upon which they agreed, Mrs.. Ashmore said, 

“I see we must begin like entirely new 
acquaintances. I don’t recognize any of your 
present creeds or theories.” 

“Naturally, we must,” he answered, and 
knew that he said it almost savagely. 

“Now, with some of my old friends, I have 
been able to feel as if scarcely a week had 
elapsed since we parted,” she went on in her 
lazy way. “That is very pleasant.” 

“I congratulate you and them,” he replied; 
“but time has not stood still with me.” 

“Oh, take care I” she cried, playfully; “I 
shall have to ask for a compliment, if you begin 
to talk of time.” 

“There is no need; it is plain that you have 
not changed.” 

Tho words might be construed as a flatter¬ 
ing speech. The bow seemed to point them 
as such; but there was Something in the tone 
which brought a shade of color into her cheek. 
If she was annoyed, she hid it quickly, saying, 

“I don’t believe you are in a nice mood this 
morning. Suppose you read aloud. I see Mrs. 
Thomas has finished her letters. I promised 
to go on with our new book—do be obliging.” 

Darral Was vexed, but he had to take up the 
volume. 

Perhaps, if Janet Ashmore had known what 
the chapter was about, she would hardly have 
asked Clancy Darral to read it to her, for it 
was a description of an almost parallel case to 
their own. He read it with more emphasis 
than was necessary, and was in ahorrible rage 
before he had finished. When he looked up, 
Mrs. Thomas was sleeping the sleep of the just, 
Mrs. Ashmore was busy with her embroidery. 


She had done this on purpose to annoy him, he 
thought; she was a miserable coquette, aad 
wanted to try if she had any power left. 

“A very natural chapter,” he said, as he 
laid the book down. 

Mrs. Ashmore rectified some little error in 
her embroidery, then replied, quietly, 

“It is difficult to pronounce till one reaches 
the denouement. One can’t understand yet 
what the woman’s motive was.” 

“She had none, probably—mere coquetry. ” 

“But in novels, at least, they havo to give 
stronger motives.” 

“They need not, if they would paint from 
nature,” retorted he. 

Mrs. Thomas opened her eyes preternatnrally 
wide at that instant, and said, in an aggrieved 
tone, as if somebody had accused her of being 
asleep, 

“I always listen with my eyes shut—it’s 
favorable to meditation.” 

Darral left the room. Janet Ashmore looked 
after him, and muttered to herself, 

“How that man does hate me! I did not 
think he could—what a goose I was.” 

Mrs. Thomas saw her lips move, and asked, 

“What are you saying, dear?” 

Janet answered with the amiability which 
made her a favorite among elderly ladies now. 

The old woman wanted to be amused, so 
Janet played backgammon with her; it was tire- 
some, but she had played it, hour alter hour, 
with a peevish, sick man. 

Janet saw no more of Clancy Darral until 
dinner-time; by then Sutherland had arrived, 
and brought several men back with him from 
town. Two of the number were notables; 
but I’ll not bore you with telling about them 
ouly as their presence affected Darral. They 
had known Mrs. Ashmore in Europe, and 
made a terrible “to do” over her, and at last 
Clancy had an opportunity to see the beauti¬ 
ful widow in all her power of fascination, and 
it was very great. One of the notables was 
witty, and he and Janet blazed like an illumi¬ 
nation. The color got into her cheeks, like the 
rose-tint in those of a child; her eyes shone, 
and she beat the notable with his own weapons. 
But Darral would not listen; he dented him¬ 
self to Miss Minturn, and she seemed^perfectly 
satisfied with his attentions. 

Clancy began actually to hate the woman, 
whose duplicity had so clouded the last of his 
youth. He had always thought well of him¬ 
self for never doing that, but now be wanted 
to hate her, and he succeeded very creditably. 

The evening was a brilliant one, for Miss 
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Minturn and Darral had n*„ idea of being cast 
in the shade, and Agues came down aiid sang 
as sweetly as if her head had never ached. 
When the conversation grew tuore grave, and 
apropos to Agnes’ song about some blind girl, 
Janet began telling a beautiful little story to 
which everybody listened with tears id their 
eyes, Darral thought it a fine opportunity to 
display his indifference, and he got Miss Min¬ 
ium ont on the veranda, where they walked 
till the people were ready^to go to bed, an im¬ 
proper proceeding of which 1 am sure none of 
my young lar?y readers woulcLbe guilty. 

between his ill feelings and the state of 
excitement he had been in all the evening, 
Bavral was drawn on to do his utmost in the 
way of opening a flirtation; and, indeed, it 
would not have been easy for any man to avoid 
it with Juliet Mint urn’s wonderful eyes raised 
to his in the moonlight. 

While iarral smoked a solitary pipe in his 
chamber. Miss Minturn and Janet sat in the 
little dressing-room which they shared together, 
and submitted their heads in turn to the hands 
Of Janet's waiting-woman. They sat there after 
she had gone, though they did not seem to have 
much to say, but it was difficult to go to bed 
with such a moon shining in at the windows. 

“Janet,” said Mis9 Minturn, suddenly, “I 
thought you looked disapprovingly at me to¬ 
night.” 

“I believe we agreed never to take that 
liberty with each other,” replied the widow. 

“Now, which of the men do you think was 
the most agreeable?” questioned her sister-in- 
law, oblivious of her remark. 


“I don’t think I have weighed their claims 
j carefully enough to decide,” answered Janet, 

| with a yawn so pretty that it hardly looked 
natural. ' 

“Your old acquaintance certainly showed 
well*” continued Miss Miuturn. 

“ They were all old acquaintances,” returned 
she. 

“But Mr. Darral is an older one than the 
others—you knew him years ago.” 

“Scarcely so far baok in the past as that, my 
dear—I am not a female Methusela yet.” 

“Oh! it doesn’t'matter for a widow,” said 
Miss Minturn; “but 1 shall soon be a dread¬ 
fully old girl. Why I am twenty-three.” 

“ I am sure it is your own fault that-” 

“Yes, I know; but I declare I ought to be 
in earnest now. Mrs. Sutherland says Clancy 
Darral is very rich.” 

“I am very glad of it,” said Janet, indiffer¬ 
ently. 

“Do you think I might flirt with him?” asked 
Miss Minturn, with an odd look in her eyes. 

“Really, my dear, to think about it is out 
of my province, and I am too sleepy, if it were 
not: so I shall aay good-night.” 

She went into her bed room and closed the 
door. 

“And I think I shall,” continued Miss Min¬ 
turn, to herself. “Dear me! these people act 
as if they thought I was a rabbit; but I’ve heard 
of a fox that stole a rabbit’s ears!” 

She laughed a little, whistled a bar from the 
“Duchbsse,” very deftly, and went away to her 
maiden chamber, apparently on excellent terms 
with herself. (to bx continued.) 


.BY THE ORCHARD-GATE. 

BY J. r. TROWBRIDGE. 


Brans the old gate of the orchard 
That swings by the low, rnsset-tree, 
As gather the shades of the evening, 
The glad, little cliiluren I see. 

There's Clarence, and Alice, and Nellie, 
And dear, little, barefooted Tom; 

All waiting, and looking for father, 
And wondering why be don't coma 

No sorrow is checking their laughter^* 
No vexing concern of the earth 
Has stifled the springs of affection, 

Or hindered tlieir innocent mirth. 
And dearly I fere those bright faces 
1 see at the set of the sun, 

All waiting, and looking for father, 
And wondering why he don't come. 


But now that vacation Is over. 

And duties are waiting for me, 

I cannot help thinking, next Bummer, 

Oh! where will th^ children all liel 
And, if I return, shall I find them. 

With dear, little, barefooted Tom, 

AH waiting, and looking for father. 

And wondering why he don'tcome. 

Ab, well! Messed thought! if I miss them I 
And see not their faces of glee 
Beet le the old gate of the orchard. 

That swings by the low, russet-tree, 

I still can believe that th'-y linger— 
Immortality sweetly begun— 

Beside the bright portals of Heaven, 

All waiting for lovedones to come. 
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BT MISS V* H0DO80N, AUTHOR OF “KATHLEEN’S LOVE-STORY.” 

Mas. Penryth was fond of company, that j Mrs. Penryth was of the opinion that the 


was a well established fact, and another fact, 
equally well established, was that no one was 
better able to entertain people and make them 
enjoy themselves than she was. 

It seemed as though the handsome sea-side 
villa, bright Penrydden, which was so charm¬ 
ingly situated on the coast of Cornwall, must 
have been built purposely for the accommoda¬ 
tion of guests, and those guests the favored ones 
of Mrs. Penryth. It was snch a comfortable, 
pleasant place, with its flowers, and gardens, 
and terraces. There was such a splendid view 
of the country from one window, and such a 
glorious look-out on the sea from another; the 
grounds were so admirably suited for senti¬ 
mental strolls, and the lawn 60 admirably 
adapted to croquet. 

Just now the establishment was pretty well 
filled, to Mrs. Penryth’s great delight. There 
were two lawyers, a doctor, and a soldier, one 
widow, one matron, and two or three pretty 
girls. The widow was just in an interesting 
stage of mourning, and consequently a trifle 
dangerous; the matron was as great a match¬ 
maker as good old Mrs. Penryth herself; the 
girls were all paired off with agreeable mas¬ 
culines, and accordingly, in the second week, 
every one pronounced themselves charmed. 

Prominent among her sister belles shone 
pretty Bessie Arbuthnot, the fairest, the most 
charming, and Mrs. Penryth’s greatest favorite. 

Whereas Belle, and Alice, and Maude, were 
blondes, and Jennie and Kate were brunettes, 
Bessie Arbuthnot was neither blonde nor bru¬ 
nette, but far more dangerous than either. 

There she sits in the open window, resting 
her folded hands on the wide sill, and lifting 
her face to old Mr. Penryth, as he talks, to her. 
Just the sort of girl to throw either blonde or 
brunette into the shade. A fair, aristocratic- 
looking face, with a beautiful mouth, whose 
delicate upper-lip has just the least perceptible 
hauteur in its curves, large, handsome brown 
eyes, with a sweet look in them, and a great 
deal of soft, brown hair. She was very girlish 
and very innocent-looking, but at the same 
time there was plenty of style in her girlish 
manner, and a touch of high-bred reserve in 
her air, which was at «nce natural and graceful. 


whole world could not produce another Bessie 
Arbuthnot, and her good-natured old husband 
quite agreed with her. They had known Bes¬ 
sie ever since she was a young lady in short 
dresses and French grammars, and from that 
time upward had regarded it as their special 
mission to adore her. 

She had spent the whole of the summer with 
them, and it had been a very happy one. Early 
in the spring Mrs. Penryth’s health had been 
a little frail, and Bessie had left London, and 
come to take care of her. It had been rather 
quiet at first, perhaps, after the gay end of 
“the season;” but Bessie Arbuthnot made a 
very charming, young, home-goddess, as she 
nursed and petted her friend, and read the 
papers, and poured out old Mr. Penryth’s tea. 
But April brought a visitor, who claimed to bo 
a friend. 

“Capt. Marc Desbro,” his card said, and 
Bessie smiled and blushed a little when Mrs. 
Penryth handed it to her, and said she remem¬ 
bered meeting the gentleman several times, 
and that he had asked her permission to call 
upon her when business should carry him to 
Cornwall. 

And this had been the beginning of a very 
interesting story. April had passed, and May 
drawing to a close, wliep one evening, after a 
long ride with Copt. Marc, pretty Bessie came 
to her old friend in a very charming state of 
blushing tremor, and after a little fluttered 
hesitation that was very pretty, held out her 
fair hand with a ring on the engagement 
finger, faltering out something about “Marc,” 
and “Promises,” and “Christmas,” and ended 
with more blushes, and a few such delicious 
tears as I suppose most tender-hearted girls 
shed when the great change comes over their 
calm lives. 

Dear old Mrs. Penryth had cried a little, too. 
Not much, of course, but just a few affectionate 
tears springing from her warm, old heart as 
she kissed the girl, and fondled her, and hoped 
she would be happy. “Happy always, my 
dear,” she said, in her sw’eet, kindly voice, 
“and a good, good woman and wife.” 

And now it was the beginning of June, and 
Capt. Marc had been to Loudon and back half 
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a dozen times, to pay his fair betrothed flying ! 
visits; and here he was again with the rest of 
the company, the handsomest man, the most 
popular, and the best croquet-player of all the 
party, and in her tender, fresh, young heart, 
pretty Bessie was adoring and making a hero 
and a god of him. 

As she sat at the open window, talking to 
Mr. Penryth, she was thinking of Capt. Marc, 
wondering where he was. He had gone out 
soon after breakfast, saying he was going on 
the bay to fish, and would not be back until 
evening, and he had not yet returned. She 
was thinking of him always, it seemed to her: 
and even now she could scarcely hear her 
host’s voice as he chatted for her benefit. 

“There!” he said, at last. “Look at that 
girl, Bessie, my dear, and tell me if you ever 
saw a handsomer model for a heroine!” 

Bessie turned her eyes upon the beach with 
her soft, ready smile, but it brightened into 
something of admiration, as she caught sight 
of the figure to which he had called her atten¬ 
tion. 

Out in the sunlight upon the shining sand 
a girl was standing, and from their place at 
the window they could see her clearly. She 
was tall, but poorly dressed, in the rough dress 
of the fisherwomen, who were so plentiful on 
that wild coast: but in spite of it, no one could 
have looked at her without a sense of wonder¬ 
ing admiration. 

Her figure was perfect. The face, which she 
shaded with one brown hand, as she gazed 
out upon the sea, was like the face of some 
Nubian queen in its dark-eyed<, olive-skinned 
beauty; her magnifieent unkempt hair hung 
loose over her ragged, scarlet cloak, and the 
sea-breeze blew it out like a black banner. 
Still the oddly picturesque perfection seemed 
a little out of place. Her ragged, half-savage 
dress showed her to be no more than the rest 
of the hard-worked, hard-faring coast-women; 
her slumbrous eyes had the stolid gaze theirs 
had, and as she stood there, picturesque and 
statue-like in the sunshine, she was nothing 
more, with all her beauty, but a splendid, idle, 
soullesB creature, with a magnificent physique. 

“ How handsome she is!” said Bessie. “ Who 
is she, Mr. Penryth?” 

“One of the fishermen’s daughters,” he an¬ 
swered. “Poor girl! Her father is one of the 
worst of a bad crew, and she has been brought 
up in her mother’s steps, to wait on him and 
row his boat, living as she can. By-the-way, 
Anne,” turning to his wife, “have you spoken 
to Jarl about that girl again?” 


Mrs. Penryth shook her head. 

“Yes, but it is always the same story. He 
can't spare her, and wouldn’t, if he could. He 
doesn’t want her made a fine lady of, he says. 
I am afraid we shall be obliged to give it up, 
Martin.” 

“You see,” said the old gentleman, expla¬ 
natorily to Bessie, “Mrs. Penryth and I had a 
little plan on hand. We thought we could help 
the girl to be more respectable by taking charge 
of her. She is too pretty to be left to herself; 
but her father is against us.” 

“Wliat a pity!” said Bessie, and then her 
eyes went back to the shore again. 

The girl was sauntering on slowly, some¬ 
times burying her bare, arched feet in the 
sand, and now and then stopping to shade her 
face with her hand and look out over the sea. 
It seemed as if she was waiting for something, 
and it proved she was, for at last a boat 
rounded the point, and as it came in sight, 
she hurried off to meet it. 

There were two men in the boat Bessie could 
see, but they were too far away to be easily 
recognized, though one appeared to be tall and 
well-dressed, and was evidently a gentleman. 
She watched them idly as they rowed in, and 
then the tall one jumped out and raised his 
hat to the girl as she reached them. They 
seemed to exchange a few words, for they 
stood together several minutes, the man gal¬ 
lant and graceful, the girl looking a little 
abashed and awkward as he spoke. Then she 
got into the boat, taking the oars he had left, 
and as they rowed off he touched his hat again 
with a careless ease, and turned away. 

“It looks a little like Marc—Capt. Desbro,” 
said Bessie, blushing faintly at her unoonscious 
mistake. 

Old Mr. Penryth bent forward. 

“It does look like him. to be sure,” he said, 
and then a curious, anxious cloud fell on his 
good-natured face. “It is Marc,” he added. 

And so it was. In a few moments he was 
near enough to allow of their seeing him quite 
plainly, as he strode slowly toward the house, 
and entered the wide, iron gates. 

Bessie was still at the window when he came 
into the room, and, of course, their eyes met 
first, as loveTs’ eyes always do. Hqrs were 
very bright, and soft, and tender; and there 
was* a pretty sort of gladness in their brown 
depths; but, strange to say, his were a little 
troubled, or conscious, as it were, and a faint, 
scarcely perceptible flush rose to his face as 
he came forward. 

But if anything had annoyed him, it lost its 


Digitized by v^ooQle 




210 


jarl’s daughter. 


power as he took his seat by her side. He 
began to tell her about his fishing-excursion, 
laughing at his awkwardness, or ill-luck, for 
his spoils had not paid for his labor. 

“I should have enjoyed myself more at 
home with you,” he said, dropping his voice 
in his favorite fashion as he spoke. 

“ It wasn’t worth the trouble?” And Bessie 
blushed softly, and taking up her neglected 
netting, began to work again. 

“I saw you land,” she said, at last. “Mr. 
Penrytli and I were watching Jarl’s daughter, 
and we saw her go to meet the boat. How 
beautiful she isi Don’t you think so?” 

“Yes,” said Capt. Marc, catching her dainty 
work lightly, and prisoning the pretty fingers 
in its meshes. “But how do you suppose I 
can have eyes for Jarl’s daughter?” 

But careless as the action was, it might 
almost have had a motive, and careless as the 
graceful reply sounded, his handsome face had 
flushed slightly as he spoke. 

He was not quite at ease that evening, it 
seemed. However unaccountable his restless¬ 
ness was, he was certainly restless. Bessie 
could not help noticing it as she watched him, 
and she told him so with a very charming in¬ 
terestedness. 

“I am tired,” he said, smiling down at ber 
in the tender, yet half-unconscious way that 
always set her heart beating. “The fishing 
was too much for me.” 

They were out on the lawn, then, taking a 
turn at croquet, and his usual skill seemed to 
have quite deserted him. After a few terribly 
unfortunate hits, by whioh he roused the in¬ 
dignation of his partners, he flung his mallet 
away And gave up his place; and when, in the 
course of a quarter of an hour, Bessie turned 
to the seat on which he had been lounging, she 
found he was gone. 

• Of course, she did not like it. A pretty girl, 
with an engagement-ring on her finger, na¬ 
turally does not feel flattered at the thought 
that, after a day's absence, her lover ean feel 
happy anywhere but in her presence. “He 
might have stayed,” she said, inwardly, but 
that was all; though it must be confessed she 
devoted her attention to her companion in the 
game, a trifle more exclusively than she would 
have done if she had not felt slightly piqued. 

“I don’t see Capt. Desbro,” she said, care¬ 
lessly. to the gentleman, at last. 

Noel Craigmiles looked down at her sweet 
face adoringly, as he always did, for Desbro’s 
good luck had been his misfortune, and Bessie 
Arbuthnot was the grand passion of his life.. 


Her most careless tone had a meaning to him, 
and just now he had been inwardly calling his 
rival a presumptuous fool to lose a moment he 
might have lived by her side. 

“ I saw one of the servants come and speak 
to him, and he left the grounds,” he said; “A 
matter of business, I suppose.” 

Bessie did not make any reply. She had a 
sensitive horror of appearing to exhibit her 
claims, so she finished her game with the most 
graceful eang froid in the world. 

Capt. Marc did not make his appearance at 
all that evening until supper-time; but ihen 
he made up for lost opportunities during the 
moonlight tete-a-tete he enjoyed with Miss 
Arbuthnot promenading the stone terrace. 

Every one acknowledged him to be a fasci¬ 
nating man, but no one had ever felt the power 
of his fascinations as pretty, warm-hearted 
Bessie did. His tender words and tender ways 
made him a hero in her innocent eyes, and she 
looked up to him as adoringly and trustingly 
as none but such girls oan look up to a man. 
Knowing so little of the world, she never 
dreamed of thinking that, perhaps, he bad 
called other women the same sweet-sounding 
names that made her heart beat so swiftly, 
and that, perhaps, other lips than hers bad 
trembled under his kisses. As for him, he 
was as much in love as it was possible fbr a 
man of his nature to be. Such men usually 
end their indifferent lives by winning, just 
such sweet women as other men would have 
died for—it is the way of the wot Id—and Bes¬ 
sie Arbuthnot was pretty and stylish, and 
suited his fastidiousness as few other girls 
would have done. 

He kissed her at the door before he let her 
go and held her hand a moment caressingly. 

“Good-night, darling!” he whispered. And 
in the fashion of men of his kind, he threw a 
tender truth into the words which made them 
beautiful; and Bessie carried them in her heart. 
And dreamed of them, but never dreamed that 
the lips that uttered them would break her fair 
faith in the world forever. 

It was almost a week after this that she saw 
Jarl's daughter again. Cleo the girl’s name 
was, or more properly Cleopatra, as one of her 
father’s patrons had named her for the sake 
of her dark eyes. A grand-sounding name it 
was, but the first part of it had clung to her, 
perhaps, because no commoner one seemed 
suited to her. 

Among other amusements, a boating-excur¬ 
sion had been made up, and Jarl’s boat was 
engaged, and as Bessie stepped into it with 
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Desbro, she saw the.girl sitting at the prow, 
her statuesque face turned seaward, and her 
grand, sombre eyes dropped gloomily upon the 
waves. 

Iler dress was a little neater than it had 
been before, and her hair was folded crown¬ 
like, in a wonder of a coil, across her head, 
but her slender, arched feet were bare, and 
the scarlet cloak falling back, showed her 
beautiful brown arm, rounded and perfect as 
the arms of some Greek model. 

She raised her head quickly when Capt. 
Marc spoke to her, and the red blood^flamed 
across her handsome face, as if she was 
startled, or angry; but the next moment she 
turned away again, and sat silent, idly trailing 
her hand through the water. 

Bessie watched her with a sort of interest in 
her picturesque perfection, and prompted by 
a kindly girlish curiosity tried to talk to her, 
but it was of no avail. She could elicit no¬ 
thing but monosyllables, and those given with 
a sort of reluctant ungraciousness. But during 
the whole of the trip to their destination, she 
could not help noticing that whenever she 
turned suddenly, she found the great, bril¬ 
liant eyes fixed upon her with a curious, pas¬ 
sionate scrutiny, and as soon as the girl per¬ 
ceived herself noticed, her gaze was withdrawn 

It would have been scarcely possible to find 
two girls so startlingly unlike as these two 
were. The one with her pretty, proud face, 
her dainty dress, and her delicate hands, the 
other with her dark-eyed, olive-skinned beauty 
and uncultured splendor. 

Capt. Marc, leaning back in his seat, holding 
Bessie Arbutlinot’s dainty lace-covered para¬ 
sol, and listening to her sweet, pure-toned 
voice, looked from one face to the other, from 
the dark to the fair, and oddly enough seemed 
to forget himself, and was not quite coherent. 
Indeed, he became so absent at length, that 
Bessie stopped and looked up at him in a little 
astonishment. Perhaps the glance was inop¬ 
portune, for she saw that his attention was 
fixed on the figure at the prow, and Jarl’s 
daughter, sitting as before, with her statuesque 
head turned seaward, showed a flame of velvet- 
scarlet on her dark cheek, and a strange glow 
in her handsome eyes. 

Under some circumstances Bessie would 
have smiled the soft, ready smile, and spoken 
again, but something in the girl’s expression 
made her pause abruptly. The vague admi¬ 
ration in his eyes, the touch of warmth half- 
startled her. 

Bessie was a proud girl, proud as such high¬ 


bred, high-spirited girls ever are, and though 
she did not dream for an instant that the beau¬ 
tiful, barbarous creature might prove a rival, 
a faint coldness showed itself in her manner 
when she finished what she had been saying. 

It was a gay party that landed among the 
rocks. Even Capt. Marc lost bis absent- 
mindedness, and hovered round his fair be¬ 
trothed with his usual debonnair air of pro¬ 
prietorship. 

In spite of Alice, and Maud, and Grace, half 
Mrs. Penryth’s masculino guests would have 
given their good-looking heads to bend over 
Bessie Arbuthnot as Desbro bent over her, 
and receive the sweet smiles that came so 
readily when be spoke. But Fate is Fate, and 
the emerald ring on the slim, white finger 
had dashed many bright hopes to the ground; 
so the quandom adorers philosophically at¬ 
tached themselves to the pretty girls, who 
were not averse to listening to their soft 
nothings, and only now and then apostro¬ 
phized Capt. Marc as “a lucky fellow!” But 
there was one man who did not find his fate 
so easy to bear, and whom no Alice, or Maud 
could ever have consoled for the loss df the 
woman he coveted. That man was Noel Craig- 
miles. 

He was not. Bessie’s ideal—never had been, 
never could be, but ho was a very loyal, honest 
young man, and very much in love with her. 
From his eighteenth year he had adored Bessie 
Arbuthnot, and at twenty-five he was adoring 
her still, even while she wore Marc Desbro’s 
ring on her finger, and Mare Desbro's kisses 
on her lips. He was very much in love, I say, 
and he was content to talk to her when Marc 
was away, and wait on her, and pick up her 
Jiandkerchief. 

He had not much occupation in that line this 
evening, for the captain was even more lover¬ 
like than usual. So, when dinner was over, he 
wandered away from the rest, and took refuge 
among a group of rocks, where there was a 
fine view of the Point, and he could be alone 
with hiB half-bitter dreams. 

He was leaning against a great, gray stone, 
segar in hand, watching the sea, and feeling a 
little sore against the world generally, when 
he was roused from his reverie by a touch 
upon bis arm, and turning round sharply, he 
was surprised to see the girl Cleo standing at 
his side. 

Her eyes were glowing restlessly, and her 
whole face was full of a sort of suppressed 
passionate resentfulness, which contrasted 
strangely with her sullen awkwardness as 
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she spoke to him It- seemed as though some 
fierce impulse moved her. 

44 1 suppose 1 hain’t got no right to ask 
questions of gentlefolks like you!” she said, 
roughly enough, but still without the odd 
Cornish burr in her speech. 44 1 thought, 
maybe, you’d answer me, if any one would. 
You don’t look as grand ns the rest.” 

Noel smiled in spite of his astonishment. 

44 What do you wish to know?” he asked. 

44 About her!” motioning with her head over 
her shoulder to where Bessie stood, chatting 
to Marc Desbro and writing on the sand with 
her dainty parasol. 

Following her motion, Noel saw this, and 
turning back to the girl’s face in a curious sur¬ 
prise, he noticed that she had caught her 
breath sharply, and was twisting her fingers in 
an odd, unconscious way, round a piece of 
shabby, black ribbon that hung from her 
shapely neck. He could not help observing 
this ribbon, for its end was concealed in her 
bosom, and the fierceness in her clinging fingers 
expressed itself so plainly. 

“Well?” he said. 

44 1 thought, maybe, she might want some one 
to wait on her—a—a sort of servant.” Sho 
was twisting the ribbon round and round ner¬ 
vously, and speaking in a confused faltering. 
“I thought, maybe, she—she’d take me. I’m 
tired of doing a man’s work, and living a dog’s 
life. I’d like to go with her; she’s pretty and 
rich, and I’ve heard say, kind enough.” 

“I am sorry I don’t know,” said Noel. 44 You 
had better ask her yourself. Or, probably, Mrs. 
Penryth might do something for you.” 

There was a pause, and then she spoke again. 

“She’ll need a servant when she’s married,” 
she said, the words coining slowly. 44 My father 
told me she was going to be married soon. Do 
you think she is?” 

There was something so strange in her 
manner that Noel found himself staring at her. 
Her slow, handsome face had an odd, repressed 
excitement in it, and her hand had wound 
itself so tightly in the narrow ribbon, that it 
seemed as if it would cut the flesh. He was 
not used to mystery, and this savored so 
strongly of the mysterious, that he could only 
stare at her in blank amazement. 

For a moment she met his glance stolidly, 
then her eyes fell, and her nervous, uncon¬ 
scious fingers twisted the slender silk so tightly, 
that even as he gazed at her it snapped and 
broke, and as it parted, something slipped from 
it and rolled against the rock with a tinkling 
sound. 


He saw it fall, and saw her spring to reach 
it, and then, strangely enough, her excitement 
seemed to communicate itself to him, for at the 
first sight of it his face flushed hotly, and he 
sprang toward her, catching her arm as she 
took the trinket from the sand. 

“Show it to me!” he demanded, almost 
fiercely; and as he spoke, his grasp upon her 
had more roughness in it than he had ever 
dreamed he could have used toward any woman. 

“Show it to me, I say!” he repeated. 

But she held it fast, and stood there panting, 
with her hand clenched against her breast. 

He loosened his hold a little, and 6poke to 
her sternly. 

“I saw it as it fell,” he said. 44 I know’ 
whose face it holds. I have seen it in Marc 
Desbro’s hand a hundred times.” 

She did not oppose him a moment more. She 
laid the false, handsome-faced picture in his 
hand, and slipped away from him with a low, 
frightened cry, the red on her cheeks turning 
to white, the white to red again, as she leaned 
against the rock, trembling from head to foot. 

“Don’t tell on me!” she almost gasped. 
“You’ve found me out, but don’t tell on 
me. Father would kill me. It won’t do any 
harm to let me know. Is she going to marry— 
him?” 

44 Wait a minute,” said Noel, struck to the 
core of his heart. 44 1 saw a man and a woman 
walking in the mooulight last night. I saw 
them the night before, and the night before 
that. Who was it?” 

“It was us,” she said, shivering. “Me and 
him. He’s a fine gentleman, and I’m like dirt 
under his feet, you know; but he says he loves 
me and I’m pretty. I’m named for a queen, 
he told me; and he says the name suits me.” 

She was trembling, and reddening, and pale- 
ing—shaking as if in a’vague terror of what 
she had told him. 

Honest Noel stood up and stared at her 
blankly, and then, in his recognition of the 
truth, a rough word slipped out of his mouth. 

“Good heavens!” he said, “what a villain 
he is! Listen here,” he went on. “Take my 
advice, my girl, and go home, and keep out of 
his way.” 

He stopped and stretched out his hand in¬ 
stinctively, she had turned so coldly white. 
But she drew back, and leaned against the 
rock, motioning him away. 

“He’s been lying to one of us,” she said, 
with a sudden strange steadiness. “Who’s he 
been lying to? Is he going to marry her?” 

“He has been lying to both of you,” said 
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Noel, with blazing eyes; “but he is going to 
marry Miss Arbuthnot,” 

“How long has it been settled?” said the/ 
girl, through her white teeth. 

“Three months.” 

There was a long silence, in which Jarl’s 
daughter stood braced, with her hands behind 
her, against the rock, her faec stony and pallid 
in tierce resistlessness. She moved at last, and 
turned round to him, folding her cloak around 
her. 

“Well,” she said, stolidly, “I’ll go now: I 
might as well; I know all 1 came for. I daresay 
you’ll tell; if you want to tell. I shan’t ask 
you to keep quiet; but I’d better be dead than , 
alive, when father knows. I’d better be dead. 
He’d tramp me under his feet this minute.” 

“Wait,” said Neel, in a horror-stricken 
whisper. “What are you talking dbout? I— 
Do you mean the—the worst?” 

She had been trying to brave it out when she 
last spoke, but his sudden horror, as the whole 
shameful truth dawned upon him, broke her 
hardihood down, and she struck her clenched 
hand upon the rock with a low, fierce cry, her 
face scarlet. 

“The worst!” she panted. “His dogs know 
more than I do—his dogs are treated better. 
I’m handsomer, maybe—that’s all; but it is 
the worst, even to such as me.” 

Noel fairly groaned. Thinking of pretty, 
innocent Bessie, his very heart sickened. It 
was such a horrible blow to him, so unlooked 
for! Even if he had not trusted Marc Desbro 
wholly, he would never have dreamed of this. 
But as he looked at the girl’s blanched, defiant 
face, the recollection of many circumstances 
he had barely noticed at the time of their occur¬ 
rence, came back to him, and with torturing 
distinctness. 

The first day he had seen Desbro he had 
come upon him on the beach as, spy-glass to 
his eyes, he watched a little boat coming shore¬ 
ward slowly with a woman at the oars. 

He had not known him then as one of his 
fellow-guests, and had not noticed the woman’s 
face as she sprang out. Women who rowed, 
and fished, and did men’s work, were plentiful 
enough at Penrydden, and he did not give her 
a second thought. He had not understood the 
fishing excursions that kept Miss Arbuthnot’s 
lover on the bay through the long summer days, 
though he often wondered at them. Poor Noel! 
he had blamed his rival as a careless wooer, 
but he had been too generous ever to accuse 
him of even the disposition to vtrrong his sweet 
betrothed. “ He’s a lucky fellow, confound it!” 


he had sighed sometimes, “but he suits her 
better than I should have done, I suppose!” 
And he had felt a good-natured sort of rever¬ 
ence for the man who had been so much more 
fortunate than himself, and who seemed to 
bear his good fortune so easily and gracefully. 

In some men’s minds there would have been 
a faint sense of triumph in a rival’s unworthi¬ 
ness. Not so with poor, honest Noel. There 
was only one feeling in his heart, a feeling 
which was a struggling combination of horror, 
indignation, and pitying grief. Pity for inno¬ 
cent, broWn-eyed Bessie, indignation and dis¬ 
gust for the systematic treachery which the 
man who professed to love her had displayed. 
What could he say to this passionate-faced, 
fierce-eyed young creature, who stood before 
him, defying her terror and shame with a dog¬ 
ged resolution that might have grown out of 
her savage life. He watched her for a silent 
moment, and then, unavoidably, a question 
leaped out. 

“What are you going to do?” 

She turned her handsome eyes slowly upon 
him, as if she had never thought of the future, 
and then a strange shadow settled on them as 
her face turned seaward again. She did not 
say a word, but the slow motion made Noel 
shudder, he scarcely knew why. 

The very next moment she flamed up again 
with a burning, angry color, as the sound of 
gay voices floated across the sands. 

“ They’re calling for you,” she said, bitterly. 
“That’s her voice now. It minds me of a ring¬ 
ing of bells. I’m going back to my place.” 
And without another word, she turned off 
and walked away in the sunshine, with her 
statuesque head erect as the head of some 
savage queen. 

It was some time before Noel could calm him¬ 
self sufficiently to face the group that was 
advancing toward him. 

It was Bessie Arbuthnot who first steadied 
him with the sound of her sweet voice. 

“We want you, Mr. Craigmiles. Jarl is 
going to show us a wonder of a cave. Where 
have you been hiding yourself?” 

“He has been sentimentalizing with the 
young Egyptian person, Miss Arbuthnot,” put 
in gay Lance Armour. “I saw him a few 
minutes ago.” 

“With whom?” asked Bessie, in innocent 
surprise. 

“With Jarl’s daughter,” said Noel, quietly. 
“But not sentimentalizing, I can assure you. 
She has been telling me a story.” 

He could not help this slight thrust at the 
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courtly, treacherous face smiling at Bessie’s 
side; and it told, for Marc Desbro's eye turned 
upou him with a quick, questioning flash, and 
his clear skin flushed an angry, restless red. 

“Craigmiles’ chivalry is of the inflammable 
sort,” he put in, with a faint sneer in his voice. 
“ But what about the cave? The rest are wait¬ 
ing for us.” 

He drew the small, exquisitely-gloved hand 
more firmly through his arm as he spoke, and 
his half-sneer ended with a touch of triumph. 
The game was in his hands for the preseut, at 
least, and he thought he could play it out. 

He did not release the hand when they 
reached the cave; he held it in his as Jarl 
piloted them through the darkness, and once 
Noel saw him raise it carelessly to his lips in the 
graceful fashion that was natural to him. The 
touch of carelessness that sometimes showed 
itself was lost in a mood even more fasciuating 
than usual. Always brilliant and a favorite, 
this evening he exerted himself to perfection, 
and pretty Bessie came back to the shore with 
a soft tint of happy rose on her cheek, and a 
tender brightness in her brown eyes. 

They were somewhat in advance of the 
remainder of the party when they returned to 
the boaXs, and glancing up, Bessie saw the girl 
Cleo seated silently in her old place, just as 
she had been seated before, her strange, hand* 
some face turned seaward, a sort of steady calm 
making her seem almost weird in her quiet. 
She did not move even when they took their 
scats, laughing and chatteriug; and it was not 
until Bessie had spoken to her that she appeared 
to know that they were near her. 

“1 am afraid you are tired of waiting,” said 
Bessie’s sweet, cultivat ed voice. The girl turned 
toward them, and Bessie almost started. 

The rich, olive-tinted skin had faded to a 
dead, rigid palor, the sombre eyes were steadily 
expressionless, while the face was a stony 
blank. 

“How pale you are,” said Bessie, gently. 
“You look as if you were ill. Pray have 
my seat, and let this gentleman take your 
oars.” 

“No,” she said, briefly. “I am quite well, 
at least I am used to it; and it did not 
matter,” and without another word she averted 
her face again. She held her place, just with 
the same defiant immobility until they reached 
home, rowing steadily without a word or look 
at them. 

The sun was dipping redly into the waves 
when they arrived at their journey’s end, and 
as the girl drew her boat in, Noel Craigmiles 


saw Desbro bepd over her on pretence of 
assisting her to secure it, and speak to her. 
There were only a few words said, and then 
the dark face was lifted, darker than ever with 
uncontrolled passion and bitterness. 

“You’d better go,” she said, fiercely. “I 
can do tfye work—waiting for you.” 

There was a very pretty glow in Miss Arbuth- 
not’s delicate face that evening. Perhaps, now 
and then, of late, it had occurred to her that 
this handsome hero of hers was a thought 
abstracted, or preoccupied, though she had 
not attempted to account for it. But this day 
had been such a happy one, that even these 
faint shadows were forgotten. Capt. Marc 
hovered around hep with the tenderest of 
faces—was so lover-like, indeed,, that Mrs. 
Penryth, smiling. spftly to herself, began to 
romance over the days to come on an unlimited 
scale, and mentally arranged such a wedding 
as Penryddon had never heard of. 

She was seated, in her comfortable easv- 
chair, alternately knitting and casting benign 
glances at a group round the bagatelle-table, 
when she was somewhat surprised by the touch 
of a hand laid gently upon her nrm, and turn¬ 
ing her head, she met the grave, trouble^ face 
of her husband. 

“Anne,” lie said, in a low voice, “if you 
can leave the room without attracting atten¬ 
tion, I should like you to come into the library, 
my dear.” 

All tbe old lady’s visions faded intcrastonisb- 
ment. A love of the mysterious had never been 
one of the weaknesses of her better-half, and 
his serious face startled her: so, holding her 
knittiug in her hand, she followed him quietly 
at once. 

The h/ill and stair-casewere lighted bril¬ 
liantly, but the library was in darkness, and 
entering the open door, she dimly saw her hus¬ 
band standing at the table, evidently watching 
the moonlit grounds intently. 

“Why, Martini” she begpn, when he turned 
upon her, and stopped her. 

“My dear,” he said, “come to the window.” 

The tone of his voice excited her strangely, 
and she laid her hand upon his shoulder, 
anxiously asking him what was the matter. 

“I want you to convince me that my eyes 
are not deceiving me,” he answered. “Near 
the elm-trees there is a woman standing in a 
strip of moonlight—who is it?” 

The moon had lighted the grounds perfectly, 
and one glanc? showed Mrs. Penryth a figure 
wearing a scarlet cloak, and leaning against 
a tree. 
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•‘It is Jarl’s daughter!” Bhe exclaimed, sur- 
prisedly. “ What can she be waiting for!” 

“Say ‘wAo-is she waiting for?’ ” was his reply. 
“She was there last bight; she was there the 
night before. I have been watching her for 
nearly a month.” 

“ Martin,” she began, falteringly. “ Surely— 
surely-” 

He interrupted her again. 

“I have been watching her for weeks,” he 
said. “There is a man in the house who is a 
patron of her father’s. Three weeks ago I 
met the girl with him on the beach, and since 
then I have watched them constantly. I have 
seen them together a dozen times since. Last 
night I saw them part at that very tree, and 
he kissed her. Can you guess the man’s 
name?” 

“ Martin-” in the same faltering tone, 

“you said ‘a patron of JarlV—not Marc 
Desbro, Martin, for ray pretty Bessie’s sake. 
8ay it is not Marc Desbro!” 

His reply came upon her like a blow. 

“It is Marc Desbro,” 

If the story had been painful to Noel Craig- 
miles, it was terrible to the affectionate, 
motherly woman to whom Bessie Arbuthnot 
was almost the dearest creature on earth. 

“I cannot believe it!” she broke forth. “I 
cannot, cannot believe it! There must be some 
mistake.” ■ 

He pointed to the silent ffgure in the moon¬ 
light, and as he* pointed, another form sud¬ 
denly showed itself crossing the lawn, and at 
the first sight of it Mrs. Fenryth broke into an 
exclamation. 

“Am I right?” asked her husband. “Do 
you recognize him?” 

The gapie of bagatelle was over when the 
host and hostess returned to the parlor, and 
Bessie was standing at .the head of the table, 
chatting merrily as she idly knocked the balls 
about with her cue. Some croquet enthusiast 
had been proposing a moonlight game, and 
they were discussing it. As the door opened, 
Lance Armour, who.was industriously flirting 
with three of the prettiest girls at once, turned 
suddenly round. 

“Where is Desbro?” he exclaimed. “We 
want him, you know. Craigmiles, 1 thought 
1 saw him talking to you a few minutes ago.” 

Bessie raised her eyes in a faint surprise. 
A few minutes before he had certftinly spoken 
to her, and she haid imagined him still in the 
room. 

“ He was here a moment since,” she said, 
smiling. “1 did not see him leave the room 


by the door. He must have vanished into thin 
air.” 

“He did not pass out through the door,” 
said Mrs. Bay less, an interesting widow. “I 
saw him look at his watch, and step out of the 
low window behind you. Probably he had an 
engagement.” (The interesting widow had a 
little womanish spite against Miss Arbuthnot, 
and liked to “thaw her a little,” as she put 
it.) 

But secure in the recollection of her after¬ 
noon, Bessie laid down her cue, smiling. 

“ Then we must play without him,” she said. 
“Who is ready?” 

They were all ready, they said, and so the 
players departed in couples, one or two of the 
most coquettishly inclined young ladies knot¬ 
ting bewitching little webs of lace handker¬ 
chiefs under their pretty chins, in a style 
which was, to say the least of it, tantalizing 
in the extreme. 

The night was beautiful, and the croquet- 
players enthusiastic, so, in the excitement of 
the gAme, Capt. Marc was forgotten by all for 
the time being. But when the final victorious 
stroke was made, and most of the party had 
returned to the parlors once more, Bessie, as 
she sauntered through the deserted grounds 
with Noel Craigmiles, found herself wondering 
faintly at her lover’s absence. 

They had been talking gayly as they pro¬ 
menaded, but at last a silence had fallen 
upon them almost unconsciously. Perhaps 
the thoughts of both had wandered in the 
same track, but Craigmiles was thinking of 
the dark, defiant eyes, in their fierce bitter¬ 
ness, while Bessie remembered only the echo 
of the tender promise she had renewed that 
happy evening on the sunlit, dancing sea. 

Neither had spoken for some moments, when 
turning into a shaded avenue, Bessie suddenly 
stopped, holding her escort back. 

“I thought I heard voices.” she said,laugh¬ 
ing a little. “I was sure I heard some one 
speaking among the trees,” she added, reti¬ 
cent of saying how quickly she had recognized 
one voice at least. 

But the next moment her laugh died away, 
and she looked up at Noel’9 pale face with a 
sudden questioning glance, for the voice had 
raised itself, and came to them with terrible 
distinctness from the next path. 

“It is impossible. You know I could not 
risk leaving her, without notice, Cleo. Bo 
reasonable, for heaven’s sake! You have not 
even told me what you want me for ” * 

One terrible, breathless moment, and then 
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Noel Craigmiles’ heart grew horribly cold as 
he realized his position. The voice was Marc 
Desbro’s, and the girl who loved him, and was 
his promised wife, had recognized it. Bessie 
stood silent, not moving, only holding to his 
arm with a strength cf which he could not 
have believed her slender fingers capable. In 
a moment, another voice came to them, even 
clearer and more distinct in its hurried pas¬ 
sion than the first had been. 

“What did I want you for?” flinging the 
words out with a sound that, rung on the still 
flight air. “What did you want me for? "Why 
didn’t you leave me alone? I could havo 
dragged out my life like the rest of ’em.” She 
was fairly panting and gasping. “You called 
me a queen, then—a queen! I’tn less than tho 
dead leaves yon trarbp on now. I found out 
to-day—you are going to marry her. I am to 
be scorned and shunned when she’s your wife. 
There—that’s what I want you for!” 

Noel glanced down at the delicate face on 
which the moonlight struck whitcly—it was 
icily, coldly calm, and immobile as marble. 
Bessie was looking at the pretty hand that 
lay upon his arm, and he felt she only «aw 
the great, sparkling emerald on the slender 
fore-finger—the engagement-ring—but she was 
listening steadily. 

The girl went on, a sudden wild change 
breaking her passion into terrified despair, 
and it seemed as though she was wringing 
her hands. 

“You said I was handsomer than her—so I 
am. I know I am, but I never cared until you 

told me so. Don’t send we away-” The 

sound of her voice told that she had slipped to 
the earth, and lay groveling at his feet. “Let 
me go with you—let me follow you—let me be 
your servant—I’m used to it. If she’s your 
wife, I’ll be her servant, too. I only want to 
be near you.” 

“ Listen to me,” said Desbro’s voice. “Cleo, 
get up. I have been a mad fool, and I must 
put a stop to this.” 

To Craigmiles it was a terrible five minutes 
that followed, as he waited, held, against his 
will, by the relentless, girlish hand. It was 
evident that Bessie meant to spare herself 
nothing, and so she remained, until she had 
heard the truth to its shameful, bitter end. 

For three months this man had deliberately 
deceived and insulted her in tho face of her 
trust and love; and now icily and steadily she 
listened, for she was hearing the solution of 
the neglect her tender, girlish heart had so 
readily forgiven. The blow was a terrible 


one; her belief in the world, that had seemel 
so fair, was crushed and broken forever and 
ever; but it was not a blow that would kill 
her. She was too proud and high-bred to be 
blighted by the stereotyped broken heart. She 
would live over it. She could never believe, 
as she had believed an hour ago: never trust 
as she had trusted; never dream as she had 
dreamed; but she would live; and face life 
bravely, nevertheless. 

At last the voices ceased. 

“Go back quietly, like a good girl,” Marc 
Desbro had said, “and I will conic to you to¬ 
morrow.” And they had seen the girl pass 
the end of the avenue with an excited swift¬ 
ness; and after a moment’s waiting, Desbro’s 
feet sounded on the gravel-walk, and Bessie, 
loosening her grasp on Craigmiles arm, spoke 
to him for the first time. 

“May I ask a favor from you?” she said, in 
o clear, quick voice. “I think you are my 
friend—if I have a friend in the world,” with 
faint bitterness. 

“What can I do for you?” he asked, trying 
to speak quietly. 

“I wish to meet Capt. Deabro as he comes 
up the avenue. Will you walk with me toward 
him, and stay with me until I have spoken a 
dozen words ta him?” 

She was pale to the lips. He acquiesced 
with an inclination of his head. 

The advancing feet were coming to the turn 
in the path now, and a few’sfeps, a very few, 
brought them face to face in the fair moon¬ 
light with Marc Desbro. 

Something very like an oath broke from tho 
gallant captain’9 lips at his first glance at the 
fair, haughty face of his Nemesis, and for a 
breath’s space there was a dead silence. Then 
the emerald ring was slipped from Miss 
Arbuthnot’s finger, and the white hand ex¬ 
tended without a tremor. 

“You will understand me, Capt. Desbro.” 
she said, with icy distinctness. “Let me 
thank you for opening my eyes to my humi¬ 
liation, however unconsciously. You have in¬ 
sulted me, but I have never given you the 
right to despise me. Good-evening.” 

And before he had time to utter a word, he 
was standing alone, holding the emerald in 
his palm, staring at it in blind, impotent rage. 

Until they reached the house, Noel did not 
even dare to look at his companion; but when 
the light of the greftt hall lamp fell upon her 
face, her deathly paleness was something ter¬ 
rible to see, and be spoke in spite of himself, 

“Let me go to Mrs. Penryth,” he said. “I 
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am afraid this has been too much for you, 
Miss Arbuthnot.” 

Her hand went to her side with an uncon¬ 
sciousness that said worlds, but her eyes met 
his glance freer from tears than hi&own. 

“No; thank you,” she answered. “I should 
rather be alone. If Mrs. Penryth asks for me, 
pray tell her I am unwell, and shall not come 
down stairs again. Good-night.” 

He watched her as she crossed the hall with 
a Tagile, stricken wonder as to how all this 
would end; he watched her as she passed up 
the stair-case, until he could see her no longer, 
and then he walked back to the open hall-door 
and out on to the long veranda. 

Even in the few minutes since their walk 
from the avenue, a great, dull cloud had swept 
up from the sea and darkened the moonlight, 
and as he stepped out into the air, a low, sullen 
moan crept over the waste of shore. 

He stood there a moment listening to it, and 
then turned restlessly into the house again. 

“It sounds like a banshee,” he said. “We 
shall have a storm to-night.” 

As she entered her chamber, the same sound 
had greeted Bessie Arbuthnot, but? to her it 
boded nothing. As she locked the door, she 
was thinking only of one thing, looking one 
truth sternly and steadily in the face. All 
was over! All was over! That was what she 
said to herself again and again. She said it 
as she lighted a taper and opened her desk; 
she said it as she took her once preoious let¬ 
ters out and laid them together. 

Her face burnt like flame when she touched 
them. She wanted to be free of them and her 
humiliation. How he had insulted her—sho a 
lady, and proud as the proudest in the land! 
How he had dragged her in the dust and tram¬ 
pled upon her heart! She was wild with shame 
and humiliation now, but she felt as if the first 
fierce sting over she should turn to ice. 

She made the letters into a package, laid 
them away in her desk, and shut the lid. Then 
she went to the open window and knelt down. 

She knelt there for nn hour, for two hours, 
watching the heavy clouds roll up, and listen¬ 
ing to the rising wind as it moaned across the 
sand. She hardly knew how the time passed. 
Afterward, when all was over, she often won¬ 
dered if some terrible change had not come 
upon her, forcing her innocent, happy girl¬ 
hood far behind, as she knelt there, glancing 
now and then at tho clenched, white hand, on 
which the jeweled ring had so lately shone. 

It required an effort to enter the breakfast- 
parlor calmly the next morning. In the long 


hours Bessie had Inin awake listening to the 
raging storm that lashed the waves upon the 
beach; she had felt nn excited fear of the 
ordeal, and as she dressed before the mirror, 
she wondered that there was so little change 
in her fair face. It was calm enough, as calm 
as it had ever been, but for the faint touch of 
a new expression that, perhaps, made it seem 
a thought colder. 

Her color heightened a little as she opened 
the breakfast-room door, for Mare Dosbro was 
standing at the window, and at the sound of 
her entrance turned quickly. He was pale as 
death, and there was a look in his eyes, which 
was almost like horror. 

“Ob, Miss Arbuthnot!” exclaimed tho pretty 
widow, excitedly. 

“Oh, Bessie, my dear!” broke in Mrs. 
Penryth, with a colorless face, and then, with 
a new feeling, the girl noticed awe-stricken 
countenances all around her, and stopped. 

“There has been a terrible accident,” said 
old Mr. Penryth, his voice sounding almost 
sternly. “That daughter of Jarl’s—you know 
her, Bessie—they found her on the beach this 
morning, poor girl-” 

“Not—not dead?” Bessie interrupted, in a 
sharp whisper. 

It seemed as if he dared not answer her, or 
could not-, and Noel Craigmiles took up the 
story, his eyes bent tipon the floor. 

“There was a storm last night,” he spoke in 
a low voice, “and tho girl was seen to round 
the Point, on her way home, at a late hour. 
It is supposed she had been out secretly, for 
she was alone, and the storm must have over¬ 
taken her. The boat was swamped, and her 
body came ashore with the tide.” 

And so it was. Fate had ended the drama at a 
st roke, and i n one of her good old f riends’ rooms, 
tho beautiful, wronged creature lay dead. 

A few hours later Bessie went into the dark¬ 
ened chamber. The coarse, rough dress had 
been changed for a pretty, girlish wrapper; 
the splendid hair fell loose upon the white 
pillow; the hands were folded in the old, old 
fashion, upon her stilled heart. But the dark, 
handsome face was steady, even then, in its 
old statuesque fixedness of passionate despair. 

There was only one thing to be done, Bessie 
felt, when she closed the door, and left the dead 
girl to the stillness. She recalled the letters 
up stairs. 

She went and got them at once, and bringing 
them down, found Maro Desbro in the parlor 
alone. She scarcely glanced at him, as she 
laid the package on the table, at liis side. 
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“These are your letters/’ she said, simply, 
and turned to go. 

But he did not intend to lose his prize with¬ 
out an effort. He followed her quickly, over¬ 
took her, and looking down into her fair, 
haughty face, his handsome, treacherous eyes 
aglow, whispered, 

“Bessie, Bessie, is this to be the end?" 

The last throe of her dead love for him stained 
her white skin with scarlet, as she drew back 
with a faint gesture of contempt, a contempt 
which even the kindest-hearted woman will 
«ometinies show, unconsciously. 

“ The end!” she echoed, in her clear, haughty 
voice. “Capt. Desbro, I am a woman." And 
not deigning to glance backward, &he passed 
him, as if he had been a stone. 

She told Mrs. Penryth the whole story that 
night, when Marc Desbro had left them. 

They were sitting alone by the fire when 
Bessie held out her slender, ringless hand, that 
her friend might see it. 

“Can you f what it means?" she began, 
with a faint, bitter smile. But the next mo¬ 
ment she faltered under the kindly, pitying 
eyes, and broke down into the first tears she 
had shed. 

“Don’t say you are sorry for me,’* she ex¬ 


claimed, passionately. “It is an old story, I 
dare say, and I have only suffered as other 
women suffer. I shall live it down, you know; 
but I must go away, Mrs. Penryth. I must 
go back to Loudon, and try to forget it." 

A week later, the party at Penrydden was 
broken up, for when Miss Arbuthnot returned 
to London, the remainder of the guests followed, 
one by one. For several months society waited 
for the wedding, and for a year wondered what 
Capt. Desbro had done to deserve banishment; 
but to this day no one has guessed the real 
truth. 

Bessie Arbuthnot has lived three years since 
then, and at twenty-two her sweet face wins 
her a reputation greater than ever. 

“There is not much chance for fellows like 
us, though,’’ said a philosophical adoner. the 
other day. “Craigmiles is the lucky man, if 
there is one.” 

And, perhaps, he was right, for on her last 
visit to Penrydden, Bessie spoke of her old 
adorer to Mrs. Penryth. 

“I am not romantic, now,” she said, “and I 
have quite outlived the old love. I am not un¬ 
happy, and I am going to marry the only man 
I honestly respect: that man is Noel Craig- 
milcs." 


THE SPIDER'S DREAM. 

BY MRS. 8 . P. MF. SERVB HAYES. 


A MERRY, black spidei was weaving a web, 

In a corner dark and sly; 

The silken meshes, with anxious care. 

He wore with 9kill in silence there. 

And thonght, as he strengthened hi9 canning lair, 
How many a buzzing, unwary fly 
Would tangle his feet as he glided by. 

I Fi Hie web where dauger is not, he deems— 

And the spider smiled at such cheering dreams. 

The nimble spider his palace bnilt, 

As the night hours wore away; 

And at length liis weary task was o’er, 

Whcfo falling asleep by the open door, 
lie dreamed of the happy days of yore, 

Of the many flies that had been his prey. 

Of the bees he had caught on a sultry day. 
When they sought tho shade of his corner sly, 
Thinking not that spiders were lurking nigh. 

Tn dreams the spider went bark again, 

To the scene of his childish years; 

Once more he dwelt in his early home, 

A pleasnut spot ’neath an old church-dome. 

Hut the gay young spider w idled te roam— 

His brother’s prayers, his sister’s tears, 

His kind old parent’s warning fears. 

Came hark to his mind as plain as when 
He bode adieu to that much-loved den. 


But anon the spider trembled with fright. 

For a change came over his dream; > 

He thought that darkness reigned over the earth. 
That hushed were the sounds of noisy mirth, 

As lie lay in liis web near the kitchen hearth. 

He saw—though, perchance, it strange may seem. 
It’s full as true as the rest of the dream— 

Of those murdered flies, a ghostly band. 

Come back again from the unknown land. 

And well might the spider tremble with fear. 

In his corner, dark and sly; •- 
For every elfish, unearthly sprite. 

Was gleaming with strange, fantastic light. 

That dazzled the eyes of the spider bright. 

At length his quivering form they spy. 

And thus outspoke a goblin fly: 

“Thou hast caused onr death—we come for thee. 

Ere tlio sunlight comes thou slialt dwell with me.’ 

The buzzing of shadowy' wings had ceased. 

And the spider rubbed his eye*. 

When he saw through the grey «»f the morning's gloom 
The onward sweep of the housemaid's broom, 

And rending therein a fearful doom. 

He wrapped himself in his winding-sheet. 

The web he bad wove for his victim**’ feet. 

And fell to the floor, never more to rise. 

The ghastly prey of those phantom flieo. 
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THE JONES YILLE QUIRE 

BY J08IAH ALLEN’S WIFE. 


The quire meets to practice every Friday 
night, and the lust time they met Thomas Jef¬ 
ferson come home and says he 

“It does beat all how that quire goes on. I 
guess you'd get sick, mother, to hear em light 
as I do, rehearsin’.” 

“I’ll be hanged if I would rehearse,” says 
Josiah “what makes em?” 

“Let em rehearse” says I sternly, “I should 
think there was need enough of it, for of all 
the singin’ I ever heard, they beat all.” 

A few nights after this conversation word 
was give out that Eld Linden was goin’ to 
preach to the red school house and Josiah 
harnessed up the old mare and we all went to 
hear him. 

Josiah and I sot right behind the quire, and 
we could hear every word they said, and while 
Eld Linden was readin the words “How sweet 
for bretheren to agree,” Deacon Gowdey whis¬ 
pered to Mr. Peedick in wrathful accents, 

“I wonder if you will put us all to open 
shame to nighf, by screcchin two or three 
notes above us all?” He caught my keen 
gray eye fixed sternly upon him, and his tone 
changed in a minute to a mild and sheepish 
one, and he added smilingly “As it were, dear 
brother Peedick.” 

Mr. Peedick deigned not to reply to him for 
' m ha was shakin’ his fist at one of the younger 
QT bretheren in the quire, and says he, 

* * “ Let me ketch you pressin’ the key agin to¬ 

night you young villain if you think it is best.” 

“ I shall press as many keys as I am a min- 
ter for all you, you are awlways findin’ fault 
with sunthin’ or other,” muttered he. 

Betsey Bobbet and Sophrenia Gowdey was 
lookin at each other all this time with looks 
that made ones blood run cold in their vains. 

Mr. Peedick commenced the tune, but un¬ 
fortunately struck into short metre. So he 
couldnt get any farther than “How sweet for 
brethereng” As they all come to a sudden 
halt there in front of that word, Deacon Gow¬ 
dey lookin daggers at Peedick took out his 
pitch fork as if it was a pistol and he was 
goin* to shoot him with it, but applyin’ it to 
his own ear, he started off on the longest metre 
that had ever been in our neighborhood. After 
adding the tune to the words, there was so 
Vol. LIX.—14 


much tune to carry, that the best calculator 
in tunes, could’nt do it. At that very minute, 
when it looked dark and gloomy indeed for 
the quire, an old lady, the best behaved in the 
quire, who had minded her own business and 
chawed caraway peacefully, come out nobly 
and started it to the tune of “Oh that will be 
joyful.” 

They all joined in loud and strong, and 
though they each one put in flats and sharps 
to suit their own taste, they kinder held to- 
gather till they got to the chorus, and then 
Deacon Gowdey looked round and frowned 
fiercely at Shakespeare Bobbet, who seemed 
to be flatting most of any of era—and Betsey 
Bobbet punched SophreniA Gowdey in the side 
with her parasol, and told her she was “dis¬ 
gracin’ the quire—and to sing slower,” and 
then they all yelled 

How sweet is unitee e 

How sweet is unitee 

How sweet for brethering to agree 

How sweet is unitee. 

It seemed as if the very feather on my bon¬ 
net stood up straight, to hear em, it was so 
awful. Then they collected their strength, 
and drawin long breaths, they yelled round 
the next verses like wild Indians round suf¬ 
ferin’ whites they was murderin’. If any one 
had iron ears, it would have went off well all 
but for one thing. There was an old man who 
insisted on bein’ in the quire, who was too 
blind to see, the words, and always sung by 
ear, and bein’ a little deaf he got the words 
wrong, but he sang out loud and clear like a 
a trombone. 

• How sweet is onien tee e 
How sweet is onien tea. 

The minister made a dreadful good prayer 
about trinls purifyin’ folks and makin’ em 
better, and the same patient look was on his 
face, when he give out the next him. This piece 
begun with a long duett between the tenor 
and the alto, and Betsey Bobbet by open war 
and stratyjim had carried the day, and was to 
sing this part alone with the tenor. She knew 
that the Editor of the Gimlet was the only 
tenor singer in the quire. She was so proud 
and happy thinking she was going to sing 
alone with him, that not rightly sensin’ where 
she was and what she was about she pitched 
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her part too low, and here was where I had 
my trial with Josiah. 

There is no more sing to Josiah Allen than 
there is to a one horse wagon, and I have tried 
to convince him of it, but I cant, and he will 
probably go down to the grave thinking he 
<y*n sing bade. But there is no sing to it, that 
1 will contend for with my last breath, it is 
nothing more nor less than a roar. But one 
thing I will give him the praise of, he is a 
dreadful willin’ man in the time of trouble, 
and if he takes it into his head that it is his 
duty to sing you cant stop him no more than 
you can stop a clap of thunder, and when he ; 
does let his voice out, he lets it out strong I 
can tell you. As Betsey finished the first line 
I heard him say to himself, 

“ It is a shame for one women to sing base 
alone, in a room full of men” And before I 
could prevent it, he struck in with his awful 
energy. You couldnt hear Betseys voice nor 
the editors, no more than you could henr 2 
flies buzzing in a car whistle. It was dread¬ 
ful. And as he finished the first verse, I 
ketched hold of his vest. I didnt stand up by 
reason of bein’ lame, and says I “if you sing 
another verse in that way, ill part with you,” 
says I “what do you mean Josiah Allen?” 

Says he lookin’ down on me with the per- 
speeraashun a pourin’ down his face 

“ I am a singin’ base” 

Says I “do you set down and behave your¬ 
self, she has pitched it too low, it haint base 
Josiah Allen.” 

Says he “I know better Samantha, it is 
base. I guess I know base when I hear it.” 
But I still held him by the vest, determined 
that he should’nt start off agin if I could 
hender it, and jest at that minute the duett 
begun agin, and Sophrenia Gowdey took ad¬ 
vantage of Betseys indignation and suprise, 
and took the part right out qf her mouth, and 
struck in with the Editor of the Gimlet, she is 
kinder after him too, and she broke out with 
the curiousest variations you ever heard. The 
warblings, and quaverings, and shakings she 
put in was the curiousest of anything I ever 
heard. And thankful was I that it took up 
Josiah’s attention bo, that he sank down on 
his seat and listened to em with breathless 
awe, and never offered to put iu his note at all. 

I waited till they got through singin' and 
then I whispered to him, and says I 

“Now do you keep still for the rest of this 
meetin Josiah Allen.” 

Says he. “As long as I call myself a man, 
I will have the privilege of singin’ base.” 


“Sing!” says I in a tone almost cold enough 
to make his whiskers frosty, “I’d call it singin, 
if I was you” It worried me all through 
meetin time, and I dont know as I was ever 
more thankful than when he dropped off into 
a sweet sleep jest before meetin’ was out. He 
never heard em sing the last time and I had 
to hunch him, for the benediction. In the 
next weeks Gimlet these verses came out 

80RR0WS OF THE HEART. 

BT BETSEY BOBBET. 

Oh ask me not 

Why thus? but Oh 

My tender heart 

Doth too well know— , 

That religeen never 

Seems to be 

8o much religeen 

As in the dear E-of the G 

And when he is in 
A soft and melting mood 
Oh! goodness never 
Seems so good. 

A sweeter, purer air 
Doth ?eem to surround him, 

His influence so infiuenceth 
Those arround him. 

For never doth my dovoted 
Spirit, so yearn 
Toward duty, as to do him 
And the twins a good turn. 

And sweetness never 
Seems so sweet 
Ah when his voice 
With mine doth meet 

Ah! what is grief 
Or earth's dark weather, 

When him and me 
Unite together. 

On dulcet soars 
Of melody; 

How sweet—how swee 
For he and me. 

I rise! I eoar! 

Earths sorrows leaving; 

I almost seem 
To be in Heaven. 

But when we’re sweetly 
Going on; 

Tis hard to be 
Broke in upon. 

It is a shame 
A deep disgrace; 

To be drowned out 
In dreadful base. 

When his dear voice and mine 
Melifluously soars 
To drownded be 
In awful roars. 

And when a certain person 
In her vain endeavors 
To fascinate a certnin noble man 
Puts in such quavers— 

And trills, and warbles with 
Such sickinh variations 
It dont raise her, I can teil her 
In a certain noble mans estimation. 

Beloved twins 
May yon never see 
So sad an hour 
As he and me. 

My loving heart would ache 
Should you troubled be 
Sweet angel twius 

E Like tby dear parent and me. 
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“Fifty-five ounces of zephyra!” exclaimed 
aunt Iluldah Hnrtshorne, when she heard of it. 
“Fifty-five ounces! Well, where Eben Jasper 
gets the money for that gal to spend passes 
me. All the other gals around could knit their 
Afaghans of Germantown wool, but that wasn't 
good enough for Miss Annie. No, she must 
have real zephyra, and double at that, I ll 
venture.” 

“But, aunty, you’ve no idea how beautiful 
ft is,” said Hetty, her niece, who had been out 
visiting, and who, merely untying the scarlet 
hood framing her merry face, had dropped 
down into a rocking-chair to relate her budget 
of news. “It’s dark garnet, with a border of 
gold-color, and in the center there is such a 
lovely wreath—roses, fuchsias, and pansies. 
Inside of that the initials are to go, but,” with 
a laugh, “Annie don’t know whose yet.” 

“Don’t know whose!” echoed aunt Huldah, 
who, in spite of her disapprobation, was an 
attentive listener. “Why don’t she put her 
father’s—ain’t it for him?” 

“Oh, no!” answered gossiping little Hetty, 
“Mr. Jasper don’t want it. He told Annie to 
do what she pleased with it, for he would 
rather have the buffalo, or a horse-blanket 
any day, so she is going to keep it for the 
Prince. That is, for the man she is to marry,” 
explained the little chatter-box, with a blush¬ 
ing consciousness that her remark would not 
be understood. 

Aunt Huldah, busy getting supper, paused 
with a half-baked buckwheat-cake upon the 
paddle. “ You don’t mean to say that the gal’s 
fool enough to think she can marry a prince! 
That’s what comes of sending darters off to 
boardin’-school, and lettin’ them paint pictures 
and read novels. Well, I never?” 

“Oh, aunty!” cried Hetty, with a burst of 
merry impatience, “you don’t comprehend at 
all. That’s only Annie’s way of talking—w*e 
girls can’t always understand just what she 
means—but it’s something about a fairy-tale, 
and the meaning is that whoever marries her 
will be the prince.” 

“Humph! If all the young fellers were of 
my mind, it would be a good while before them 
'nitials got put there, then,” and with a dex¬ 
terous movement, Miss Hartshorne clapped the 


cake, brown side up, upon the griddle in a 
manner that was, to say the least, emphatic. 

“Ah, but, aunty!” coutinued the frolicsome 
puss, whose love of talking and of teasing her 
aunt were fast running away with her discre¬ 
tion, “Annie isn’t going to wait. That’s the 
fun of it. You know to-morrow’s Halloween,” 
(Hetty pronounced it Holly-cvc,) “and Jessie 
Loring and I are going up to stay all night 
with Annie. We’re going to burn nuts and 
try projects, and whatever letters fall to An¬ 
nie’s lot, she’s going to work on her A/glian. 
Odd notion, isn’t it? But Annie don’t care. 
She’ll do it.” 

Little Hetty, running on with her merry 
nonsense, forgot that she was telling tnles out 
of school, until the voice of her aunt, Bolemn 
and grim, recalled her. 

“ Now just you see here, Hetty Hartshorne,” 
cried that lady, in a tone stern as Bhadaman- 
thus, “you’ll take part in no such heathenish 
carryings on. You’ll not go near farmer Jas¬ 
per’s to-morrow night, nor, if I can help it, 
for a good while to come. Thank goodness, if 
you was left motherless, you wasn’t allowed to 
grow up like a Pagan, with no woman to look 
after you. No. Your father had too much 
sense. But that Eben Jasper—well, he’ll have 
his reward yet. Mark my words.” 

“Wasn’t it a pity Mr. Jasper hadn’t sense 
enough to take you for a step-mother for 
Annie?” flashed out keen Hetty, whose tem¬ 
per was like tinder: and with the addi¬ 
tional thrust, “I wish to mercy he had,” she 
flounced out of the room, slamming the door 
behind her in a manner which certainly did 
not speak much for her training in lady-like 
habits. 

To those who understand the irrepressible 
nature of youth, it will be no surprise to learn 
that, in spite of Miss Hnrtshorne’s righteous in¬ 
dignation and positive interdict, the following 
evening found Hetty at the place appointed. 
Whether this was achieved by strategy or open 
defiance, I cannot say; but I incline strongly 
to the latter opinion, for fierce little Hetty, 
termagent as she was, had no 6pice of shyness 
in her composition, and scarcely knew the 
meaning of the word duplicity. 

It would require a long search to find three 
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prettier or merrier maidens than the trio in 
Mr. Jasper’s comfortable farm-house kitchen. 
Annie had set out a tempting array of apples, 
nuts, and sparkling cider for the occasion; and 
the kindly old farmer, who well knew what a 
gathering of girls on Halloween meant, after 
drinking a mug of autumn’s spicy beverage, 
obligingly took himself off to bed, leaving the 
mischievous elves to their own devices. 

What the precise nature of these devices 
was, let each lady who has been seventeen an¬ 
swer for herself. Probably only mother Eve, 
of all her race, has failed to at least speculate 
in regard to “the coming man.” For her, 
ns there was no choice, there could be no 
curiosity. But then what would have been 
the use of a multiplicity of beaux when she 
had no other girl to whom to talk to about 
them ? 

But to go on with my story. No sooner was 
Mr. Jasper safely out of the room than the 
cheerful light of the kerosene lamp was ex¬ 
changed for a flaring candle, into which, at 
equal distances, were stuck nine pins, with 
such magic portent as only the initiated may 
know, and illumined only by its weird gleams, 
the uncanny orgie began. 

The customary pranks of swimming mud- 
balls, melting lead, and so on, had been per¬ 
formed with indifferent success, and the long 
evening was wearing on toward ten, when 
Jessie said, 

“ Come now, girls, let us get Annie’s letters. 
First we shall want a tumbler about half-full 
of water.” 

“Who will hold the ring? Hetty?” asked 
Annie, setting the required article upon the 
table. 

“Oh, dear, no! I’d be sure to laugh and 
shake. Let Jessie. She has a steadier hand, 
and besides,” sottovoce , “she believes in it.” 

So it was arranged. On a long, fair hair, 
taken from Jessie’s sunny curls, Annie threaded 
a plain gold ring, and giving it into the hand 
of the performer, drew her chair closer to the 
table to watch the process. 

Ilew still the old house seemed! No sound 
was heard save the loud ticking of the clock, 
or, occasionally, the squeak of a mouse behind 
the entry wainscot. Surely, the true witching 
hour had come. The girls each felt the in¬ 
fluence, and shuddered as a faint, ghostly 
tremor crept over their frames. 

“A, B, C,” began Jessie, in a distinct, but 
monotonous tone, and the other two bent for¬ 
ward with breathless interest as the glittering 
circlet, vibrating over the water, described its 


noiseless arc. “D, E, F, G,” she went on. 
Still there was no stroke. “L, M, N,” here 
Hetty giggled, but Jessie’s calm Sibylline gaze 
never wavered, nor did the slightest quiver in 
her voice mark the interruption. “S, T, U, 
V,” she continued, drawing, letter by letter, 
portentously near the end. 

“Oh, pshaw, girls! what’s the use?” cried 
Annie, impatiently; “let’s give it up. I’ll just 
put on J. S. at a venture. The world is full of 
John Smiths.” 

The sublime coolness of this proposition set 
Hetty to laughing again, but Jessie was not 
to be moved from her task. “W.,” she said, 
raising her left hand entreatingly, and with 
the utterance, sharp and clear, rang out the 
contact of gold and glass. The ring had 
struck! 

“ W!” cried the girls, simultaneously. “Now 
for the last name.” 

Again they resorted to the fountain of know¬ 
ledge, but, either because the charm worked 
more quickly, or Jessie’s nerves were becom¬ 
ing unstrung, this time it was less tedious. 
At the letter H came the magic vibration. 

# “W. H.,” said Hetty, musingly. “Those 
would stand for William Hunter.” 

“Or Waverley Hereford,” suggested Jessie, 
whose ideas inclined toward the romantic and 
high-sounding. 

“Oh, nonsense, girls!” cried common-sense 
Annie. “Maybe it’s only William Henry. Try 
again, Jessie, and see if there’s any more to it.”. 

Yet ouce more were the twenty-six Homan 
characters repeated, but this time without suc¬ 
cess. Neither at soft, flowing vowel, or sharp 
consonant, was any sound produced save the 
low voice of the speaker. W. H. was evidently 
all the information that was to be obtained. 

“ Well, it might have been worse,” said An¬ 
nie, laughingly. “I will own I had a dread 
of U. and Z. Uriah and Zachary, you know. 
But, oh, heaven, girls! What’s that?” 

A footstep upon the porch without was the 
cause of her outcry, and with the exclamation 
came a quick, sharp knock upon the door im¬ 
mediately behind Jessie’s chair. 

This sound, at the place and hour, and 
coming in the midst of such employment, was 
sufficient to strike a thrill of superstitious 
terror to bolder hearts than those of the mis¬ 
chievous tricksters within. With one accord 
the girls sprang from their seats—though Jes¬ 
sie was so overcome as to be in danger of 
falling. Hetty’s laughter seemed to be about 
giving place to tears of fright; and even An¬ 
nie, usually a pattern of daring to the others, 
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stood as one paralyzed. But only for on in¬ 
stant. 

She had been too long used to relying upon 
ber own judgment to remain long undecided, 
Rnd after a little hesitation, giving a shake 
to her white apron, and a twist to the rosc- 
colored ribbons at her throat and in her hair, 
meant, perhaps, as a little bravado to reassuro* 
her companions, or, perhaps, caused by a spice 
of irrepressible coquetry, she went calmly for- 
wai*d and opened the door. 

There, in the bright autumn starlight, stood 
a young man, a total stranger, who, while 
Annie was taking quick note of his dark mus¬ 
tache and gleaming eyes, made himself known 
as a belated and bewildered traveler, soliciting 
hospitality for the night. 

“It is more on my horse’s account than my 
own that I ask,” he said, in a tone too light 
and cheery to belong to anything supernatural. 
“I have been riding all day among the hills, 
having lost my way, and I fear the poor beast 
is pretty well worn out.” 

“ If you will walk in, sir, and take a seat, I 
will speak to father,” said Annie, who, what¬ 
ever impression the bright eyes and pleasant 
voice might have made upon her, was too ex¬ 
perienced a little housekeeper to betray a*iy 
confusion, though she almost trembled lest 
the others should fail to display equal self- 
possession. 

But the entrance of Mr. Jasper relieved her 
apprehension. He, lying awake, had heard 
what the girls, engrossed in their exciting 
pastime had not noticed, the tramp of a horse’s 
feet up the lane; and he was already leaving 
his chamber to ascertain who might bo the 
untimely visitor when the knock was heard 
upon the door. 

To him the stranger explained his situation 
more fully, receiving in return an honest, 
country welcome to all the comforts of house 
and manger, for which he gave thanks in a 
few words of politest courtesy. 

M Ob, girls! weren’t you frightened?” cried 
Jessie, when Annie having lighted a lantern, 
the farmer and his guest went out to attend to 
the horse. “I thought for a minute I would 
faint, sure. But, oh, my! I do wonder if he 
is W. H. If we could only find out his name! 

“Suppose you ask him,” retorted Annie, with 
a little irritation. Something had evidently 
Bhaken her customary good-humor, and her 
young friends were fain to assist silently in 
her hurried efforts to remove the traces of their 
recent occupation. 

Did she fear that those keen eyes of the 


stranger would notice the signs, and guess 
their meaning? Perhaps. But she need not 
have felt uneasy. He had scarcely re-entered 
the house, when, pleading fatigue, he accepted 
his host’s invitation to retire, and the hopes of 
Jessie and Hetty that, by some chance word, 
dropped in conversation, he might reveal his 
name, were, for the time, frustrated. 

With his departure Annie’s gayety returned, 
and her laugh once more rang out merrily. 
With the others she dropped down carelessly 
Upon the broad hearth-stone to end’their inter¬ 
rupted games with the burning of nuts. 

“Come, girls, isn’t it most bedtime?” spoke 
the mild voice of Mr. Jasper, from the door-way. 

It was nearing on toward midnight.. He had 
returned from escorting his guest to the oak- 
chamber, and now, before he again sought his 
rest, he felt obliged to offer this gentle remon¬ 
strance. 

“Yes, father, in a few minutes,” answered 
Annie; and once more the indulgent old man 
left them to follow the leading of their own 
sweet wills. 

“Now, girls,” she continued, “we must 
hurry. Let me see. What is it Burns says? 

‘The anld gnidwifr's wed hoordet nita 
Are round an’ rcurnl divided. 

An’ monie lads’ and losses’ Tates 
Aro there that night decided: 

Some kindle conthie side by side. 

An’ burn thegitlier trimly; 

Some start nwn’ vi’ saucy pride, 

And jump out ouro the eliimli^ 

Fu’ high that night !* 

“Well, here goes. This is Jock, that is W. H., 
and this is me;” and though W. H. was as yet 
as mythical a personage ps David Copperfield’s 
sister Betsy, as she dropped the two hazles, 
brown as her own eyes, into the glowing em¬ 
bers, a bright blush dyed her cheek, and she 
leaned forward to watch the result with the 
breathless eagerness of a stock speculator. 
“Why don’t you putin yours, girls?” she said, 
presently, as 

“ He bleez'd our© her, an’ she oure him.” 

But. Hetty was too much interested in the pair 
already burning, and Jessie’s great, soft-blue 
eyes were fixed upon the dancing, flickering 
flames in trance-liko intentness, ns though she 
were beholding things unutterable. 

“What now. Mademoiselle Clairvoyant?” 
asked Annie, tipping her playfully under the 
chin. 

The girl shuddered and started back. “Oh, 
Annie, don’t!” she cried. “Please, let. us go to 
bed. Please, do! I wish we had gone when 
your father told us.” 

“Why, Jessie, dear?” urged Annie. “What 
did you see?” She had called her clairvoyant 
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jokingly; but there were times when her young 
companions almost believed that Jessie Loring, 
though she made no pretence, possessed that 
sad gift of second-sight, as it is called. But 
Jessie either could not, or would not, reveal 
her vision. “Don’t ask me, Annie,” Bhe said, 
pleadingly. “Indeed, I don’t know—I can’t 
understand it; but, as I was watching the nuts, 
that fearful text: ‘Saved as by fire,* seemed to 
be literally branding itself upon my brain. 
Don’t talk about it any more, that’s a dear.” 
And Annie, feeling that their evening’s sport 
had somehow been a failure, at last took the 
light, and led the way to her chamber, where, 
girl-fashion, the three were to sleep together. 

Little did the gentleman calmly reposing in 
the next room, know of the dreams and specu¬ 
lations which his coming had awakened in the 
brains of his fair neighbors, and still less 
did he^guess of the information which one of 
them obtained early in the morning. 

The farm-boy, going to the bairn at five 
o'clock to fodder, wondered what Miss Annie, 
whom he met at the door, could have been 
doing so early in the horse-stable; but only 
she knew of the soft, blue saddle-cloth, with 
the daintily-embroidered letters in the corner 
—VV. H.! 

She never spoke of her discovery, but the 
girls wondered that she did not finish her 
Afghan; nor was it until weeks later, when 
worn out by their merry banter, and when the 
mysterious stranger had passed from all minds 
save her own, that in a mood, half-daring, half- 
sentimental, she worked within the wreath of 
roses and heart’s-ease, the magic letters of her 
fate. Little she knew what was impending 
over her. 

Mr. Jasper died. A slight cold was followed 
by a few dnys cf raging fever, and then Annie, 
the petted darling of the old man’s heart, stood 
alone in the wide world, an orphan. Kind- 
hearted neighbors, it is true, who, though, 
while her father lived, strongly disapproved 
of his almost limitless indulgence, now came 
forward to the desolate girl with offers of 
assistance and protection. Several homes were 
opened for her reception. Even Miss Harts- 
horne, impelled by who knows what tender 
memory, proffered herself willing to take An¬ 
nie in, and do by her the same as by Hetty. 

But to each and all of these kindly invita¬ 
tions the girl gave a firm, though grateful, 
refusal. She could not, she felt, linger in the 
neighborhood, where every object reminded 
her of her loss; and Added to this was another 
reason. There was a spice of independence, 


miscalled pride by her friends, in her com¬ 
position, which drew her toward the city, 
where she hoped to win her daily bread. Miss 
Hartshorne once mentioned the fact, that Annie 
paiuted pictures. It had been generally con¬ 
ceded by rustic critics that this was her forte; 
and the knowledge that the city afforded (he 
best scope for her talent, together with that 
nameless longing of youth to be “in among the 
throngs of nien,” which, as Tennyson puts it, 
“Sees in heaven the light of London,” held her 
fast to her purpose. 

“A desperate venture I” does some one say? 
Yes, it was. But there is something so sub¬ 
limely fearless in these desperate ventures of 
the young, that we old folks, who have bought 
our wisdom, cannot but watch them with ad¬ 
miration, as well as pity. 

This dauntless energy upheld her to the end. 
Even upon that last evening at home, when 
little Hetty, who had been helping her all day 
with the packing, overcome at last by the 
thought of losing her friend and pattern, sat 
down upon a trunk, and gave way to a fit of 
sobbing. 

“Why, Hetty, dear!” she said, her own eyes 
filling with the tears she had been suppressing 
fqr weeks, “I didn’t know you cared so much 
for me. Don’t cry, there’s a pet. I’m not a 
bit afraid. And, besides, who knows what luck 
I may have? You know I am going to take 
my Afghan with me. Annie and her Afghan! 
Why, it's just like Whittington and his cat, or 
the Prince with the golden slipper.” And 
little Hetty, hearing only the cheery words— 
missing the sad, sad undertone of lonely 
daring—took comfort, and believed devoutly 
in all the glorious possibilities of the future. 

The following evening, in a city boarding¬ 
house, eleven pairs of eyes were raised in¬ 
quiringly as the landlady announced, “Miss 
Jasper, ladies and gentlemen,” and a girl, 
dressed in deep mourning, glided, with a slight 
bow, to the place assigned her at the table. 
Phis was an ordeal which Annie had expected, 
and for which she had braced herself; but for 
that which followed she was not prepared. 
She had not yet had courage to look around 
upon her companions, when a voice close at 
her side said, “Miss Jasper, may I help you—” 

The speaker stopped suddenly. Annie glanced 
up quickly, and a blush, that she would have 
given worlds to hide, flooded checks, neck, and 
brow, as she recognized the stranger gu*ist of 
Halloween—the W. H. of her girlish dreams— 
the W. H. of the Afghan. 

Oh! had it come, and so soon? The girl’s 
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heart beat wildly as she stammered some half- 
inarticulate answer, and dropped her eyes 
under their curly lashes for protection. But 
even in her confusion, she was conscious of a 
pitying look directed to her from the opposite 
end of the table, where sat a grave, quiet¬ 
looking gentleman, apparently observant of 
nothing but the business in hand, though this 
glance, even if noticed by the boarders, would 
have elicited no surprise. It was well known 
that Mr. Holcombe, the patient scholar and 
deep thinker, had a yearning tenderness for 
every creature that was young, or in distress. 
The suggestive black dress alone would have 
been sufficient to arouse his sympathy. 

This was the beginning. Walter Harvey— 
this was the name that Annie 60 on learned to 
substitute for the mysterious letters—was too 
well-bred to allude hastily to their casual ac¬ 
quaintance; but later, when they had grown 
intimate, he owned to having recognized her 
at once, and to the joy which he felt at seeing 
that he too was remembered. 

I spoke of their becoming intimate, and 
they were so, if that can be called intimacy 
which affects only one side of a person’s na¬ 
ture. To his sparkling conversation and polite 
attentions she responded with natural, girlish* 
freedom, but with that other experience—that 
struggle for life—he had no connection; and 
sorely as Annie needed the advice of a friend, 
an unerring instinct prevented her applying 
to him for council. It was a thorny path that 
those little feet, hitherto so tenderly guarded, 
were treading now; but a brave spirit impelled 
them, and 'neither Mr. Harvey, nor any one 
else, guessed that the merry girl, who held 
her head so proudly before the world, some¬ 
times trembled under fearful apprehensions of 
defeat and despair. 

One day, as she was turning from the coun¬ 
ter of an art-store, with the old disappointment 
that was becoming so bitterly familiar, she was 
surprised by a quick step behind her, and'the 
voice of Mr. Holcombe pronouncing her name. 

“Yes, it is Miss Jasper,” he said, as though 
he had been uncertain. “I was busy at some 
antiquarian researches back there, but I 
thought I knew your voice. Are you looking 
fbr pictures? Can I be of any service?” As 
he spoke, he glanced at the port-folio in her 
hand. 

With any one else Annie would have re¬ 
sented the interference, but there was some¬ 
thing in the grave, homely face before her 
that commanded her trust, that braced her 
like a tonic. 


“No,” she said, frankly. “I am not buying 
pictures. I want to sell some. But there does 
not seem to be much demand; or, perhaps, as 
I begin to fear, mine are too inferior to find a 
purchaser.” 

“Will you let me see them?” he asked, 
quietly. He noticed the little quiver which 
betrayed what her careless words tried to 
hide; and as she relinquished her port-folio 
into his hand, he took her to a seat in a re¬ 
tired part of the store, where he was evidently 
quite at home, and leaving her to recover her 
self-possession, sat down at a table opposite 
to examine the drawings. 

No culprit ever waited for the verdict more 
anxiously than she. She felt that the decision 
of this calm, self-contained man, whatever it 
might be, would be final. And yet in the end 
he gave none. At least not in words. 

“Miss Jasper,” he said, closing the book 
with no utterance either of praise or blame, 
“you are a stranger in the city, and, perhaps, 
not used to disposing of your work. 1 think, 
if you will allow me, I can introduce you to a 
better market.” 

“ Then they are—that is—you do not think 
them wholly worthless?” she cried, eagerly, 
her eyes lifted up to his face, and her very 
soul seeming to hang upon his words. 

What a sweet, reassuring smile he gave her! 
“I think they are worth a great deal N ” he said. 
“But what we "have to do is to make others 
think Ho. Will you come ?” 

Calmly, confidingly, «as with a brother, she 
went out with this man who had made her in¬ 
terests his own; so sure that he was doing 
only what she wished, that verbal thanks ap¬ 
peared almost unnecessary. She thought of 
Walter Harvey, who affected to ignore the fact 
that she worked for her living~who always 
had a sneer for independent women, and ful¬ 
some praise for the “household angel;” and a 
fine intuition told her that he would not thus 
have carried her old port-folio, the badge of 
her calling. But then, and this made all the 
difference, he loved her, at least he was be¬ 
ginning to say so in every way, but in words; 
while this man, who walked by her side, was 
only acting the part of the Good Samari¬ 
tan, kindly, generously, but still only follow¬ 
ing the leading of his own good heart, which 
could not see sorrow without striving to miti¬ 
gate it. 

The art-emporium, to which Mr. Holcombe 
introduced Annie, proved to be all that he 
hoped for her. Henceforth she had steady 
employment, and save that Walter Harvey 
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would insist upon monopolizing some of her j ghosts before her, and seem to ask the ques- 
best working-hours in morning rides and j lion? Can it be that all this time, while the 

constant companion of one man, she has been 
learning to love another? 

“I do not!” she exclaims, vehemently, throw¬ 
ing out her arms, as though to toss the idea 
from her. “The man cares nothing for me. 
He loves nothing but his books and his intel¬ 
lect. I will take what I can get. Why shouldn’t 
trophe found her at the school of design, with- j I?” and hardening her heart, she again cuddles 
out cloak or umbrella, he appeared just in the ' into her Afghan, and tries to find one bright 
nick of time to save her from distress and diffi- ; spot among the whitening ashes of her fire, 
culty. But his speech upon both occasions was j But now came the memory of the last Hal- 
so awkward, and he was at such pains to make ! loween. Of the peaceful farm-house, with its 
his coming seem purely accidental, that Annie j glowing hearth and homely cheer; the fond, 
was more piqued than pleased. Indeed, though j old father, and her merry companions; of the 
she now knew his full name—“Wirt Hoi- J stranger-guest, and their curiosity concerning 
combe”—it never so much as occurred to her him; but more vividly than any of these stood 
that those familiar initials belonged to him forth Jessie’s vision, and her affrighted words: 
equally with Walter Harvey. “Saved as by fire!” What could they mean? 

So the golden hours of summer slipped away. Was it only one of the excitable girl’s erratic 
All through the fierce, heated term, while fancies, or was there some mysterious connec- 
those more fortunate sought the refreshing air i tion between that night and the present? The 
of mountain and sea-side, Annie wrought on, J thought haunted her like an avenging spirit, 
patiently, bravely, scarcely allowing herself a j and to escape it she went to bed. But here it 
thought of other, happier summers, or if think- j was no better, and it was only when exhaustion 
ing, only using their bright scenes as material j had given place to sleep that she ceased to hear 
for her work. To make of beautiful, winged 1 those warning words: “Saved—saved as by 
imagination a toiling gally-slave, is sad enough, i fire!” 

as every author and artist knows; but how muoh j Two hours later she was awakened from 
worse when the sacred treasures of memory are j dreams which took their color from her latest 
thus profaned and utilized! No wonder that j waking thoughts, by a fearful commotion—the 
sometimes the girl grew weary, oh, so weary! j most distinguishable sounds being the ringing 
and longed for rest! • j of bells, and the hoarse sho^us of firemen. 

Again it is Halloween, and Annie, wrapped Springing hastily from her bed, she saw that 
in her Afghan, sits in her room so deeply the whole street was illumined by a conflagra- 
buried in thought that she scarcely notices tion. But where was the fire? For an instant 
the chilly autumn wind moaning through the : she could not comprehend. Then the move- 
streets. Her Afghan is not now a useless piece ments of the crowd below, together with a 
^ of fancy-work. The scanty nature of boarding- stifling sensation, revealed the fearful truth, 
house bedroom fires, and, indeed, of boarding- and, with a wild cry, she ran into the hall, 
house bed-clothes, has developed its qualities through which volumes of smoke were already 
wonderfully, and Annie is glad of its warm, rolling. Oh, God! was there no help! She 
fleecy folds, as she cowers over the tiny grate, sprang toward the stairway, but there fierce 
with its handful of sleepy coals. Several times, flaraeB, like blazing cherubim9, guarded thepns- 
since she has lived in the house, has she been ' sage. The house seemed to be deserted. Had 
upon the point of ripping out those suggestive all escaped and forgotten her? The thought 
letters, but now she thinks it scarcely neces- ; was terrible. She was about giving way to 
sary. A question, which she has been parrying despair, when, looking over the bannister, a 
for weeks, must be answered to-morrow, and story lower, she saw one last figure through 
partly because she supposes herself in love, smoke and flame, plunging forward for self- 
partly because she is so weary of struggling, preservation. 

she has little thought of replying otherwise “Oh, Walter, Walter! Save me! Save me!” 
than in the affirmative. Then the Prince can she shrieked, stretching out her arms as she 
claim his own. recognized the form of her lover—and hope, 

“But is he a Prince?” Ah! why do those almost quenched, sprang into new life, 
oalm, true eyes of Wirt Holcombe rise like For an instant the man paused, and looked 


idlings in the Park, her circumstances were 
much improved. 

As for Mr. Holcombe, he paid her no further 
attention, that is, in the strict application of 
the term; for once, when a thunder-storm over¬ 
took her on her return from a journey out into 
the suburbs, and again, when a similar catas- 
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upward. Perhaps this was all that he could 
do—for that which is not within cannot be 
simulated in a time like this—then, with the 
agonizing cry of a coward, conscious of his 
cowardice, “Oh, Annie, I cannot! but, for 
God’s sake, follow mo!” he disappeared in the 
darkness, and the girl to whom he had vowed 
eternal love, sank fainting where she stood. 

Meanwhile, in the street below, another has 
appeared upon the scene. Wirt Holcombe, re¬ 
turning from the night-school, where he has 
been doing his Master’s work among a crowd 
of unkempt city boys, saw the fire, and hasten¬ 
ing ever quicker, and quicker, as he nears it, 
and learns the exact locality, now, with one com¬ 
prehensive glanco upon the group of escaped 
inmates, springs forward to the entrance. 

“You can't do it, sir!” exclaimed a fireman. 
“All the folks are safe, and you’ll only lose 
your life.” 

“ That man has something precious up there,” 
said another, as, unheeding, all remonstrance, 
he dashed forward through blinding smoke and 
hissing flames. 

Yes, he had. Something more precious to 
him than gold or diamonds; and there, upon 
the upper landing, he found it, lying white as 
a snow-wreath, with something gorgeous trail¬ 
ing behind it. 

“Oh, my darling! My poor darling!” he 
exclaims; and lifting her tenderly as a babe, 
he wraps the gay coverlet hastily around her, 
and once more plunges through the smoke and 
flame—a conqueror. 

There is a rousing cheer from the populace, 
followed by a groan of terror, as, an instant 
later, the roof fell in. But, unmindful of either, 
he strides on with his burden, nor relinquishes 
it until, a square away, in a quiet street, he 
gives it inks the motherly arms of the old 
nurse and friend offhis childhood. 


It was here, in the cozy, geranium-scented 
little parlor, that he found her next morning 
when he called. The scales had fallen from 
Annie’s eyes; and it did not need Mrs. Grey’s 
extravagant praises of “her boy” to convince 
her that this was a man worthy of the choicest 
treasures of a woman's heart. She had not been 
so entirely unconscious as to miss all his words 
of wild affection, as he bore her along the night 
before. As in a dream she remembered the 
pressure of strong, circling arms, and of burn¬ 
ing kisses falling upon her brow, and, therefore, 
was not so much surprised by the revelation 
which he now made. 

It was over at last—all the story of his deep 
and unfailing love; and calmly happy as a lest 
child, who has regained the shelter of its 
mother’s bosom, she lay upon the lounge, weak 
from past terror, but filled with a supreme con¬ 
tent. 

“I wonder whose property this was that 
I confiscated,” he said, after awhile, gently 
touching the Afghan, which still covered her. 

“Yours, I guess,” she answered, archly: and 
shaking out its bright folds, she pointed to the 
initials within the wreath. 

His look of pained surprise smote her to the 
heart. 

“Oh, not that! not that!” she cried, com¬ 
prehending his thought. “Indeed, I never 
made it for him. Listen, and I will tell you;” 
and tenderly holding the hand, whose linen 
bandages told something of what he had en¬ 
dured for her sake—though her cheeks flushed 
crimson with maidenly shame—sho bravely 
told the story of her girlish folly. 

“And it all came true,” she whispered, in 
conclusion, drawing the wounded hand caress¬ 
ingly to her heart, “for I have found the 
Prince; and I, oh, Wirt! I have been ‘saved 
> as by fire!' ” 
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Fas away in a hidden dell 

Where the gome and the violets know me well; 

Under the grasses, long and green, 

A tremulous thing I first am seen. 

Then through the meadows and through the wood, 
And over the boulders, big and brown. 

Away, away on my mission of good, 

I speed to the heart of the weary town. 

The daisy looks up with laughing eye; 

The bee hums loud as I pass it by; 

And the lark and linnet have each a song— 

A welcome of love as 1. glide along. 


And the village maid, from the stepping-stone, 
Looks down at her form in my glassy breast, 
And smiles that the vision is dear to one— 

To one of all others she loves the beet. 

Then under the stones of the busy street, 
Under the tread of a million feet, 

Onward in darkness 1 take my way, 

Till I leap again to the light of day. 

And lo! and lo! like a message from Him, 

A blessing I come to the sons of men— 

A joy in the shadow of houses grim, 

As I was afar in my native glen. 
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[Entered, according to Act of Congress, in tho year 1871, by Mrs. Ann S. Stephens, in the Clerk’s Office of the District 
Court of the United Statue, for the Southern District of New York.] 

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 153. 


CHAPTER VII. 

Little James Luurcnce worked manfully in 
his new vocation. He carried home packages 
of tea, pounds of sausages, and paper boxes 
stuffed with crackers, quicker than any boy 
of his size was ever known to do before. He 
ran errands up and down stairs for Kate Gor¬ 
man, and soon learned to toss “ Jcrusha Maria” 
in the air with an adroitness that threw her 
into an ecstasy of crowing, and set her long 
clothes to fluttering through and through, like 
the plumage of a bird. He learned to put on 
her tiny socks wheu she shook them from her 
plump, little feet; never touched the top of 
her head without trembling for the delicate 
spot there, which Mrs. Smith had anxiously 
warned him of, and kept her cradle in a soft, 
monotonous jog while she slept, without com¬ 
plaint, though the day was ever so bright, 
and the cheery sound of hoys playing marbles 
on the side-walk, tempted him sorely at times. 

For all this James got his board, and two 
dollars a week, a sum that bought a marvelous 
quantity of groceries every Saturday night, as 
Mrs. Smith reckoned up accounts, and sent the 
boy home rejoicing to spend the Sabbath with 
his family. 

Eva, too, had received her first instalment of 
wages, and Mrs. Laurence grew stronger and 
stronger each day, as that heavy burden of 
anxiety was lifted from her shoulders. As for 
Ruth, who lived in the happiness of those 
around her, this gleam of sunshine revived 
her like a flower, and with the reaction of in¬ 
finite relief, she began to wonder if there was 
nothing on earth that she could do for the 
general happiness. 

To say that Mrs. Smith was the good angel 
of this little household, would be to cast a cer¬ 
tain degree of ridicule on this robust, ruddy¬ 
faced, and genial-hearted woman, who had no¬ 
thing of the angel about her, except that sweet 
snow-plumed spirit of mercy that brooded in 
her warm heart, as doves make a nest of soft 
materials, and glorify them with the cooing 
music of perfect love. No, Mrs. Smith was 
not an angel, by any means. She had some 
228 


household ways that angels would have con¬ 
sidered out of place, to say nothing of her 
name, which was the reverse of poetical, to 
say nothing of the seraphic. Sometimes the 
good woman scolded her husband roundly, and 
once or twice—I tell this with infinite reluct¬ 
ance—she had been known to snatch Jerusha 
Maria from the soft depths of her cradle, after 
that young lady had cried till her face was of 
a lovely purple, and shake her till the feathers 
would have flown had her mother been an 
angel, and thus endowed her with the plumage 
of a seraph. In fact, Mrs. Smith was a kind, 
wholesome specimen of a house-mother, and a 
good friend to the Laurence family. That was 
all. She had, when business grew prosperous, 
taken a lad from the street, rather more im¬ 
pulsively than we have seen her adopt our 
friend James, and believing herself to have 
met with a success on that occasion, was the 
more willing to try a new experiment of mercy. 
But, like a good many other kind-hearted 
people, she forgot to guard herself against the 
nfirmities of human jealousy, and was quite 
reckless of the fact that Jared Boyer received 
his fellow clerk with scowls of dissatisfaction, 
and that sneers of disdain curled his insipient 
red mustache, whenever the lad came near 
him. 

This youth was left in charge of the store 
whenever Smith went out to make purchases, 
and Mrs. Smith was called up stairs, which 
happened frequently, as time wore on, for Je¬ 
rusha Maria was cutting her teeth in a vicious 
state of mind, and Kate Gorman had more than 
she could do in the kitchen. 

Of course, this threw young James more fre¬ 
quently into the store, where Jared found 
occasion to impose all sorts of petty indigni¬ 
ties upon him, which the boy, too noble for 
complaint, bore with a degree of manliness 
that threatened to baffle the object his enemy 
had in view. One thing James saw clearly 
and felt, as only a proud, sensitive child could, 
Jared Boyer did not want him about. Why? 

James .asked himself this question again and 
again, with tears in his eyes, sometimes in the 
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depths of the night, when a vague sense of 
trouble would keep him awake, sometimes 
when burdened with a heavy basket in the 
street; but he took council of no one, and bore 
his own trouble in silence like a little man 

After awhile things changed somewhat with 
the lad. Jared cast off his morose bearing, 
and made some cringing advances toward 
cordiality, from which the boy shrunk with 
sensitive dread. 

One day, when James had gone out with some 
packages, Smith came into the store in haste, 
while a countryman, who had brought in a load 
of produce, waited at the counter with a whip 
in his hand. 

“Thirty-seven dollars,” said Smith, opening 
the money-drawer and counting some bank¬ 
notes that he found there. “No need of wait¬ 
ing; generally enough on hand for small 
amounts like this. Ha, Boyce! who has been 
paying out money. I’m ten dollars short. Run 
up and ask the old woman if she’s taken any. 
If she has, tell her to shell out, the man is 
waiting!” 

Boyce turned slowly, and went up stairs. 
He paused once or twice while ascending, and 
bit his white lips, as if doubtful what course 
to pursue. Then he lifted his head with a 
dash, run the fingers of one hand through his 
fire-red hair, and flung open the door where 
Mrs. Smith was sitting with “ Jerusha Maria” 
on her lap, rubbing her gums with the handle 
of a desert-spoon, in a desperate hope that she 
was aiding a refractory tooth to cut. 

“Mrs. Smith, the boss wants to know if 
you’ve took any money from out of -the draw, 
lie wants to make up a bill.” 

“What, me! Goodness gracious! What do 
I want of money, with Jerusha Maria crying 
her eyes out, and I trying my best to set her 
teeth of an edge. Tell Smith not to make a 
fool of himself, but search his own pockets. 
Dear me! will that man never have no con¬ 
sideration!” 

“Then you haven’t got the money?” said 
Jared, looking over Mrs. Smith’s head, as if 
he were questioning the wall. 

“Money! Not a cent! Don’t bother me!” 
cried the dame, flinging down the spoon, and 
searchingthe child’s mouth with her motherly 
finger. “What dj I know about the store, 
with this little angel screaming like mad with 
the ache of her precious gums! There, there! 
mother knows they buse her darling! Oh, 
goodness! Kate Gorman, come here. I’m sure 
there’s oqe coming through just under my 
finger;look, now.” 


Kato set down a saucer she was wiping, 
dried her hands hastily on tho dish-towel, and 
came forward beaming with expectation. 

“Just turn her pretty face to the light,” she 
cried, sinking on her two knees before tho child, 
and peering into the mouth in which sobs and 
screams were half smothered. By garry! and 
so it is, true enough! like the pint of a needle 
agin ycr finger. There, now, the swate crathur 
will have some«peace an’ quietness. Boyce, 
go down an’ tell the master that it has come, 
and not stand gauking there.” 

Boyce, who had been in no haste to go down, 
closed the door softly, an4 stood ruminating 
on the outside. * Directly his face brightened 
with some new-born thought, and he entered 
the store with his usual manner. 

“Mrs. Smith says she hasn’t took a cent 
from the draw, boss.” 

“Hasn’t taken a cent from the drawer!” 
exclaimed Smith, excitedly. “Then where 
tho thunder.has that ten-dollar bill gone! I 
left three in that identical drawer not more 
en half an hour ago, and now only two is left. 
Who has been back of the counter since I 
went out?” 

“Not a soul but me and Mrs. Smith’s new 
boy, Jim.” 

Smith’s countenance fell. He went to the 
drawer again, drew it completely out from 
under the counter, turned it bottom up, with a 
bang, and once more searched every fragment 
of paper with care. 

Then he remembered the countryman, who 
was waiting patiently, and assorting out some 
small bills, paid him in moody silence. 

Boyce was very busy all this time rearrang¬ 
ing boxes, and dusting the counter; but his 
furtive eyes were now and then turned upon 
Smith with the look of a hound that fears 
chastisement, and his work was done in a 
quick, nervous fashion, quite unusual to him. 

Meantime, little Jim came in with an empty 
basket on his arm, bright and radiant as a 
June morning. Smith lifted his eyes from the 
desk where he stood, and when he saw the 
boy’s face, his own brightened a little. He 
had intended to question the boy, but thought 
of his wife, and had not the heart to do it. 

“There is another basket to be taken right 
away to Mrs. Lambert’s cook, who comes down 
all this way because of her being the cousin 
of my poor dead and gone mother; so look 
sharp and get the things there in time,” said 
Boyce, swinging a basket up to the counter. 
“Tell her every article is choice, as choice can 
be, such as we don’t give to common customers, 
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by no manner of means. There, now, heave 
away!” 

James received the basket, and carried it 
off manfully, but began to drag in his walk, 
and set the heavy load down for a moment's 
rest aftei* he had carried it a block or two, for 
his spirit ran far beyond his strength, poor 
fellow! and he entered the spacious kitchen in 
Mr9. Lambert’s dwelling with the perspiration 
standing in drops on his forehead, and stagger¬ 
ing in his walk. 

Two or three servants were in the kitchen, 
gathered in a group around a florid and highly- 
dressed young lady, whose French cap was in 
a flutter from the active movement of her head, 
and whose hands were now and then taken 
from the pockets in her apron to illustrate what 
she was saying with peculiar emphasis. So 
occupied and interested was this group that 
no one observed the tired boy, who stood pant¬ 
ing over the basket he had placed upon the 
floor, waiting for some one to claim its con¬ 
tents. But the cook, whose duty it was, stood 
by her table with the rolling-pin resting mo¬ 
tionless on a half-formed pie-crust, her hands 
white with flour, and her mouth open with 
eager curiosity, listening to the female in that 
French cap so intently, that she had no eyes 
nor ears for anything else. 

“I tell you the old man was a total stranger. 
Old Storms can’t remember ever seeing him 
before—and he remembers every one that ever 
came here since the deluge. He protested 
against the man’s coming into the garden, and 
held the gate to With all his might; but the 
stranger just pushed him aside, and tramping 
across the garden, made straight for the con¬ 
servatory, without a word, as if everything 
belonged to him. Old Storms followed after 
just as fast as he could hobble. First he heard 
a little scream, then a dead silence, and through 
the glass he could see the tall acacia-tree bend¬ 
ing and fluttering as if a storm had struck it. 
Tiien came quick words. The man spoke low 
and steadily, but madam’s voice rose high and 
sharp as no one ever heard it before; and when 
old Storms looked in, she was white as a ghost, 
and shaking like a leaf. She saw his old face 
peeping through the door, and lifting her 
arms, motioned him away, while her eyes 
seemed to shine right through him like burn¬ 
ing stars.” 

“But who was the man? Why didn’t the 
madam order him out?” exclaimed the cook, 
grasping her rolling-pin with all the force of 
a large, heavy hand. “I only wish it had a 
been me.” 


“But it was madam who ordered old Storms 
out; she that stands everything from him, even 
to being snubbed about picking her own 
flowers,” answered the maid. “I don’t under¬ 
stand it. She must have known the man, yet she 
was afraid of him, she was white as a sheet.” 

“And quivering all over like a jelly,” broke 
in the cook. “Wasn’t that what you said, 
Ellen?” 

“I said nothing of the kind, cook,” answered 
the maid, with infinite disdain. “No one was 
talking of jellies, that I know of; so please to 
keep such comparisons for the kitchen.” 

The cook turned her look on the exasperated 
maid, and began rolling out her pie-crust with 
vigor, muttering to herself, 

“Sick airs! Just as if wearing a high-flying 
cap made some pcoplebctter than other people.” 

“But you didn’t tell, Miss Ellen, what come of 
it all; which of the madam’s people was it that 
showed that strange person into the street?” 
inquired a dashing footman, who had entered 
the kitchen while the maid was telling her 
story. 

“Which of ’em? Not you, Robert, by any 
manner of means. The truth was, old Storms 
kept guard over the conservatory a full half 
hour when the man came out, looking stern and 
white, as if he had been committing murder; 
he passed right by the old man without so much 
as looking at him, and tramped off* through the 
garden-gate, wading right through a bed of 
heliotropes in full blossom, and coming up 
against that old white rose-bush, with the 
wren’s-nest over it, when he stopped as if some 
one had shot him, and leaning his head against 
the post, shook till the leaves trembled all 
around him.” 

“Old Storms could not wait to see anything 
more, for looking through the glass, he saw 
madam lying in a heap, with her head against 
the marble of the fountain, not a mite of color 
in her face, her hands, or her neck. At first 
he thought she was dead, and began to wring 
his old hands over her, and cry out so loud 
that the under-gardener heard him, and lifted 
her up while old Storms came in after me. Of 
course, I went out with a flask of heartshorne 
in one hand, and aromatic vinegar in the other. 
That poor, old fellow went before, with great, 
round tears rolling down hi»check; but I was 
too frightened to cry, you may believe that. 
Why Mr. Robert there could have knocked 
me down with a feather.” 

“As if I could be hired to do anything 
so exceedingly unmanly,” said the footman, 
bowing low, with one hand on his heart, “the 
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bare idea is wounding to—to- Yes, wound¬ 

ing, Miss Ellen.” 

“ But I didn’t mean it as such. The feathery 
ide was a comparison, not an actuality, Mr. 
Robert. Excuse me, I meant no harm; there 
isn’t a girl living who appreciates your super¬ 
fluous qualities better than I do. Pray, for¬ 
give me!’* 

Robert allowed himself to be appeased, and 
took Miss Ellen’s hand affectionately in his, 
while he besought her to go on with her touch¬ 
ing narrative. 

“There isn’t much more to tell,” said Ellen, 
leaving her hand rather longer than was neces¬ 
sary in the footman’s clasp. “I found her 
what seemed to me stone-dead, her hands cold 
as ice, her face white as the marble over which 
the water dripped, her hair wet with the spray 
of the fountain. Old Storms began to cry, and 
the under-gardener-” 

“Well, Miss Ellen, what of him?” demanded 
the footman, tossing the clinging hand from 
him. “What of that cretur? Did he have the 
cheek to offer to help, and lift the madam up, 
and, perhaps, touch that hand in doing of it— 

that hand which mine- Speak, Ellen, what 

did that wretched being presume to do?” 

“Why, Robert, he only lifted her up from 
the cold marble of the floor, and laid her on a 
garden-sofa.” 

“He did? That is enough. I understand 
the rest. Perfidious woman! You helped him! 
Your hands met—your eyes-” 

“No. Robert, no! I hardly looked at him. 
But what could we do? Old Storms hasn’t the 
strength of a baby, and I was so frightened!” 

“But you talked with him?” 

“Only to get all the particulars which the 
crabbed old man wouldn’t talk about. In fact, 
be tried to make me believe that nothing out 
of the common had happened; that no strange 
man had been there; and he was awful huffy 
with the under-gardener for telling about it. 
In fact, if I had depended on old Storms, not a 
soul in this house would have known anything 
about it.” 

“We don’t know much as it is,” muttered the 
cook, kneading handfuls of butter into her pie¬ 
crust, while Ellen made the most of her story. 

“Well, you may know this, if you’ll take the 
trouble to understand,” answered Ellen, with 
a toss of her head. “It was full ten minutes 
before the madam came out of her fainting fit, 
and when she did, it was to sit up like a ghost 
and look around with frightened eyes, as if 
she dreaded something, while old Storms stood 
by half crying. When she saw me the color 


came back to her face with a rush, and in her 
grand way, she asked what I was doing there. 
When I attempted to answer, she pointed to 
the door and said, 

“Go and leave me. There was nothing the 
matter, that you should bo called. The heavy 
perfume of the flowers made me faint; but 
Storms was enough,” and she swept by me like 
a queen. 

“Rather hard on you, Ellen. I should say 
it all meant that you wasn’t wanted,” said the 
cook, dusting the flour from her hands with a 
sort of glee, as she made that a sort of pre¬ 
tence for clapping them. 

“I wasn’t addressing my conversation to 
you,” replied Ellen, with lofty disdain, and 
was about to say to Mr. Robert “that when I 
went into the house madam passed me without 
a word, and shut herself up in her own room, 
where she has been these two hours without 
ringing her bell once. Now I say that looks 
mysterious.” 

“ Sensationing, at least,” answered the foot¬ 
man. 

“Please, will you tell some one to empty the 
basket. I’ve been away from the store ever 
so long.” 

It was the voice of little James, who had 
been modestly waiting to be noticed while 
this eager conversation went on, and now ad¬ 
dressed Ellen as the most important person in 
the room. 

“Groceries,” cried the girl, with a mag¬ 
nificent lift of the head. “Do I look as if 
groceries belonged to my department, boy?” 

“Give ’em to me,” cried the cook, swinging 
the basket up to a dresser with the nerve of a 
giant. “There is a mighty difference between 
buttoning a lady’s gaiters and cooking her 
dinner, of course. We are all fine ladies here, 
only it hasn’t got about yet. There, now, run 
home as quick as you like.” 

“Has that boy been listening all this time?” 
cried Ellen, casting angry glances at the blush¬ 
ing young face. 

“I—I tried all I could not to hear,” said the 
boy, modestly. “It was not my fault; I wanted 
♦o get away from the first.” 

“ Well, mind you hold your tongue about any¬ 
thing I’ve been saying, oryou’ll get into trouble, 
and lose madam’s custom.” 

“That’s just as I say,” answerel th9 cook, 
defiantly. You stick to your ribbons and curl¬ 
ing stick, Ellen Post: I and this boy can get 
along very well without you. There’s your 
empty basket, my little fellow; now run home, 
and don’t mind what any one says to you but 
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myself; but remember, tell cousin Boyce that 
I want him to run in to-day or to-morrow, 
having a little business at the Savings Bank for 
him to attend to, not being one of them stuck-up 
persons that heap everything on their own 
looks—I look out for a rainy day, I do.” 

Here the cook lifted her head in the air and 
took a deliberate survey of Ellen Post, at which 
stage of the quarrel James left the kitchen, 
full of wonder that there could be so much 
discontent in a house like that. 

On his way home, the lad almost ran against 
a gentleman who was walking slowly along 
the side-walk. In attempting to avoid the 
collision his foot slipped, and he fell forward 
upon the flags with a force that stunned him 
for a moment. The gentleman lifted him from 
the stones in considerable agitation, and put¬ 
ting back the hair from his forehead, examined 
the btuise, which was swelling rapidly upon it. 

“ My poor boy,” he said, in a voice so sweet 
with compassion that tears swelled into the 
lad's eyes at once, though the pain of his fall 
had brought no moisture there. 

“Oh, it’s nothing, sir I We boys are used to 
such tumbles. You are only too kind about it. 
All my own fault, sir, thank you!” 

“No, but you are hurt, and need help. I 
cannot let you go home alone.” 

James tried to get up a brave laugn-, t>ut the 
blow had made him dizzy, and he staggered 
forward rather than walked. 

“Where do you live? Not far from here, I 
suppose,” inquired the stranger, with gentle 
kindness. 

“Oh! I live in one place and tend store in 
another,” answered the boy. 

“You had better go home, then, and I will 
get a doctor to put something on your fore¬ 
head.” 

“What, a doctor for this? Oh, my! that 
would be funny! The boys would all laugh 
at me!” 

“Still you have had a serious fall, and such 
things are often dangerous. Tell me where 
you live?” 

“Well, sir, if you insist upon it, I am going 
right by the house. It won’t take long to put 
a piece of wet paper on a fellow’s forehead; 
and as you want to see it done, I haven’t any 
objection, though mother and Rulhy will be 
surprised.” 

So James, unconscious of the tender grati¬ 
tude which prompted the act, gave one hand 
to the stranger, and the two walked along 
together. 

“What is your name, my little man?” in¬ 


quired the stranger, greatly interested in the 
boy. 

“James. James Laurence.” 

“Laurence? I met a young lady of that 
name not long ago—a very beautiful young 
lady.” 

“Was she in a store?” 

“Yes.” 

“Tall, with eyes that look like water in a 
shady place?” 

“She had soft, pleasant eyes.” 

“Did she tell you her other name? Was 
it Eva?” 

“That was her name.” 

“ Well, then, you’ve seen one of the brightest, 
sweetest, darlingest girls that ever lived, sir; 
let me tell you that, if she is my sister.” 

“Then the young Indy is really and truly 
your sister?” said the man, and a strange tone 
of disappointment broke into his naturally sad 
voice. 

“Really and truly she is my own sister; but 
no wonder you can’t just believe it, she’s so 
much grander and brighter than any of us. I 
never see a great, stone house like that I have 
just come away from, without thinking our 
Eva was made to live in it, and be a queen, 
with lots of common people to wait on her.” 

“ What house have you just come from, my 
little friend ?” 

“ Mrs. Lambert’s I” 

“Ha!” 

“It is that great house on the corner, with 
so many flowers behind it. Eva is so fond of 
flowers, too. It is she who trains up the morn¬ 
ing-glory vines, and plants sweet-peas and 
crimson beans among them. Sometimes I 
almost like our little garden as well as Mrs. 
Lambert’s. We plant our own flowers, you 
see, and that makes a difference in the way 
I one enjoys them.” 

“It does, indeed! Do you go to Mrs. Lam¬ 
bert’s often?” 

“I never went there till Mrs. Smith took me 
into the grocery; but I used to pass by the 
garden every day. It was a little longer to 
school through that street, but I loved to walk 
slow, and look through the iron fence, where 
the great tea-roses and geraniums seemed to 
set the ground on fire, and that white-headed 
old man moving about among them was like a 
picture. At first he was awful cross, and 
would order me away, but after awhile, when 
he saw that I never so much as reached my 
hand through, he would sometimes chuck a 
rose, or a sprig of something sweet through 
the fence, and go away ohuckling to himself. 
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I always carried the flowers to Ruthy, or our 
Eva, they are both so fond of them, you know, 
and this made us all just a little acquainted 
with the great house up yonder. I dare say 
the proud lady would think our garden no 
great things, but the girls love it a good deal 
better than she loves hers, I know; for go by 
it ever so often, 1 hardly ever see her in it.” 

“Have you ever spoken to the lady?” 

“What—me? No, indeed; but she spoke to 
me once!” 

“ How was that?” 

“ One day, when I was walking with sister 
Eva, she leaned out of her carriage, and looked 
after us in a strange, earnest way, that made 
Eva pull down her veil. The next day, as I 
was going along by the garden-fence, the lady 
was close by me picking flowers on the other 
side. I suppose my eyes looked gready for 
them, for she called to me in a kind, sweet 
way, and reached some of her flowers through 
the railing. I was afraid to touch them at 
first; but she smiled, and said, ‘Old Storms 
had told her* how I loved to hang about the 
railing, and that I had a young lady with me 
once, who seemed as fond of flowers as I was/ 
Oh!” I said, “a thousand times more so, Eva 
loves them better than anything in the world. 
When I said Eva, the lady seemed to grow 
restless, and dropped.some of her flowers with¬ 
out noticing it.” 

“That is a singular name,” she said, “that 
is-” 

“ That is, for poor people,” I said, when she 
stopped, as if afraid of hurting my feelings. 
“Yes, we all know that; but then our Eva 
never seemed like poor people. Everybody 
thinks she is a lady—and so she is, every inch 
of her. She smiled when I said this, and her 
face grew red as a rose all in a minute, as if I 
had been praising her instead of Eva, which 
wasn’t likely, being only a little boy, and she a 
splendid lady. Then she asked me about my 
father, who was killed, sir, when we needed 
him most; and about my mother, who was 
working so hard to keep us together, and said 
that, perhaps, she would come some time and 


see our garden, if it was so pretty; but she 
never came.” 

The stranger listened to that frank, young 
voice with gentle interest, asking a few ques¬ 
tions now and then, always calculated to draw 
out some detail about the lady of the great 
house, but without directly alluding to her. 

“But since then you have been to the 
house?” 

“Yes, sir, after I went into business. That 
was what took me there to-day.” 

James spoke guardedly, now he remembered 
that what he had overheard was not his to tell. 
The stranger showed no disposition to carry 
the subject further, but fell into thought, and 
moved forward as if he had been alone. 

“There, there! you can see Eva’s morning- 
glories running up the windows,” cried the 
boy, all at once. 

“ Is this your home, my boy?” 

“Yes, sir, while wo can keep it, that is; but 
who knows what good luck will come next! If 
I were only a man now!” 

“So you long to be a man?” said the 
stranger, looking down at the lad with sor¬ 
rowful interest. 

“Yes, I do. Then, sir, I would keep that 
roof over my mother’s head in spite of all the 
mortgages in the world. Oh! how I would 
work!” 

“ Brave lad, how I envy you.” 

“Envy me! Well, yes, I am a good deal 
happier than any one could expect. Working 
for women who love you isn’t bad fun; but 
here is the gate, and there is Ruthy, you can 
see her through the wdndow. Won’t she won¬ 
der who it is, and what brings me home this 
time of day!” 

“You seem to have forgotten your hurt?” 

“No, it feels a little heavy, and smarts 
some; but I’ll pull my cap down not to 
frighten them. Of course, it’s nothing; but 
then ones mother is so tender of a fellow 
There!” 

James pulled his cap far over his bruised 
forehead, and opflftng the gate, invited his 
strange guest to pass in. (to be continued.) 


TO LIVE OR TO DIE. 

BT LAURA BATEMAN. 


Is it better to live, or to die? 

Ie it better to struggle, or sleep? 
It it better to lie with folded hands, 
Or live on for years—to weep? 

It is better to live than to die; 

It is better to struggle than sleep; 


For we learn the notes the angels sing, 
Whenever sin makes us weop. 

When the toil and battle are over; 

When the crown is fairly won; 

Then a voice speaks up in Heaven, 

“ Ohl faithfhl one, well done I” 
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Our first illustration, this month, is a walk¬ 
ing-dress for a young lady, which will be par¬ 
ticularly suitable, in many parts, at least, of 
these United States, for the wet, bleak weather 
of March, and even later. It is a long water¬ 
proof cloak, simply scalloped, and bound with 
black velvet. The collar, cuffs, and lapels of 
pockets are also of velvet. It can be worn 
over any old dress: and, indeed, had better be 
worn over one. Felt hat, trimmed with velvet, 
and a long gauze veil. 


We give, next, a walking-dress for a young 
iady, to be made of changeable mohair or 
Leno. It will require fourteen yards; two 
pieces of narrow, black velvet ribbon, and two 
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of white; eleven yards of mohair fringe; one 
skirt trimmed with one row of fringe, headed 
by one row of white velvet, one row of black, 
one of white. The waist and over-skirt are 
cut in one, and it is simply a tight-fitting, long 
basque, open down the back from the waist, 
cut in long points, which are then tied to¬ 
gether. Open shawl-shaped sleeves. Waist 
trimmed to simulate a small cape, and to 
match the skirt. The fault of this costume, 
perhaps, is that it is rather expensive, as all 
dresses are when trimmed with fringe. 
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An every-day dress for an elderly lady is 
our next illustration. Black, of course, is the 



most becoming and appropriate for an elderly 
lady. Alpaca, Australian crape, mohair, and 
serge are about the most desirable for the 
spring months. Any of these materials can 
be bought from fifty cents up to one dollar 
and fifty cents per yard. Those at fifty cents 
are very nice for every-day wear. 

This dress is made with one skirt; the front 
width gored—one gore on either side; and the 
back width straight and full—three in the 
back. In length it should just touch the floor. 
A box-plait is laid down the front of the skirt, 
and it is trimmed with one row of black velvet 
ribbon, headed by a plaiting of the material. 
Waist high and plain. Coat-sleeves, trimmed 
to match the skirt. A cape is added to this 
dress, which may be worn at pleasure, but 
will be a very comfortable addition for cool 
mornings and evenings. Twelve yards of 
double fold material will be required. 



This charming postillion paletot is exceed¬ 
ingly simple. Any young lady can make it 
after looking at the design, and cutting from 
Vol. LIX.—16 


any half-fitting sacque pattern that fits. It is 
made of light gray cloth or black silk, and 
trimmed with one row of velvet cut on the 
bias, or the trimming may be of black or 
colored silk. The front is loose, and the. back 
half-fitting, and slashed up the center and at 
the sides. A bow and ends, or a gimp orna¬ 
ment, decorates the top of the opening at the 



back. The sleeves are coat-shape, cut open 
five inches on the back. One yard and a half 
of cloth, or three yards of black silk, will be 
necessary. This would make a pretty over- 
jacket to a plain black alpaca every-day dress, 
made of the same material as the dress. 

This useful morning-robe is made of gray 
serge, and is trimmed with black and white 



shepherd’s plaid. The bodice is full both at 
the back and front, and the demi-train is bor¬ 
dered with a gathered flounce, edged at both 
sides with plaid. The trimmings down the 
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front and round tho sleeves are in tbe same jacket turned back and trimmed with buttons, 
style, the round barque at the back is entirely \ Coat-braid and lasting buttons are mostly used 
of shepherd’s plaid, edged with gray fringe j for trimming. At the knee an elastic seems to 
From six to eight yards will be required of \ be preferred to the strap and buckle, lately 



and two to three of yards of shen- { 


introduced. These suits, made in white pique 
or duck for the summer, are the latest style; 
or the pants white, and jacket of velveteen, 
equally stylish. 

Here we give one of the most, simple, there¬ 
fore attractive walking-dresses for a little girl 


For little boys there is very little change in 
e iylo—the Knickerbocker being the favorite. 
Some little variation in trimming is all that 


we have seen for many months. Only a pearl- 
colored delaine, faced with blue, or some other 
light-colored silk—and so little of it, too, that 
one yard of silk would trim the whole dress. 
Five to six yards of delaine will cut the skirt 
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-and paletot, which is waist and over-skirt in > the trimming can be of black lace, velvet, or 
one. Worn over a high-necked linen plaited > ribbon; or what would be less expensive, braid 
skirt, nothing could be prettier to our taste. \ some simple pattern with black or white silk 
Xf preferred, the waist part could be cut high \ braid, following the heart-shape seen in the 
to the throat, instead of surplice, as our design $ design. The waist can be cut after any “Pa- 
calls for. A belt and bow completes it. ; rodi” pattern, only observing to cut it from 

We close with an engraving of an in-door l four to six inches longer in the waist, just like 
waist, for every-day wear, (for which see pre- \ a loose sacque; put drawing-strings at the 
ceding page.) This waist is made of blue, < back, and the whole is to be belted in undex 
scarlet, or white delaine, cashmere, or merino, s the dress-skirt. This is a' very pretty and 
Of merino or cashmere, one yard and a half $ fashionable way of wearing (with it) old skirts 
■are sufficient, delaine three yards; onei dollar \ of dresses, at home: and such a trifling ex- 
-and fifty cents will purchase the material, and > pense produces such a good effect. 


NOTE-PAPER CASE. 

BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



We give here two illustrations of a pretty < 
Note-Paper Case. One represents the case ] 
shut, the other represents it open. To make j 
this case, velvet, cloth, or reps, lined with silk j 
or glazed calico, may be used. Braid may be 
laid on, or any little embroidery pattern will 
serve to ornament the case, and the initials of 1 


the owner should also be introduced, if yon 
wish to make the case complete. The case is 
just large enough to contain notes on the ordi¬ 
nary size of note-paper, without folding. A 
button and loop of silk serve to close the case* 
A loop of ribbon is fastened inside, at the top,, 
to hold a pencil. 
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BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



Wb give, here, an illustration of a pretty 
little Embroidered Bag. It may be made of 
velvet, cloth, or silk. It is embroidered, on 
each side, as will be seen, with a net-work 
pattern of gold thread. 


The handles should be of gold thread. Yel¬ 
low Bilk may be used, when gold thread can¬ 
not be bad, or is not desired; but in this case 
the handles should be made of yellow, twisted 
silk also. 


- ! -. 

CASE FOR PHOTOGRAPHS. 


BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



This Case is in the form of a book, and made 
to shut up. Cut out two pieces of thick paste¬ 
board six inches and a half long and five inches 
wide. Cover the piece intended for the top 
both inside and outside with brown silk. The 
238 


outside piece should first be embroidered with 
black or colored silk. The piece intended for 
the bottom cover, line inside with brown silk 
quilted with white, and cover the outside with 
brown silk. Join these two covers on one of 
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the long ends with two elastics half an inch \ spersed with black beads. Then cut out the 

wide, at a distance of one ipch from the cor i ovals in the two pieces of silk, allowing for 

nera Then stitch on to the short ends on the $ turnings. Sew the silk over the pasteboard 
inside of the top cover an elastic six inches S along the two short ends and one long end, 
and a half long, to be drawn over the bottom { also round the oval openings, where a black 
cover when the case is closed. For the frames bead should be sewn in with each stitch. On 

for the photographs, take a piece of pasteboard j the wrong side fasten an elastic across the 

and two pieces of brown silk five inches and a i middle, to keep the photographs in their place, 
half long and four inches wide. Cut out two S*Put a rim half an inch wide, covered with 
ovais in the pasteboard, according to the illus- j brown silk, all round the outer covers, and in 
tration, and mark out these ovals on the silk j sewing this on, sew in the one side of the 
destined for the upper side of the frame. Out- j frame so that the rim falls over the frame, 
side this mark work a small border in chain- J Sew a thin brown silk cord round the edge of 
stitch and point Russe, with black silk inter- $ the frame, and a thicker one round the covers. 


NEW STYLE BODICE. 

BY EMILY H. MAY. 



This new and pretty style of Bodice forms 
a postilion basque behind, and a simulated 
waistcoat and jacket in front—as may be seen 
from our two engravings, one representing the 
front, and the other the back. It may be made 
of the same material as the dress, or of merino, 
cashmere, or alpaca, or even of velvet, if a 
more expensive material is desired. It should 
be trimmed with black velvet ribbon or braid. 
The simulated waistcoat may be made- of silk, 
or velvet, or of the same material as the basque 
itself. 

We also give a diagram by which to cut 


out this basque. It consists of four pieces, 
viz:— 

No. 1. The Front. 

* No. 2. The Side-Piece. 

No. 3. The Back. 

No. 4. The Sleeve. 4 

The notches at the sides show how the pieoes 
are to be joined. There are three notches on 
the front, two on the back and side-piece, and 
one on the shoulder-seam. The longest of the 
pricked lines on the front denotes the position 
for placing the trimming to simulate the waist¬ 
coat, and the two short lines the darts or plaits 
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DIAGRAM OF NEW STYLE BODICE 



in front. The upper part of the sleeve is given. ^ trimming and a bow to match. This stjle of 
There is a join down the back of the arm, and $ bodice would look well made of black velvet, 
the frill at the bottom of the sleeve is laid on ij with a quilted satin waistcoat, provided the 
a box-plait, and finished off with a Taand of '«• wearer desires a rather expensive one. 
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H OUSE WIFE. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



The materials are light-yellow Panama can¬ 
vas, red cloth, a yard and a half of red silk 
braid, an inch and & half broad, red, black, 
and white filoselle, unbleached fine union, two 
white porcelain buttons. 

For the outer covering, take a piece of can¬ 
vas thirteen inches and a half long, and seven 
inches broad, and round it off at the end that 
wraps over. 

The braid pattern, ornamenting the Panama 
canvas, may be imitated from the illustration, 
or may be selected after your own taste. This 


braid, at distances of half an inch, is drawn in 
folds and fastened upon the canvas with loose 
stitches of red, black, and white filoselle. The 
stitches extending from each side of the braid 
are worked with red, blaok, and with white 
filoselle. 

The little separate knots are red. The inner 
arrangement is in unbleached linen, worked in 
herring-bone stitch. A rounded piece of red 
cloth is placed for the needle. The outer edge 
is bound with red braid, which is also used for 
closing the housewife. 


BANNER FIRE-SCREEN: IN APPLIQUE. 


In the front of the number, we give a pat¬ 
tern, printed in colors, for a very beautiful 
Banner Fire-Screen. The materials are white 
silk for the foundation, red silk, some pieces 
of black satin or velvet, red and black sewing- 
silk for fringe, some black braid or narrow 
velvet ribbon. 

Cut out of the white silk the screen, and lino 
it with some white muslin (Silesia) is the best. 
Cut out of the red silk the cross-bars, or they 
may bo put on of ribbon. Edge these pieces 
either with black embroidery braid, two rows 
sewed on flat, or with narrow, black velvet rib¬ 


bon. The ornaments are cut out of pieces of 
black velvet, and slightly gummed upon the 
under side, arranged in their places, and when 
thoroughly dried, are sowed down with button¬ 
hole stitch. Finish with a fringe tied in blocks 
of the black and red sewing-silk, add loops at 
the upper end, and the whole to be mounted 
upon a walnut stand. With but little altera¬ 
tion, this design may be used for a Sunday- 
School Banner, by leaving off the lower cross¬ 
bar of red silk; then the design becomes a 
Cross, and the colors may be altered to suit 
the occasion. 


EMBROIDERED BORDER FOR TABLE-COVER. 


In the front of the number, we give an en¬ 
graving of an Embroidered Border for a Table- 
Cover. It is a very beautiful design. The 
chain-stitch edges of the scalloped leaves— 
worked always in silk of one color—are alter¬ 
nately Turkish blue, dark-red, black, and gold 
color; the veins worked in stalk-stitch are, 
with the exception of the yellow leaf, worked 
with green-shaded silk; the veins of the latter 


are in one shade of blue-green. Raised flowers 
in black, light yellow, green, blue, dark-red, 
and lilac following each other, having always 
a thick but loose little knot, of a color forming 
a contrast in the middle, ornament the empty 
spaces between the leaves. These leaves are 
joined to each other at equal distances, by 
double lines of chain-stitch, in two shades of 
brown, forming scallops and straight lines. 

241 


Digitized by 


Google 










EDITOR’! 

EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. 

About Riding-Habits. —Amomr the figures, In our colored 
steel fashion-plate, this month, is that of a young girl on 
bAi-seback, in a new and stvlish riding-habit, a description 
of which will bo found in our fashion department. This 
seasonable and pretty costume has suggested to us to mako 
some remarks about riding-habits generally. * 

England sets the fashion in this one article of a lady’s 
attire, and it is the only thinfr in which she does set the 
fashion. But as more fine horsewomen can bo seen, on a 
clear day, in Hyde Park, than anywhere else in the world, so 
more elegant ridinr-habits can be seen there also. This 
season, habits are made, in London, fuller and longer than 
of late years. The plan adopted by some habit-makers of 
goring the skirts in a peculiar way, which became the 
rage two years ago, has not continued In fhror. Such 
habits were supposed never to work up, and show tho feet, 
but they often did, like every other short habit, and were 
not so graceful when on. The most elegant horsewoman 
in Hyde Park, a very celebrated countess, has given up 
these short habits altogether; and everybody is hastening 
to follow her example. We do not wonder at this. Wo can 
speak from experience of the inconvenience of too short a 
habit. Cloth, thicker or thinner, according to the season 
of the year, is the most fashionable material. Dark-blue, 
light-blue, and dark-green, are still more in favor than 
black, which shows every mark: but you do see a few gray 
habits occasionally. 

Riding-hats are worn very low, and with very narrow 
rims. Nobody who pretends to style wears anything now 
but those low, stove-pipe hats. We aro sorry for this, for 
the velvet, cavalier hat, with its.drooping feather, was much 
prettier. Tho hair is dressed for riding in every conceivable 
way: with plaited chatelaine braids, in large coils, in tho 
old-fashioned chignon, in tho double chignon, etc.; and, to 
accommodate a good many of these fashions of hair-dressing, 
hats are sent out of the besthat-mukers’ shops, in London, 
ent out at tho back, to onable them to stay on the head At 
all. As it is, tlioy are worn far too low on the forehead to be 
altogether becoming. The forms of veils are various. Stripe 
of black, white, and spotted tulle, and merely pinned round 
the hat, are a good deal worn; while others are made up 
into pretty bows, with ends at the back of the hat. The 
best way to secure these is to have a piece of elastic run 
throug’n the actual veil, and fastened round the crown; this 
enables it to fall more becomingly full over the brim. 

Straight linen collars are more generally worn than any 
other kind. Muslin bows or tulle bows seem quite to have 
superseded the small, round brooches that were formerly 
worn; and when white bows are not adopted, colored ribbon 
neck-tyes seem to have taken their place. It is a great mis¬ 
take not to have as simple a riding-dress as possible: the 
less color about it the better. White gloves and lavender 
seem tho rule; riding-gloves, such as are worn in tho coun¬ 
try, are rarely seen in Hyde Park. Wellington boots are in 
favor; one often catches a glimpse of them during a gallop. 

The bodies of the habits are, if possible, plainer than for¬ 
merly, straighter at the waist in the front, and tho basque 
at tho back larger and sqnarer; though the old-fashioned 
yv’nllow-tail is still to be seen freqpently enough. Pocket- 
handkerchiefs are pretty generally now tucked into the 
front of the habit-body; and, not content with just display¬ 
ing a corner, it seems now the thing to sport one with a 
great deal of lace about it, and to display this lace as though 
it were a frill made after tho fashion of those worn by our 
great grandfathers in the front of their shirts. 
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Every Woman Should Know How to Cook.— Not only 
health, but happiness also, often depends on the head of tha 
household knowing how to cook. Even where a woman is 
rich enough to keep plenty of servants, she should know 
how to cook, for it will frequently happen—so scarce nre 
good servants—that she will have to instruct a cook, or else 
always have badly-prepared food sent up to her table. It 
is a mistake to suppose that good cooking meanS luxury. 
On the contrary, it means good digestion, and, thereforo, 
good health; while bad cooking means dyspepsia, ill-health, 
and ill-humor also. It is not necessary, in order to avoid 
luxurious living, to run into the opposite extreme. Good 
cookery does not consist in producing the highest seasoned 
dishes, nor such as foster a morbid appetite, but in prepar¬ 
ing every dish well, however simple or common it may bo. 
There are, for instance, families who never cat any good 
broad from one year's end to another, and have no idea of 
what it consists. Nor are meats cookod any better in some 
households. Those little, simple, and healthy delicacies, 
which the good housekeeper knows intuitively how to pro¬ 
duce, are never seen here. Even a dish of potatoes cannot 
get themselves well-boiled. A member of the family might 
as well fall among Hottentots, os far as any proper cooking 
is concerned. These things ought not to be, nor is there 
any need of their existence, if the wife has any just notions 
of her obligations to herself and those about her. 

Tho science of bread-making, meat-broiling, stewing, 
roasting, and boiling, of vegetable cooking, and of prepar¬ 
ing the multifarious small dishes of all sorts, which go to 
make pleasant the table, and all about, are ^iers—hers to 
understand and practice. It is no degradation for a wife to 
do these things, any more than it is for her husband to 
follow a profession, or work at a manual art Fifty years 
ago, every woman, no matter how rich her parents were, 
was taught systematically to cook. Is it a wonder that 
good cooks are now scarce, when there is nobody left to 
teach them? We boost of this age ns an age of progress, 
but in some things we think it is the reverse. And the 
neglect of good cooking is one of those things. 

How Is It Done?— Tho Williamsport (Md.) Pilot says, 
speaking of this Magazine“ How such superb engravings, 
such finely colored fashion-plates and patterns, to say no¬ 
thing of its admirable stories, can be furnished a whole year 
lor two dollars, is one of the mysteries of art.” We answer 
thnt the mystery is a very simple one. We have such a 
large circulation, that we can afford to give more, for tho 
money, than anybody else. Moreover, having been in tho 
business longer than most of our cotemporaries, it is to be 
presumed that we know better what are the public tastes. 
We have lived and worked in vain, in fact, if we do not 

Lonesome Without It.— An old subscriber writes to us :— 
“I must have your Magazine, even if I have to do with one 
dress less, this year.” Another writes:—“I have been a 
subscriber for fifteen years, and I should prefer denying 
myself almost any other thing. The house would bo lone¬ 
some without it.” 

Can’t Do Without It. —A lady writes to us:—“ I thought, 
at first, I would make a change, this year; but after seeing 
the other lady’s magazines, I found I could not do as well 
os by continuing to take ‘Peterson.’ So I now enclose two 
dolllars.” 

“ All Day Long.” —This poem, in the last number, should 
have been credited to Eben E. Rexford. 
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What We Give Premiums For. —A subscriber is informed 
that we do not give premium engravings to subscribers in 
addition to the Magazine. All the money we can afford we 
vut into the Magazine itself. Of course, if we gave a pre¬ 
mium, in addition, to each subscriber, we should have to 
take the cost of the premium out of the Magazine, which 
would render it poorer. We give premiums to persons get¬ 
ting up clubs, in order to remunerate them for their trouble,. 
The Magazine itself is worth all we ask for it, and does not 
need to be supplemented by a gift! But we sell our pre¬ 
mium engravings to subscribers, at a merely nominal price. 
Our fair correspondent, who is a club subscriber, can have 
either of our large-sized engravings for one dollar. To 
persons, not subscribers, the price is two dollars. But if 
our correspondent will get up a club, at the prices named in 
the Prospectus, she will be entitled to an engraving gratis. 
This will be our acknowledgment for her trouble in solicit¬ 
ing subscribers and forwarding the money. Does she now 
understand ? This Magazine is worth all that is asked for 
it. We do not have to bribe people to subscribe for it. 

It Is Still in Time to get up clubs for “Peterson” for 
1871. Additions, too, may bo made to clubs at Lhe price 
paid by the rest of the club. When enough names have thus 
been added to make a second club, the sender will be entitled | 
to a second premium, or premiums, as the case may be. 
Thus, for five subscribers, at $1.60, we send an extra copy, 
and also “Washington at the Battle of Trenton,” as pre¬ 
miums. Now the person sending us such a club, may add 
subscribers at $1.60 each, at any tfme during the'year, and 
when enough havo been sent to make five additional ones, 
then the sender will be entitled to another extra copy, and 
a choice of either of our premium engravings. At,$1.50 a 
subscriber, eight, in all, must be sent, to entitle you to the 
extra copy and engraving. 

No Falling Orr. —The steel engraving, “Charlie In Trou¬ 
ble,” in this number, is unusually good. Sp, everybody 
says, was the ono in the February number, “Mamma’s ; 
Head Nurse.” In fact, either of these are better if pos- 1 
sible, than those in our January number, handsome as they 
were. 


REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

Shakspeare's Merchant of Venice. Edited by William J. 
Rolfe. 1 vol., 16 mo. New Fork: Harper <£ Brothers .— 
The merits of this edition are, first, that the text has been 
careftilly revised and annotated, and a few objectionable 
parts expunged; and, second, that the play is printed in a 
volume by itself, and bound in a flexible cloth cover, making 
it light and convenient to handle. A very great objection 
to most editions of Shakspeare is, that several plays are 
printed in one volume, so that the book is cumbersome and 
inconvenient. In England, an edition has been published, 
in which each play is in a volume by itself, and is bound, as 
this, in a flexible cover. We hope the Harpers will not stop 
with this one play, but will give the American public all of 
Shakspeare’s plays, or at least the best of them, in a style to 
match “The Merchant of Venice.” 

Puss-Cat Mew , and Other Stories for my.Children. By E. 
H. KnotchbuU-Hyessen , M. P. 1 vol., 12 ’mo. New York: 
Harper dt Brothers .—The best told stories for children we 
have read for years. The author is a member of the British 
Parliament, who says the tales were originally told to amuse 
his children, and are now printed in the hope that the) - may 
amuse others as much as they seemed to delight his. The 
illustrations also are excellent 

A Siren. By T. Adolphus TroUope. 1 vol., 8 to. New 
Fork: Harper rf Brothers .—A cheap edition of this writer’s 
most recent novel. The scene of the story is laid m Italy, 
and parts of it arc in the author's very best manner. 


The Life of Charles Dickens. By L. Shelton Mackenzie , 
L.L. D. 1 vol. t 12 mo. Philada: T. B. Peterson dr Brothers. 
—The success of this book, which is now in its twelfth 
edition, might bo considered extraordinary, if it was not for 
i its many and positive merits, which render that success 
deserved. Though nearly a year has elapsed since the death 
of Mr. Dickens, and many memoirs of him have appeared, 
this ono remains altogether the best. We are quite sure, 
moreover, that it will long hold this superiority, for no one 
other writer had, or is likely to have, the same advantages 
that Dr. Mac kenzie possessed. To those who would know 
what sort of man Dickens was, and how he rose to “his 
great eminence,” this volume is invaluable. 

Frank Forester's Sporting Scenes. By H. W. Herbert. 
2 vols., 12 mo. Philada: T. B. Peterson <f- Brothers .— 
Nobody in America leas written better, or more fully, on 
sporting matters than the late Mr. Herbert. In theso two 
volumes wo have a complete account of all kinds of game 
in both England and America, as well ns of the best methods 
of shooting, and other kinds of sporting. The book is illus¬ 
trated with original designs by Darley. It is a new and 
improved edition. We first read it, and with great pleasure, 
many years ago, and are glad to welcome it again, and in 
so handsome an edition. Though many^similar books have 
been published, since its first appearance, it still maintains, 
we think, its old supremacy. 

Morning and Evening Exercises: Selected from the Pub¬ 
lished and Unpublished Writings of the Bev. Henry Ward 
Beecher. Edited by Lyman Abbott. 1 vol., 8 ro. New Fork: 
Harper <£ Brothers. —The plan of this book is to give two 
texts for every day of the year, ono for the morning and one 
for the evening, and to accompany each with remarks from 
the pen of the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher. In this way, not 
only are fitting subjects for religious thought provided for 
the entire twelvemonth, but great aids also are given to 
meditation. The volume is neatly printed. It contains 
nearly six hundred pages, and is embellished with a por¬ 
trait of Mr. Beecher. 

Light at Evening Time: A Booknf Support and Comfort for 
the Aged. Edited by John Stanford Holme, D. D. 1 vol., 8 vo. 
New York: Harper dr Brothers. —Not only is the subject 
mutter of this work excellent, and such as is peculiarly 
suitable for the comfort of aged persons, but the volume is 
printed in very large and clear type, on the whitest of paper, 
so as to be legible to failing eyes. 

A German Reader. By George.F. Comfort, A. M. 1 vol., 
12 mo. New York: Harper dr Brothers. —This is intended 
to succeed the “German Course.” by the same author, and is 
d-signed especially for students in Colleges, Academies, and 
High Schools. The selections aro from the best German 
writers of the present century. 

Birth and Education. By Marie S. Schwartz. Translated 
from the Swedish. 1 vol., 8 vo. Boston: Lee dr Shepard .— 
The writer of this fiction is very popular in Swoden, and 
comes highly recommended, in the volume before us, with 
a letter from Nilsson, the great vocalist. Lee & Shepard 
announce other novels from the same pen. 

Kathie Stories. By Miss A. M. Douglas. 3 vols.: Illus¬ 
trated. Boston: Lee <6 Shepard. —Three charmingly-told 
stories, each in a different volume. The names are, “ Kathio’s 
Three Wishes,” “Kathie’s Aunt Ruth,” and “Katliio’s Sum¬ 
mer at Cedarwood.” They are excellent reading for children. 

The Bottom of the Sea. By L. Sonrel. 1 vol., 16 mo. New 
York: C. Scribner dr Co. —Another of that capital series, 
the “Illustrated Library of Wonders.” This volume, like 
all the rest, is full of engravings. 

Hide,and Seek. By Wilkie Collins. 1 vol., 8 ro. Philada: 
T. B. Peterson rf Brothers. —A cheap, double-column octavo 
edition of a very powerfully-written story. The plots of 
Mr. Collins are always interesting. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

Sea-Moss Farine is creating a great sensation in the food 
market, and its uses, as set forth by the reports of scientific 
experts, are many and various. In the first place, when 
employed in the preparation of puddings, custards, blanc¬ 
mange, creams, gruels, and scores of other delicacies for the 
family table or the sick-room, it adds largely to the quan¬ 
tity of nutriment derivable from the other materials; and 
in the second place renders the dish, whatever it may be, 
far more digestible and agreeable to the taste than it would 
have been without this cheap and pure ingredient. Such is 
the testimony of a largo number of the most prominent 
hotel-keepers in New York and other cities. It is being 
used largely in all the hospitals, and will prove a lasting 
blessing to the poor. 

A Cnoicjs op Six Engravings, all large-sized for framing, 
is given to any person getting up a club for “ Peterson’s 
Magazine.” The engravings are, “Bunyan in Jail,” “Bun- 
yan on Trial,” “Washington Parting from His Generals,” 
“The Star of Bethlehem,” “Our Father, Who Art In 
Heaven,” and “Washington at the Battle of Trenton.” 
When no choice is made, this last is sent, as being the 
newest For large clubs an extra copy of the Magazine is 
sent in addition. But see the Prospectus on the last page 
of this number. 

The February Number of “Peterson’s Magazine” has 
proved more popular, if possible, than oven the January 
number. The Sparta (Wis.) Eagle says of it:—“ On opening 
this number the first sight that greets us is ‘ Mamma’s Head 
Nurse.’ We hate never seen a more beautiful picture in a 
magazine. The fashion-plate is uncommonly rich, and it 
will do our lady readers good to see the ‘Mat in Astrakan 
Work.’ The contents of this number are very chaste.” 
Other newspapers speak even more highly of the number. 
In every direction it seoms to have achieved a great success. 

Charles Dickens’ Works. The People's Edition, in a 
now style of binding, green morocco cloth, beveled boards, 
full gilt descriptivo back, and medallion portrait on sides in 
gilt, in nineteen handy volumes, 12 mo., fine paper, large, 
clear type, and nearly two hundred illustrations on tinted 
paper. Price, a sot, thirty-six dollars: being the hand¬ 
somest and best edition over published for the price. Sent 
by express on receipt of price. Address T. B. Peterson & 
Brothers, No. 306 Chestnut street, Philadelphia. 

Advertisements inserted in this Magaziuo at reasonable 
prices. “Peterson’s Magazine” is tho best advertising me¬ 
dium in the United States; for it has the largest circulation 
of any monthly publication, and goes to every county, 
village, and cross-roads. Address Peterson’s Magazine, 30G 
Chestnut street, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Worth Halp the Subscription.— The Greenville (Tonn.) 
8entinel says of the February number of Peterson’s Maga¬ 
zine :—“ Its first page is adorned with a most lovely steel 
engraving, ‘ Mamma’s Head Nurae,’ worth half the sub¬ 
scription price.” 

It Is Never Too Late to subscribe, either singly or in 
dubs, for “Peterson.” Back numbers for the year can 
always be supplied. The novelet of Mrs. Ann S. Stephens, 
this year, is alone worth the cost of the twelve numbers. 
Nowhere olse can you get so much for your money. 

A Proop op Refinement.— “ I notice, in the families I 
visit,” writes a lady, who sends a club, “that magazines aro 
taken, just in proportion to the refinement of tho family. 
To see ‘Peterson,* with its beautiful engravings, on tho 
center-table, is a proof of culture and elegance.” 


Hans Breitmann as an Uhlan is the title of a new book 
by Charles G. Leland, author of the now famous “Breit¬ 
mann Ballads.” The volume contains Six New Poems by 
Hans Breitmann, viz: “Hans Breitmann's Vision,” “Ilans 
Breitmann in a Balloon,” “Hans Breitmann and Bouilli,” 
“ Hans Breitmann takes the town of Nancy,” “ Hans Breit¬ 
mann in Bivouac,” and “Hans Breitmann's Last Party.” 
It represents Hans os scouting over France, laying houses 
and villages under heavy contribution. The portrait of 
“ Hans Breitmann as an Uhlan,” on the cover, is indescri¬ 
bably fUnny. T. B. Peterson k Brothers, No. 306 Chestnut 
street, are the publishers. Price, seventy-five cents. 


ROSES AND ROSE-GARDENS. 

Manure for Roses. —In our January number we gave 
directions bow to lay out rose-gardens, and in our February 
number we described the kinds of soils best suited for roses. 
Iu this number and the uext we slutll speak of tho manure* 
proper for roses. 

We were seeking for the right manure for a long while 
before we found it. We tried a multiplicity of preparations, 
organic and inorganic, cheap and costly. At last we dis¬ 
covered it. Where ? Not down among the bones. We tried 
bones of all denominations—bones in their integrity, bones 
crushed, bones powdered, bones dissolved with sulphuric 
and muriatic acid, as Liebig bade; and we have a very high 
admiration for the bone as a most sure and fertilizing 
manure. For agricultural purposes, for turnips, for grass 
recently laid down, or for a starved, exhausted pasture, 
whereupon you may write your name with it; and in horti¬ 
culture, for the lighter soils, for the vine-border, for plauts 
(the Pelargonium especially) it is excellent; but in the 
Rosary, although a good manure, it is not the best of 
manures. 

Nor up the chimney—though, for ..roses on the Manetti 
stock, and for Tea-Roses, soot is good manure, and useful aa 
a surface-dressing for hot, dry soils. Nor among the Autumu 
leaves, although these also, decayed to mould, aro very 
advantageous to the Teas, Noisettes, and Bourbons, and to 
all roses grown on their own roots. Sure and grent is tlieir 
reviving power, which gives back to the ground, according 
to the gracious law of Providence, the strength which was 
borrowed from it, but not so great os that old lady hoped, 
who, bringing home a mistaken impression, after listening 
! to a conversation between two gardeners on the beneficial 
[ influence of leaf-mould on Tea-Roses, collected- for weeks 
I the morning and evening remains of tho tea-pot, and applied 
them to her rose-trees “ to transform them,” as she told her 
acquaintances, “ into tea-scented Chinas next summer.” 

Nor, crossing the seas, among those bird-islands of Peru, 
Bolivia, Patagonia, where, rainless, barren, deserted, as they 
seemed to man, the fish-fed fowls of the ocean were accuma- 
lating for centuries a treasure-heap more precious than gold 
—millions upon millions of tons of rich manure, which has 
multiplied the food of nations throughout the civilized 
world, and still remains in immense abundance for us and 
generations after us. Guano , nevertheless, is not the manure 
for roses. Its influence is quickly and prominently acknow¬ 
ledged by additional size and brightness of foliage, but the 
efflorescence, so far as my experiments have shown, derives 
no advantage as to vigor or beauty; aud even on the leaf 
the effect is transitory. 

No! the real manure for roses, is, after all, farm-yard 
manure. Now, whut do we mean by farm-yard manure? 
By farm-yard manure we mean all the manures of the straw- 
yard, solid and fluid, horse, cow, pig, poultry, in conjunc¬ 
tion. Let a heap bo made near the Rosarium, (if you live 
in the country,) not suppressing the fumes of a natural fer- 
mentation by au external covering, but forming underneath 
! a central drain, having lateral feeders, aud at the lower end 
an external tank, so that the rich extract, fkll of car’xjnate 
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of ammonia, and precious as attar, may not be wasted, but 
may be used either as liquid manure in the Rosary, or 
pumped back again. 

How long should it remain in the heap before it is fit for 
application to the soil? The degree of decomposition to 
which farm-yard dung should arrive before it can be deemed 
a profitable manure, must depend on the texture of the soil, 
the nature of the plants, and the time of its application. In 
general, clayey soils, more tenacious of moisture, and more 
benefited by being rendered incohesive and porous, may re¬ 
ceive manure less decomposed than more pulverized soils 
require. Again, the season when manure is applied is also 
a material circumstance. In spring and summer the object 
is to produce an immediate effect, and it should therefore 
be more completely decomposed than may be necessary 
when it is laid on in autumn, for a crop whose condition 
will be almost stationary for several months. It was our 
custom for many years to apply a good covering of long, 
fresh manure to our rose-trees toward the end of November, 
and to dig it in about the end of March; and we are still of 
opinion that for rose-trees on their own roots, especially 
the more tender varieties, such as Teas and Bourbons, and 
for roses on the Manettl stock, this system is advantageous. 
The straw acts as a protection from frost, and the manure 
is gradually absorbed, to the enrichment of the soil and 
nourishment of the roots. But we have since found, that 
as our roses do not require such protection, except when 
recently transplanted, we obtain a more satisfactory result 
by digging in the manure, well decomposed, at the beginning 
of winter, and by giving a surface-dressing, when it seoms 
most required, in the spring. 

The most forcing stimulant that can be given to roses is 
a compost formed of horse-droppings from the roads or stable, 
and malt, or kiln-dust, to be obtained from any malt-kiln, 
equal quantities. This, well mixed, should then bo spread 
out in a bed one foot thick, and thoroughly saturated with 
strong liquid manure, pouring it over the compost gently 
for, say two days—so that it is gradually absorbed, The 
compost is then fit for a summer surface-dressing, either for 
roses in pots, in beds, or standard roses. It should be applied, 
say in April, and again in May and June, about an inch thick, 
in a circle round the tree, from twelve to eighteen inches in 
diameter. This compost is not adapted for mixing with the 
•oil that is placed among the roots, but is for a summer 
surface-dressing only; and care must be taken that it is not 
placed in a heap or ridge after it has been mixed, for then 
fermentation is so violent that the smell becomes intolerable. 
80 powerful is this confection, that we have found one appli¬ 
cation quite sufficient; and this we apply, when the rose- 
bnds are formed and swelling, toward the end of May, or in 
a late season, the beginning of June. We wait for the 
indications of rain, that the fertilizing matter may be at 
once washed down to the roots; and it never tails to act. 

(to bb continued.) 


HEALTH DEPARTMENT. 

That Women must have some light work to do if they 
desire to remain healthful, is a truth becoming generally 
known, even among those who are sometimes described as 
“devotees of fashion. 1 ’ Medical men constantly prescribe 
this remedy for their lady patients; one eminent physician 
in New York frequently insists on his patients making up 
their own beds and arranging their rooms in imitation of 
their housemaids. But Boston has improved on this. It has 
established a horticultural hospital, or school. Weak girls 
attend this to learn ostensibly how to cultivate flowers, but 
in reality to gradually accustom them to such hard work as 
will restore them to health. A place has been hired at 
Newton Center, for one thousand two hundred dollars per 
annum. It has on it a house capable of accommodating 


eighteen scholars. There was a green-house built sixty by 
twenty-one feet. The girls actually added another green¬ 
house seventeen feet square, putting up the building, nailing 
on the boards, and doing the glazing themselves. They have 
in these houses three thousand five hundred plants, which 
have been potted aud repotted, processes involving a great 
amount of labor. In addition there is a vegetable garden 
on the premises. It is hardly necessary to say that all tho 
flowers that can be raised are quickly bought up, and that, 
Although this was not the primary object of the institution, 
it is making money. The hours and the duties of the day are: 
Breakfast, seven-thirty; half an hour free; work in the gar¬ 
den or green-house until noon; dinner and recreation until 
two P. M.; then an hour’s lecture upon horticultural subjects, 
followed by on hour’s instruction in bouquet-making. From 
four to six there Is further work in the green-house or garden. 
When weak girls go first to this institution they can with 
difficulty work two hours a day. After a 6 hort time they 
are able to spend eight hours, their health, appetite, and 
strength increasing in corresponding proportions. This is 
an excellent therapeutic experiment. Moreover, it has been 
found to pay. Why, then, will not those looking out for 
woman’s work try whether it could not be mado an equally 
successful financial experiment? A few months ago, ono of 
our most valued contributors, wrote a story, which appeared 
in these pages, recommonding something like this very 
scheme. Perhaps, even,, the hint of this institution was 
token from her article. 


WINDOW GARDENING. 

Favorite Window Plants.— Among the many soft-wooded 
plants that are considered suitable for house-culture, not 
more than a dozen can really be called desirable, after we 
have selected ns our first choice geraniums, heliotropes, 
stevios and cupatoriums; and those are the following: 

The Calceolaria—its name comes from the Latin for shoo 
—tho blossom resembles an ancient Roman slipper—singu¬ 
larly beautiful with its heavy clusters of golden, crimson, 
maroon, or rose-colored flowers—sometimes plainly tinted, 
at others curiously mottled and flecked. It needs a sandy 
soil—garden earth and common sand in equal proportions; 
should be kept rather warm, in an atmosphere of sixty de. 
grees to sixty-five degrees by day, and fifty degrees at night; 
and be sparingly watered. Give liquid manure once a week 
after the flower-buds start. Pot old plants in May, keep 
them in a warm but shady place, out-of-doors, till September, 
with only water enough to prevent them from drooping. 
Before potting cut them in closely; and make new plants of 
those cuttings by rooting them in moist sand under a glass 
in the sunshine; or plant the seed in a sunny and sheltered 
spot. In August pot them, aud tie carefully to a light 
trellis till they are two feet high, then trim off the most 
slender branches—in fact, cut them in pretty close and let 
them stand alone. This is a delicate plant, but may be 
strengthened and hardened by this close trimming, and a 
careful management of its supplies of heat aud moisture. 
It needs a good deal of air—does best when wide-breathing 
space is allowed. 

The Lantana requires similar soil and treatment to the 
Calceolaria—except that it is of a stouter, a more w'oody 
nature, and needs no support. Its compact head of flowers 
of different and changing hues—whito, crimson, scarlet, 
orange, and yellow, sometimes all in the same spike, is 
always an object of great interest, though its peculiar per¬ 
fume is not universally agreeable. 

The Chrysanthemum (it gets its name ftom the Greek 
words for gold and flower—many species bear yellow 
flowers,) though commonly classed with out-of-door plants, 
should be made to lend its beauty to every parlor through 
the months of October, November, and December. After 
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flowering, Chrysanthemums must be set in a dark, coo) 
cellar, or any (lamp, (lark place where they will 
not freeze—till May. Then give them the same treatment 
uk Pyrethrums, with which they are often classed; but they 
require free watering. Soap-suds will make them grow 
stout and strong through the summer. After they are pot¬ 
ted, give liquid manure twice a week till the buds begin to 
unfold, then withhold it entirely. 

Another splendid flowering plant, which has been sup¬ 
posed, until recently, to expend nil its energies during the 
autumnal months, aud to require the open air for the per¬ 
fection of its beauty, is the Salvia. Salvia anyustifolia, 
with its elegant foliage and long spikes of clear blue 
flowers, is particularly fine; so is S. patens , bearing blos¬ 
soms of a still more “heavenly hue;” yet none are so 
attractive, nor so hardy, ns S. splendent, or scarlet sage, 
with its plumes of dazzling scarlet. Any of the Salvias are 
easily raised from cuttings; trim all the foliage from these 
slips and set them in damp sand to root. Start them in 
May. When rooted, set them in the garden, but keep them 
shaded from the sun with a paper screen till the new leaves 
are weli developed. Water freely. In September pot those ] 
you wish for the house, and piuch out the buds. If then 1 
left to themselves they will store up strongth for the winter. 
But before the frosts come, be sure to tako them within¬ 
doors, and give the fertilizer onco a week till in bloom. 
Cut them to the root in May, and set the root in the garden. 
It is best to start new plants every year for the house. Sal¬ 
vias need a light loamy soil, and a temperature of sixty de¬ 
grees by day, and forty-five degrees by night. 

Aloysia citriodora—called by some Lippia, in memory of a 
French botanist—ought to have had mention among arbo¬ 
rescent plants. This is the lemon-scented or sweet verbena. 
The flowers are of small accouut, but its elegant fragrant 
foliage and generally neat appearance gain much admira¬ 
tion. Trim old plants and repot them in the spring. Boot 
the trimmings in wet sand, under a glass; then give thoso 
young plants a soil of garden earth, vegetable mould and 
gravel iu equal proportions. Set the pots in a garden-bed, 
plunged to their rims, till September; then stir the soil 
often with an old table-fork, water sparingly, giving liquid 
manure once a week; take them to the parlor in October, 
let them have the sun six hours every day, keep the atmos- 
phero moist, and not above sixty-five degrees by day or 
forty-five degrees by night, and they will flourish wonder¬ 
fully.— Jforticulluralist. 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

U®- Every receipt in this Cbok-Boolc has been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

MEATS. 

Calf s-Head .—Clean it very nicely, and soak it in water 
that it may look very white; take ont the tongue and salt 
it, and also remove the brains to make a small dish. Boil 
the head till extremely tender, then strew it over with 
bread-crumbs and chopped parsley, and brown it. Serve 
with rolled slices of bacon. Boil the brains with melted 
butter, scalded sage, chopped, pepper and salt; put them on 
a dish, and place the tongue in the middle. , Odfs-Head a 
la HoHandaise .—Put half a pint of split peas in water for 
twelve hours, then mix them with a pound of whole rice; 
place a calfs-head, scalded and properly prepared, into a 
deep dish, laying the peas and rice round it; pour over two 
quarts of water, season with pepper and salt, color with a 
little saffron, and bake. Calf s-Head Roasted .—Cleanse the 
head well, bone, and dry it. Make a seasoning of pepper, 
salt, beaten mace, cloves, nutmeg, some fat bacon, cut very 
small and grated; strew this over the head thickly, roll up, 
skewer, and tie with tape; roast, and baste with butter. 


Prepare a good veal gravy, thickened with butter rolled in 
flour, and add mushrooms and oysters. Serve with this 
sauce. 

P.'geon-Pie. —Cut into quarters two young pigeons, and 
rub them with pepper, Salt, and herb seasoning; cut also 
into four pieces a pound of thick rump-steak, which lay at 
the bottom of the dish. Boil four eggs ten minutes, and 
take out the hard yolks, which lay between the pigeons 
upon the steak; pour in a gill of gravy or water, cover with 
puff-paste, and in a hole in the center put three pigeons* 
feet, carefully cleaned and baked. Some prefer cutting the 
pigeons in half and adding a few slices of lean ham; or the 
egg-yolks may be beaten in a mortAr, and mixed with herbs 
and seasoning, and made into balls, or mixed with the par¬ 
boiled liver of the pigoons, and used as stuffing. Lay steak 
over as well as under the pigeons. 

A Very Nice Dish of Mutton and Mashed Potatoes. —Cut 
the meat in small pieces, and stew in a little gravy, to 
which add a dessertspoonful of mushroom or walnut 
catchup. Stow till hot. Thicken with a little flour and 
butter mixed, and serve on a dish surrounded by mashed 
potatoes. An inexpensive gravy for all stews, hashes, eto, 
may be made of a large onion, some whole pepper, a piece 
[ of bread toasted brown, but not burned, and a dessertspoon¬ 
ful of walnut catchup boiled in a pint of water. 

Cold Beef Hashed with Vinegar. —Take some cold roast- 
beef, beef-steak, or the meat from a shin which has been 
boiled for soup; cut it in pieces about half an inch square; 
season with Cayenne pepper and salt to the taste. Take as 
much vinegar as would cover the meat; boil in it a few 
grains of whole allspice and a couple of cloves; pour it over 
the meat while boiling hot, and stand it away to got cold. 
This is a nice dish for supper or luncheon. 

VEGETABLES. 

Spinach a la Francaise.—Cnt and wash, place it in a sauce¬ 
pan with a little salt and boiling water; when tender, strain 
off the liquor, and throw the spinach into clear, cold, spring 
water, take small portions of it, and having pressed the 
water from it, chop it finely. Lay in a stew-pan a piece of 
butter, add the spinach to it, keeping it stirred until the 
butter is absorbed by the vegetable, dredge in a spoonful 
of flour, until it is commingled with the spinach, add three 
large spoonfuls of rich veal gravy, let it boil quickly, keep 
it stirred; it may be served up plainly, or with sliced, hard- 
boiled egg round it. The dish is sometimes dressed by pour¬ 
ing boiling cream, sweetened with white sugar, to the 
! spinach instead of the veal gravy. 

Onion-Sauce. —Peel ten or twelve onions; put them in 
cold water with a little snlt to whiten; let them remain 
about twenty minutes; put them into a sauce-pan, cover 
them with water and boil them well; if the onions are very 
strong, change the water; they will require about an hour 
to boil. When tender, drain them thoroughly and rub 
them through a sieve. Make a pint of melted butter as 
follows:—A dessertspoonful of flour, two ounces of butter, 
three-quarters of a pint of milk; mix and stir it until it 
boils; odd the onions, and stir till the sauce simmers, when 
it is ready for use. 

Sliced Cucumbers and Onions. —Cut full-grown cucumbers 
into slices about a quarter of an inch thick, and slice some 
onions thin; then lay them into a dish together, and strew 
salt over them; cover them with another dish, and let them 
remain for twenty-four hours. Put them into a colander to 
drain, then into a large jar, and pour over them boiled vine¬ 
gar three successive days; the last time of boiling the vino- 
gar add white pepper and ginger, pour it over them hot, and 
closely cover them when cold. 

Prince of Wale's Catchup. —Strip and fill a jar with rip* 
elderberries; add as much vinegar as the jar will contain, 
put it into a cool oven, and let it stand all night. Bun the 
liquor through a jelly-bag, and to every pint put two ounoes 
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of anchovies, one of shalota, of cloves, mace, nutmeg, and 
ginger, a drachm or'teaspoonful each; boil it till the ancho¬ 
vies are dissolved. When cold, strain and bottle it. 

Vegetable Marrow-Sauce. —Few sauces are more delicate 
as an accompaniment for young chickens, whether roast or 
boiled, than vegetable marrow, when deprived of its seeds, if 
stewed to a pulp and passed through a fine sieve, so as to 
form it into a puree, which may be then thinned either with 
fowl-broth seasoned with mace, or with cream and nutmeg. 

DKS8ERT8. 

Use of Whites of Eggs. — Apple-Cream. —Boil twelve'apples 
in water till soft; take off the peel, and press the pulp through 
a hair-sieve upon half a pound of powdered loaf-sugar; whip 
the whites of two eggs, add them to the apples, and beat all 
together till it becomes very stiff, and looks quite white. 
Serve it heaped up on a dish. Lemon-Sponge. —Dissolve half 
an ounce of isinglass in three-quarters of a pint of water; 
add the juice of two lemons, and the whites of three eggs; 
whisk it up for three-quarters of an hour. It is better to 
let it stand for some time before the fire previous to whisk¬ 
ing it. Put it in a mould. Meringues. —After beating the 
whites of five eggs to a strong froth, mix in by degrees a 
tablespoonful and a half of sifted loaf-sugar. Sugar some 
paper, and drop, or turn, the mixture out of a tablespoon 
about the size of half an egg; pnt them into a very slow 
oven for twenty minutes; when cold, scrape out any part 
remaining moist inside, and fill with cream whipped and 
flavored, or eweatmeat. If not sent to table at once, it is 
better to put the meringues in the oven again for five 
minutes to raise them bofore doing so. 

Tapioca-Pudding. —A small teacupful of tapioca, one quart 
of milk, six eggs, a piece of butter of the size of a chestnut, 
a teacupful of sugar, a teaspoonful of salt, rose-water, essence 
of lemon or nutmeg, as you prefer. The lump tapioca is the 
best; and if it is white it should not be washed, as the 
powder, which is the best part, will be washed away. Pick 
it over very carefully, soak it over night in a part of the 
milk. If you have omitted to do this, and need the pudding 
for dinner, it will soak in water in two or three hours. Put 
barely enough to swell it thoroughly, boil it in the milk, 
stirring it often; beat the eggs some time with the sugar in 
them; stir them and all the other ingredients into the milk 
while it is yet hot. If the pudding is put immediately in 
the oven, it will bake in three-quarters of an hour, or a 
little less. Three eggs to a quart of milk will make a very 
good tapioca or sago-pudding. Tapioca is very nice soaked 
in water, and boiled in milk (about a pint to a coffee-cup of 
tapioca) with grated lemon-peel, or a little essence of lemon, 
and eaten with cream and sugar. 

Silver-Jelly. —Dissolve two ounces isinglass in one pint of 
water; squeeze the juice of two lemons in a wineglass of 
gin; add to it the isinglass, and sweeten to taste, putting in 
twelve or fourteen drops of almond flavoring. Boil all 
together, and clear with the whites of four eggs. Add bits 
of silver-leaf, and agitate the mould till it almost set. Gold 
jelly may be made in the same way, by using a wineglass of 
pale brandy instead of the gin, and adding a gold leaf in 
place of silver. 

Vermicelli-Pudding — Baked. —Simmer four ounces vermi¬ 
celli in a pint of new milk for ten minutes, then put to it 
half a pint of cream, a teaspoonful of pounded cinnamon, 
four ounces of batter, warmed, the same of white sugar, and 
the yolks of four eggs, well beaten; a little oil of almonds, 
or a couple of spoonfuls of ratafia will much improve the 
flavor. Bake in a dish without a lining. 

Hamilton Pudding. —Cut five slices of bread, take the 
crusts off, and butter them thickly. Butter the mould, and 
place one slice in the bottom; spread it thickly with straw¬ 
berry-jam ; lay another slice over, and spread it with mar¬ 
malade; repeat with the others, covering with the fifth slice, 
buttered side down. Beat up fonr eggs, and add as much 
milk as, with the eggs, will soak into the bread, and boil for 


an hour. Layers of fresh fruit, instead of jam, make this a 
delicious summer pudding. 

Scotch-Pie .—Mince sound, ripe apples, and fill the pie-pan; 
then make a very stiff batter of one pint of sweet milk, one 
teaspoonful of soda, two of cream of tartar, flour to make 
the batter; then add the soda and cream of tartar; lastly, a 
tablespoonful of lard, well warmed. With a knife spread 
the batter over the apples, and cook well. Turn out into a 
plate, leaving the apples uppermost; then season with sugar 
and fresh butter. An excellent family pie. 

Devonshire Junket .—To one quart of new milk, made 
lukewarm, add a tablespoonful or more of sugar, a wine- 
glassful of French brandy, if liked, and a little nutmeg. 
Turn it with rennet, or, if this cannot be procured, four 
teaspoonfuls of the essence of rennet (sold at the Italian 
warehouses) will do as well. Mix the whole together, pour 
into a gloss dish, and put aside until set, and cover the top 
with clotted cream before serving. 

Duke of Cumberland's Pudding .—Six ounces grated bread, 
six ounces sultana raisins, six ounces finest beef-suet, six 
ounces apples, chopped fine, six ounces loaf-sugar, six eggs, 
a very little salt, the rind of a lemon grated; add lemon, 
orange, and citron-peel. Mix all well together, put it in a 
basin covered closely with a floured cloth, boil it three hours 
and a half. Serve with wine sauce. 

Orange-Tart .—Grate the peel of one orange, and put the 
juice with it, (keeping away the pips,) also the juice and 
peel of half a lemon, quarter of n pound of sugar, two ounces 
of butter, carefully melted, two eggs, leaving out one of the 
whites; beat them well together, and having lined a tart-tin 
with thin paste, fill it with the mixture, and bake it a quarter 
of an hour, or a little more, if requisite. 

FASHIONS FOR MARCH. 

Fia. i.— House-Dress op Lilac-Silk.— The petticoat has 
one deep-pointed flounce, headed by a narrow frill, and 
three very narrow-pointed ruffles, which stand up. There 
is but little fullness in any of the trimming on the dress; 
the court-train is finished to correspond with the petticoat, 
the flounce narrowing very much as it approaches the 
waist; the body is cut high at the back, and opens square 
and low in front, is round at the waist, with a pinked sash 
of the silk behind. Long sleeves cut open on the outside of 
the arm to the elbow. 

Fia. ii.— Walkino-Dress op Light Fawn-Colored Cash¬ 
mere. —The lower-skirt has one deep, scant flounce, headed 
by a quilling of cashmere and a band of brown velvet; the 
upper-skirt reaches to the trimming on tho lower-skirt, is 
puffed up on the hips, and is trimmed with a band of brown 
velvet and a row of fringe; the waist is round and plain 
with close sleeves, and it has a belt of brown velvet, with 
brown velvet basque ends attached, trimmed with fringe. 
Over-Jacket cut loose, and slashed up at the sides, behind 
with long, loose sleeves, and trimmed with fringe and 
brown velvet. 

Fig. hi.—House-Dress op Crimson Silk.— The skirt is un 
trimmed, except on the front width, where it is festooned 
with threo rows of black lnce, caught at the sides by black 
velvet bows. The short, upper-skirt, or pannier, is open in 
front, gathered up at the back, and trimmed with black 
lace. Round waist, high behind, but opening low down in. 
a point in front, and finished by a standing-up ruffle of laco. 
Long coat-sleeve, with a deep cuff trimmed with black lace; 
white lace ruffle falling over the hand. 

Fig. rv.— Walkino-Dress op Dark-Green Poplin. —Tho 
lower-skirt Is trimmed with three flounces, bound and 
headed with black velvet; the upper-skirt is short and 
round in front, gathered up at tho sides, and falliug much 
longer at the back than in front; it is trimmed with one 
ruffle finished like those on the lower-skirt; the basque is 
quite close-fitting and untrimmed, except by the black 
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velvet revere on the lower part of the front, and above 
where they form a kind of “rolling-collar,” over a black 
velvet piece put in to look like a vest. Long, close coat- 
sleeve, with a black velvet pointed cuff. Bonnet of black 
lace, trimmed with roses and green leaves. 

Fio. v.— Riding-Habit op Dark-Blue Cloth for a Youno 
Girl. —The skirt is gored so as to set without plaits around 
the person above the saddle, and should only measure a 
quarter of a yard on the floor when the wearer is standing 
up. The body of this habit is made with a small basque 
and a rolling-collar, with a black silk vest. Sailor's hat of 
white straw, with a blue gauze voil. Dog-skin gloves. 

Fig. vi.— Green Seroe Costume. —This costume consists 
of a skirt trimmed with three flounces, each edged with 
narrow woolen fringe. The tunic, which is full at the back, 
is bordered with a frill of the same; the second frill is con¬ 
tinued on to the front breadth of the skirt, where it simu¬ 
lates a round apron. The bodice is plain and high, and the 
double-breasted jacket with revers has basques in front. A 
band with sash ends and bow confines the jacket round the 
waist. 

Fia. vn.— Costume op Plum-Color Satin Cloth.— The 
skirt is bordered with velvet to match, and trimmed with 
two plaitings of satin cloth, each headed by rows of velvet. 
A narrow, upright plaiting terminates the trimming at the 
top. The tunic forms a tablier in front; and the back, 
which is gathered up in the center, is full and long. Tho 
trimmings correspond with those on the skirt, only they 
are in smnller dimensions, and terminate with a rich plum 
fringe. The jacket, with its square basques and pagoda 
sloeves, is trimmed like the tunic. 

General Remarks. —We give this month various patterns 
for caps, bonnets, hats, etc., etc. The cloak of blue and 
white striped flannel is exceedingly pretty for a young 
lady, and would make a most serviceable sea-side wrap 
later in tho season; it has a bias ruffle of the flannel, and a 
r-nvill hood lined with blue silk, trimmed with a bow and 
ends. The gipsy bonnet is of gray straw, trimmed with 
gray ribbon, and a large pink rose and clusters of buds and 
h aves. The sailor hat, for a young girl, is of white straw, 
with a band of black velvet ribbon around the brim, and 
large pink roses and loaves on the top. The gray cloth 
sacquc is trimmed with a band of black Astrakan, cut nar¬ 
rower toward tho neck than around the bottom of the 
aacque. Tho child’s hood is of scarlet cloth, or fine flannel 
cloth, lined with silk.) scalloped at the edge in button-hole 
stitch, and trimmed with one row of velvet ribbon. The 
scarf is of crimson cashmere, edged with a gay shawl border 
and netted fringe. The shawl bordering may be difficult to 
obtain, but the scarf can be made equally beautiful by 
braiding a piece of block cashmere in yellow, green, gold, 
rid and blue, trimmed in an arabesque design, aud sewing 
it to the ends of the scarf. 

No Change has as yet taken place in the make of 
dresses; the walking-costumes continue too long for use. if 
not for elegance; the upper-skirt is gathered up on the 
hips and falls low behind; ruffles are the usual trimming, 
but they are put on with a cord instead of a heading, and 
are usually several narrow ones coming close together. 
Trains are still short for the house, not measuring over 
sixty to sixty-two inches. Slender people continue to wear 
round waists, but for stout ones, the pointed waist is more 
popular. Some ladies have their low-necked dresses made 
with basques back and front, but this is a most unbecoming 
style. .One of the newest dresses which we have seen had 
the front widths and the side-gore trimmed with three ruffles 
al«out five inches in width, put on quite close together, and 
the back of the skirt was trimmed with nine ruffles of the 
same width, put on in the same way. The ruffles on the 
front of the dress went all the way round, whilst those on 
the hack were finished by bows of silk where they stoppod 
at the gore. 


For Evening Wear a great many pink tulle dresses are 
made studded with black velvet dots and looped up with 
black velvet sashes; also black tulle dresses are tuac j trim¬ 
med with pink ribbon of ribbed gros grain. These ribbons 
are arranged on the black skirts as four sashes, each termi¬ 
nating with a rosette, and so contrived that they have the 
effect of looping up the bouffants of the dress. 

But the Most effective black and pink dress that we have 
yet seen is the following: A train-skirt of pink silk, covered 
to the waist with narrow black velvet frills, each scalloped 
out at the lower edge and mounted on a narrow band of 
pink silk likewise festooned. Black velvet bodice, with 
large basque at the back and pointed in front. This bodice 
opens as a squire, and the sleeves are ruffled. It is trim¬ 
med with double festooned frills of black velvet and pink 
silk. Pompadour bows of pink silk are arranged down the 
front of the dress, and small bouquets of rose-buds on the 
sleeves and bodice. 

These Narrow Velvet Flounces, with a border of fes¬ 
tooned silk falling from beneath them, are very effective 
trimmings, provided always the silk is light in color. The 
effect is charming both in pale-bluo and pearl-gray silk, 
and very original in violet-velvet with a border of straw- 
colored silk. When the dress is mauve and puce, the effect 
is that of a bouquet of Parma violets. 

In Jewelry, enamels ore more worn than anything else. 
Entire rets are made with dark grounds and delicate heads 
showing in relief upon them. We have seen a set with the 
head of Diana of Poitiers on the brooch, Reine Margot on 
the enr-ringn, a figure dressed in a Renaissance costume on 
the sleeve-links, and all framed in gold studded with dia¬ 
monds. Many of these modern enamels are copied from 
designs by Bernard Palissy. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fio. i.— Dress of Dove-Colored Cashmere for a Young 
Girl. —The lower-skirt has three narrow ruffles, headed by 
a full ruching of the cashmere; the upper-skirt, which is 
open in front, and looped back by a bow, is made full, and 
trimmed to correspond with the lower-skirt. Close-fitting 
basque, with a bow »»t the back. Gray felt hat, turned up, 
with a pink rose at the side. 

Fia. ii.— Dress of White Alpaca for a Little Child.— 
The skirt is trimmed with blue silk, put on so os to appear 
to button back, and joined by two rows of blue ribbon; a 
large button confines the silk at the top where the two 
pieces join. The body is cut low and square at the neck, 
with basque ends, trimmed like a skirt. Blue sash, tied at 
the back. 

Fig. m.—D ress of Rose-Colored Silk.— The under-skirt 
is trimmed with two rows of pink velvet, put on straight; 
loops of the pink velvet fall from the lower row all around 
the skirt. The upper-s. rt is trimmed with a pink fringe, 
and looped up with a rtxotte of pink velvet Plain, high 
waist, trimmed with a row of fringe, headed by a band of 
velvet, put on like a square berthe. Long, tight sleeves. 
White merino sacquo, ent loose, and slashed up the back, 
and trimmed with black velvet 

Fig. iv.—Dress of Green and Black Striped Poplin for 
a Young Girl. —The skirt and waist of this dress are per¬ 
fectly plain; the over-dress is of plain stone-colored poplin, 
trimmed with fringe, aud looped up on the hips with rosettes. 
Tho stone-colored poplin cape is also trimmed with fringe. 
Green sash at the buck, with straw-colored rosette. Stone- 
colored felt hat with green feather. 

Fio. v.— Suit of Brown Velveteen for a Boy. —The trou¬ 
sers are of tho Tyrolese style, not loose, like the Knicker¬ 
bockers, but coming only to the knees; the jacket is cut 
rather loose, but still adapted to the figure. Brown Tyrolese 
hat, with dark-green cock's plume. 
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were, Robin, Why so sail and strange ? You once were blithe Rnd gay, Robin, 

church, Robin, I looked a round for you, I thought you'd see me home, Robin, As 
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What has made you change ? \ ou nev - er come to see mo now As once you used to 
once you used to do ; But now you seem a - fraid to croc, And nl-inost ev' - ry 
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3 The other night we danced, Robin v beneath the hawthorn-tree, 

1 though^ you’d surely come, Robin, if but to dance with me; 
But Allan asked me first, and so I joined the dance with him, 
But I was heavy-hearted, and my eyes with tears “were dim, 
And, oh, how very grave ymr looked, as one© we passed yet* by, 
Wont you tell me why, Robin? oh, wont you tell me why? 
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HOW DELL FELL INTO LOVE. 

BT CABBIE D. BEEBB. 


“Come, girls! the dew is off the grass, let’s 
go and take a morning walk.’ 1 

Hats were donned in a moment, and away 
they went over the fields—Minnie and Sarah 
Hammond, and their school-mate, Dell Duval, 
who had come to spend the summer at their 
house. They stopped to rest at last, under a 
tree which stood near a high, stone-wall. 

“What a delightful place this is!” exclaimed 
Dell, as she threw herself upon the grass. “I 
should never tire of looking at those grand old 
hills, and that dear little lake in the village. 
There is a very handsome house on the oppo¬ 
site hill, only it is a deeper yellow than any 
house I ever saw before; the dark-brown blinds 
relieve it, though, and those tall trees at the 
back. Who lives there, Minnie?” 

“Isaac Golden.” 

“But who is he, and what is he like? Do 
enlighten me?” 

“Oh! he is unlike any one you ever saw 
before—very eccentric, indeed; and he resides 
alone, or at least, with only an old housekeeper, 
and the men who work on the farm. He is a 
bachelor, of course.” 

“Old?” 

“Well, no; about thirty, I suppose.” 

“And the house is the old homestead, left 
him by his father?” 

“By no means. His father lives two or 
three miles from here, and Isaac is his oldest 
eon. He bought the place a few years ago; 
and, although we never speak of it now, he 
expected to marry one of my older sisters when 
he purchased it. But Lew Holt came down 
from the city about that time, and Mary fell 
in love with him—so she broke the engage¬ 
ment with Isaac, and married Holt. Isaac 
has been quite bitter toward our family ever 
since. Not really revengeful, you know, but 
rather sarcastic.” 

“In what way?” 

Vol. LIX.—17 


“Well, a short time after Mary refused him, 
he came over to the house on some errand, and 
she said to him: *I’m going to name our house 
Rose Hill, we have so many roses; I think the 
name very Appropriate, don't you, Mr. Golden ?’ 
‘Very, indeed,’ he replied. ‘But I don’t see 
the necessity for naming it at all, as your 
father is the only Mr. Hammond in the town. 
Don’t you suppose every one would know his 
place even if it wasn’t named?’ *Oh! yes.’ 
returned Mary; ‘but it sounds better to call 
it Rose Hill, I think.’ ‘Upon my word!’ he 
exclaimed, ‘the neighborhood is looking up! 
Now I don’t wish to be behind the times, so I 
believe I’ll name my own house. What do 
you think would be suitable?’ Of course, she 
wouldn’t suggest anything after what had hap¬ 
pened, so said he, *1 have it! I’ll paint it 
yeltow, and cali it Sunflower; that will be very 
appropriate, too—for there are so many sun¬ 
flowers in the back garden.’ And he did. Then 
ho bought all the yellow flowers he could find, 
the homeliest ones he could get—I mean, great 
marigolds, hollyhocks, and the like. We think 
the reason he did it, was because Mary couldn’t 
endure the sight of yellow.” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Dell. “I would 
roally like to see him.” 

“Your wish shall be gratified to-morrow, for 
he will attend our picnic.” 

“Upon my word, I mean to captivate him.” 

“That will be impossible, for he is a regular 
woman-hater.” 

“Oh! that makes no difference! Really, I 
have taken a fancy to Sunflower, for I never 
disliked yellow. I’ve a good will to become 
its mistress. What sort of a looking man is 
Mr. Golden?” 

“Neither homely nor handsome. But it 
isn’t worth your while to become interested in 
him at all, for I’ll warrant he won’t notice you.” 

“Minnie, I’ll wager that opal ring of mine 

2C7 
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against your blue and gold edition of Mrs. 
Browning, that Mr. Golden will ask me to be 
his wife before the summer ip over.” 

“Agreed. But you run a great risk, au£ the 
ring is the most valuable, too." 

“Never mind; I’d rather do without it than 
the poems, if I couldn’t have but one.” 

“Come, girls,” said Sarah, “we ought to go 
home, for we must make some preparations for 
the picnic to-morrow.” 

“ How many are going?” asked Dell. 

“Only a dozen of us, all near neighbors. 
We are to go down to the lake and take a row, 
and fish, too, perhaps, if the sun isn’t too bright. 
Then we’ll ramble about for awhile, and finally 
spread a table-cloth upon the grass, and take 
our lunch quietly.” 

They now rose, and walked home. And 
Isaac Golden, who had come out to see how 
the grass was growing in the “south meadow,” 
got up from his seat on the opposite side of the 
stone-wall which divided his farm from Mr. 
Hammond’s, and watched the girls as they 
walked over the hill, an amused smile lighting 
his face. He had seated himself in the shade 
of the wall to rest for a few moments, and 
directly after the girls came to the tree on the 
other side. He could not leave without being 
discovered, and as he did not care to meet them, 
he kept his seat, thinking they would only re¬ 
main a moment. After his name was mentioned, 
he could not go without leading to confusion on 
both sides; so he remained, and, of course, 
heard every word that passed. 

“Pshaw!” exclaimed he, “I wish I had gone 
about my business in the first place; they 
served me right for being so mean as to play 
eves-dropper. I’m sorry I heard their non¬ 
sense. That Miss Duval has a cheery laugh 
and voice, and a trim figure, too; there’s really 
no telling what might have happened, if I 

hadn’t heard her wager; but now-” He left 

the sentence unfinished, and walked slowly 
toward home. 

Next day the party set out quite early for 
the lake, Will Hammond and Peter, the farm¬ 
hand, carry some fishing-poles, and pails of 
provisions. A sail was proposed soon after 
the lake was reached. Mr. Golden offered 
Dell a seat in his pretty little boat, which she 
accepted, much to Will Hammond’s disgust. 
It was just the day for a pleasant row, for the 
sky was slightly overcast, and Dell enjoyed it 
exceedingly, thinking that Mr. Golden was a 
very agreeable companion. He certainly con¬ 
versed well, though he did not stoop to talk 
nonsense. But he guided the boat according 


to her fancy, and rowed into a little nook to 
gather water-lilies for her, repeating the well 
known lines: 

* ‘ 0h, come to thrf river 1 * rim! come vrHh iWthera, 

Far the white water-lily is wondrous fair. 

With her large, broad leaves, on the stream afloat, 

Each one a capacious fairy-boat. 

The svvau among flowers! llow stately ride 

Her snow-white leaves on the glittering tide!*” 

Ami the dragon-lly gallantly stays to sip 

A kiss of dew from her goblet's lip. 

This was very pleasant; for Mr. Golden 
seemed quite sincere in all he did and said. 
The whole party landed at last, and proceeded 
to spread out their luncheon. A fire was built, 
and coffee made in a covered tin-pail, and the 
biscuits, cold chicken, hard-boiled eggs, pickles, 
aud a variety of other edibles were brought out. 

After the lunch, Dell, in a spirit of coquetry, 
proposed to one of the girls to take a walk. 
She had hoped that Ajfr. Golden would offer to 
accompany them. But he gave no hint to that 
effect, even though he caught a half-appealing, 
half-saucy look from Dell’s eyes: on the con¬ 
trary, he said, very coolly: “Well, since the 
girls wish to have a confidential chat, let us 
men go off and smoke a segar together.” 

Dell was more provoked than she had been, 
for many a day. “The stupid fellow,” she 
said, as she walked off with Minnie, will he 
never learn manners? 1 declare he's a regular 
boor.” 

“I’m afraid you’ll lose your wager, Dell,” 
was the answer. “ He is as callous, you see, 
as a rhinoceros. He fall in love, forsooth!” 

The girls wandered off along the shore of 
| the lake, prolonging their walk to quite a dis- 
| tance. They came, at last, to that part of the 
shore, near which grew the water-lilies. Dell 
paused here. 

“How I wish I could get some more of those 
lilies,” she cried. “If 1 could, I’d gather them, 
and then take them back, and pretend they 
were finer than the ones Mr. Golden picked 
this morning. Wouldn’t it serve him right?” 

“Oh! how can you, Dell,” cried Minnie. “I 
do believe you’re a born coquette, however.” 

Dell, meantime, in her eagerness, had ap¬ 
proached nearer to the edge of the lake than 
was safe, and just as Minnie spoke, the edge of 
the bank, which was rather loose soil, gave 
way beneath her, and she was precipitated into 
the water. 

The girls screamed, and ran to and fro, and 
wrung their hands, but could do nothing. 
“She is drowning! She is drowning!” cried 
Minnie and Sarah, both in one breath. “Oh! 
will no one come to her help?” 

Some one was coming. A rapid footstep was 
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heard, & rush through the tangled under- 
growth, and then a man’s form shot downward 
from the bank and plunged into the water. It 
was Mr. Golden, who, in another moment had 
caught Dell in his arms, and was struggling 
with her to the shore. 

Fortunately, the water was not very deep at 
that point. I>ell owed her life, partly to this, 
and partly to the buoyancy of her clothes; for, 
if it had been otherwise, she must have sunk 
before Mr. Golden came up. 

“It was a mere trifle; I happened, luckily, 
to hear your cries: anybody could have done 
the same,” said Mr. Golden, in reply to Minnie's 
and Sarah's thanks, and Dell’s look of grati¬ 
tude. “But now you must hurry home, and 
Miss Duval had really better walk, if she can, 
for if she rides, she’ll be sure to catch cold,” 
he added, in the most matter-of-fact way. 

Fortunate, it was, that Mr. Golden had been 
near, as be well said. Unfortunately, in one 
respect, he had been too near, for he had only 
been separated from the girls by a screen of 
underwood. He had no idea that Dell and her 
friends would walk so far, and had sauntered 
off, leaving the other young men near the scene 
of the picnic, for a solitary stroll. When he 
found that he bad become unconsciously an 
eves-dropper, and for the second time, he was 
compelled to wait a few moments, lest his near 
propinquity should be suspected. The interval 
seemed much longer to the girls, and especially 
to Dell, than it really was, however. 

Poor Dell! This adventure heaped coals of 
fire on her head. She was really a noble girl at 
heart, and was heartily ashamed of her wager. 
8he was of an imaginative character, more- I 
over, and magnified the service Mr. Golden had 
rendered to her. As she lay in bed, that night, 
tears rose to her eyes. She was beginning to 
be in love with the man she had despised, and 
whom she had intended for a victim. 

But if Bhe had even had a chance of entrap¬ 
ping Mi. Golden, that chance, though she knew 
k not as yet, was not advanced by that day’s 
events. Her “preserver,” as Minnie and Sarah 
called him, took matters very coolly. Instead of 
falling into the part of a lover, as romancists 
make gentlemen do under similar circum¬ 
stances, he went on with the acquaintance, 
after this, like the most indifferent, the most 
practiced male flirt. He seemed, also, to have 
lost his shyness. He came often to the Ham¬ 
monds’, and once, on his birthday, had the 
whole party to his house, for tea. Had he 
been planning to make Dell more in love with 
l\im than ever, he could not have acted more 


skillfully. As his indifference became more 
evident, her anxiety and distress increased. 
For once coquetry was punished. Poor Dell! 

The summer passed. The day for Dell’s de¬ 
parture drew near. One morning she went out 
to take her last ride on horseback. The girls 
were busy and could not accompany her, so, 
donning a dark-blue riding-habit, and a most 
becoming hat, she started alone. She rode 
slowly for some distance, and at last deter¬ 
mined to pass Sunflower on her way home, “for 
a last look,” as she said: it was foolish, but she 
could not help it. When she reached the place 
it was noon, and the workmen were at the well, 
taking a drink, and resting before dinner. Mr. 
Golden saluted Dell politely, and invited her 
to stop and rest for a few moments. She de¬ 
clined, but rode up and asked for a drink. 

He brought it, and said, “your horse is 
thirsty, too.” 

“Give him a drink, then, poor fellow!” 

“He ought to rest awhile first, as the day is 
so warm. Do, please, come in and take dinner, 
Miss Duval; that is, if you are not afraid of 
our plain fare.” 

SO Dell, obeying the impulse of the moment, 
accepted, and he assisted her to alight. She 
was already a favorite with the housekeeper. 
Proceeding at once to the kitchen, she asked 
for some water to bathe her hands and face, 
and made herself agreeable to that high func¬ 
tionary. Dinner was just ready, so, removing 
her hat and gauntlets, she took her place at 
the table, opposite Mr. Golden. The principal 
dish consisted of succertash, cooked with young 
potatoes and salt pork, and at the close of the 
meal a famous blackberry-pudding was served. 
Dell, being quite hungry, ate heartily, to the 
housekeeper's delight. 

Afterward, Mr. Golden invited her into the 
garden to see the flowers. Dell laughed when 
she saw them, but the view of the surrounding 
country was very fine, and she praised it to Mr. 
Golden’s content. Then she said she must go at 
once, for the girls would be uneasy about her. 

“I must bid you good-by,” she said, as her 
host placed her upon her horse, “for I am to 
go home to-morrow.” 

“So soon!” he exclaimed, quickly. 

“Yes, and I may not see you again. Good- 
by." 

“Good-by,” he returned, taking her hand. 
“ Always wear blue riding-habits, and smok- 
ing-enps with feathers on them, for they are 
very becoming.” 

Blushing rosily, she rode away. “Smoking- 
caps, indeed!” she exclaimed. “Well, I’ve lost 
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my wager; and more, too,” sbe added, with a 
sigh; “but no one shall know of it.” 

Toward evening she sat under an apple-tree, 
in the corner of the garden, thinking of her 
folly, and the tears rose to her eyes. Suddenly 
sue heard footsteps approaching, and in a mo¬ 
ment Mr. Golden stood beside her. 

Strange to say, he seemed nervous and ex¬ 
cited. 

She rose, in embarrassment, the result of 
her recent mood, and to cover her confusion, 
invited him to go into the house. 

“Stay, please,” he said, gently detaining 
her. “I’ve something I wish to tell you.” And 
he went on rapidly. “ I love you, Dell, earnestly 
and sincerely. Won’t you take pity on me and 
accept me for your husband?” 

Startled by this abrupt declaration, Dell’s 
face grew red, and then white, and, finally, she 
burst into tears. “You wouldn’t care for me 
if you knew how 1 had talked about you,” fihe 
said, at last. 

“I don’t believe you said anything very 
dreadful,” he replied, with a 3mile, as he drew 
her to him. “Tell me about it.” 

After much persuasion, she told him of the 
wager she had made with Minnie. 

“Is that all?” he replied, coolly. “I know 
it already, for I heard you.” She looked up in 


surprise, and he added, “I sat on the other side 
of the wall.” 

At this she dried her eyes, and, true to her 
character, even in that blissful moment, boxed 
his ears. , 

“I think I am entitled to the ring,” he said. 
“Won’t you give it to me, please?” 

“Yes,” she replied; “though I don’t like to 
see gentlemen wear rings.” 

“Nor I;” and he slipped it on his watch- 
chain. 

Minnie spied the ring at once, when they 
entered the house, a few moments afterward. 

“You don’t say—” She began laughing. 

Dell blushed. 

“We do, indeed,” said Mr. Golden, smiling, 
as he took Dell’s hand in his own. “Allow 
me, MiBS Minnie, to present to you the future 
mistress of Sunflower.” 

But to this day, he has never told Dell that 
he overheard her, the day she feU into the lake. 

What he does say is, 

“ I loved you in spite of myself. I couldn’t 
help loving you. I resolved, again and again, 
I wouldn’t love you—but it was of no use; fate 
was too much for me.” 

“And my falling into the lake,” retorts Dell. 

“ No! Your falling in love,” saucily answers 
he. 


THE EVENING STARS OF 1870 TO THE EVENING STARS OF 1871. 


BT ELIZABETH BOUTON. 


Coot, brothers, sing the song again 
Ye sing o’er Eden's flowery plain. 

When first the Earth in beauty grew 
Beneath the fonniug hand ye knew. 

Come, my who binds each influence sweet, 
Wl»ere the fair sister Pleiads meet? 

And wlio can loose the starry hands 
Of old Onon where he stands? 

Whose fiat doth Mazzaroth bring; 

In his own season, brothers, sing; 

And who A returns’ sons doth guide, 

With all the starry hosts beside? 

Arctnms now from Arctic height, 

Whence streams the gifmmering Northern light, 
Bees rising from the Southern wave 
The sign ho once to Leo gave. 

And Regains, o’er Atlas' trow. 

Gleams through the pnrple gleaming now 
To whero the Southern cross hangs o'er 
The Southern ocean’s rocky si jure. 

And Andromeda, Cassiopea’s heir, 

>Liy wreathe about her golden hair. 

The triple crown Queen Virgo flings 
To every muse the season brings. 


From old Boreas’ icy car 
Now flows the wintry blast afar, 

While fierce Bootes, round and round. 
Pursues the Bear with eager hound. 

Come, Borneo, bring your banner bine, 
And, Spica, say what Nemo knew, 

And ltold aloft the purple sign, 

Tltat crowned King David's royal line. 

Come, every sun that shines by night, 
And from each far meridian height. 
Show by the eigne ye knew of old. 

Where Zoroaster’s sons were sold. 

And tell to all of Judah’s lino 
That Sheba’s sapphire stars still shine; 
And that the harps on willows bung. 
Again on Jnduh’s heights are strung. 

And, Sirius, bring thy ruby light. 

That gleams upon the crest of night, 
And let the bright, convergent rays 
8how where Astoria’s diamouds blaze. 

In vain! The Heavenly hosts still sing 
Their matin song, and ceaseless bring, 
Tribnte of praise to Him who lands 
Their hosts— b ut who its meaning heeds} 
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PART II. 

Before two weeks were over, the numerous 
guests who came and went at Beechclyffe, de¬ 
cided that the end would result in Juliet Min- 
turn’s carrying off the man who had been a 
fine matrimonial prize for several seasons back. 

People who had money, and were not inter¬ 
ested observers, either from being “in the 
market” themselves, or possessing youthful 
charges they wished to marry off, decided that 
it was a fair match, as the lady was supposed 
to have money, too; but the young women who 
desired to wed opera-boxes, and carriages, and 
diamonds, and position, and young men who 
were in the same predicament, thought it a 
great shame, and doubted if the affair would 
ever come to anything. 

After that Saturday night, there was no 
further confidence on the subject between the 
sisters-in-law. Miss Minturn would sometimes 
talk of Clancy Darral in the retiracy of their 
dressing-room, but it invariably happened that 
Janet was in one of her bored moods on those 
occasions, and as politely indifferent as if she 
agreed with the young people in supposing that 
neither her relative or the gentleman were any¬ 
thing more to each other than ordinary ac¬ 
quaintances. 

Indeed, after a time, Darral’s name ceased 
to be mentioned between them, for one night 
Miss Minturn spoke of him when Janet was 
not possessed of her usual stock of patience 
and composure. She and Darral, as sometimes 
happened, had been on very amiable terms 
that day, and managed to quarrel politely on 
some subject before the evening was over, and 
he said biting things in a civil sort of way, 
and Janet posed with much dignity. It did seem 
very malapropos for Miss Minturn to interrupt 
a discussion about some new dresses after they 
got up stairs, by saying, in her abrupt fashion, 

“Now, frankly, what do you think of Mr. 
Darral, Janet?” 

The pretty widow’s ears were still tingling 
with the recollection of divers sharp speeches, 
which she had appeared to disregard, and 
Miss Minturn’s question was not to be borne. 

“ Think?” exclaimed Janet, with more energy 


than she often displayed now-a-days. “Why I 
think that he is, without exception, the rudest 
man I ever met.” 

“Indeed!” retorted Miss Minturn, and gave 
her a very acid smile. “ Then, my dear, we’ll 
not speak of him any more* because I foresee 
that we might quarrel.” 

“Nothing could please me better,” quoth 
Janet. 

“Than to quarrel?” asked Miss Minturn, 
sweetly. 

“No. Why should we begin now? Not to 
talk of that man.” 

“Oh!” said Miss Minturn, And commenced, 
after an improper habit of hers, to whistle as 
softly as an oriole. “ The queen has spoken,” 
she added, as she brought her melody to a con¬ 
clusion; “I shall not forget again.” 

Janet was in too stately a frame of min<^ 
to pursue a subject so unworthy of attention, 
but somehow it occurred to her, for the first 
time, that Miss Minturn’s weakness for whist¬ 
ling was objectionable. 

“You’ll do that some time before people,” 
said she, “and shock them dreadfully.” 

“I think I should rather like that,” replied 
her sister. “But I wonder yon never told me 
before the habit became fixed.” 

“Non-interference is our golden law,” said 
Janet, stiffly. 

“I think the gilding has not worn off; so 
we’ll still hold fast to it, my dear,” answered 
Miss Minturn; but the tone was too elaborately 
sweet, and the affectionate epithet had the 
ominous sound it often does have among re¬ 
latives. 

That was as near a disagreement as the twe 
sensible women ever got; so now Janet said 
good-night, and retired to her solitary nest, 
and Miss Minturn whistled no more that night, 
but sat for a good while by her dressing-table, 
leaning her head on her hands, and thinking 
so seriously, that two deep lines showed them¬ 
selves between her eyes, and made her look 
keener than a hawk. 

As not one of their present friends knew of the 
engagement which had once existed between 
them, Darral and the widow were never an- 
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noyed by curiosity to discover how they treated < 
each other, which was a comfort anybody musti 
admit who has ever gone through the purgatory j 
of meeting an old flame, and knowing that ‘the i 
people present are looking with eyes as sharp j 
as gimlets to see how the encounter passes off. j 
, D&rral relinquished his idea of leaving tlia 
house; Mrs. Ashmore should not have the satis¬ 
faction of thinking that she had driven him 
from the field; she was nothing to him any more 
than any other frivolous butterfly was, and a 
quantity of other wise sayings and resolutions. 
Still it was odd that they could not maintain 
the terms ordinary acquaintance do; either 
they preserved an armed neutrality, or they 
differed more sharply than well-bred strangers 
are in the habit of doing; and the worst Of it 
was, Darral felt that the earnestness was all 
on his side. The widow appeared quite willing 
to be let alone; and every night in his room 
Darral made a fresh vow, and before the neat 
day was over invariably broke it. 

But the flirtation with Miss Mintum went 
on, until at last Darral began to ask himself, 
rather seriously, whither it was leading him, 
and smoked a good many pipes of meditation 
over it The girl interested him greatly. He 
* would have been quite ready to fall in love 
with her, and several times fancied that he 
was on the verge of it. He did not stop to con¬ 
sider that he never felt so much inolined to 
plunge into the insanity as after a quarrel with 
Janet Ashmore. 

He knew what people were saying; he knew 
that the flirtation appeared a great d<*al more 
serious than it really was, for when he reviewed 
the events of the past fortnight, he discovered 
that in reality the terms on which he stood 
with the young lady were more like downright 
honest friendship than love-mnking. Cer¬ 
tainly, before people, she had no hesitation 
in allowing him to be as devoted as he pleased; 
but very often, if he attempted the same strain 
of talk when they were alone, she would say, 
with delightful ooolness, 

“ Save that for auditorB-~I want to scold just 
now.” 

And, indeed, she did scold him frequently, 
#nd very soundly. She rated him for his 
cynical opinions, and declared they Bounded 
youthful and weak. 

“Only very young men, or very shallow 
-ones, are misanthropic,” said she; “and you 
are neither—so don’t act as if you were.” 

It was pleasant enough to receive her re¬ 
proofs, especially as her wonderful eyes, Darral 
thought, often expressed a language greatly 


at variance with her words. Did she care for 
him was a question he began to ask in his 
nightly meditations. He was not mean, not 
given to' thinking women fell in love with him; . 
but he would have been glad to find himself < 
going mad over her; and he thought that, if 
certain she was kindly disposed, he should be 
able to do so. But Juliet Minturn had been a 
puzzle always to everybody; and though Darral 
owned a good faculty for deciphering character, 
she was as much an enigma to him as to other 
people. 

80 the days went on, until they had been 
almost three weeks at Beechclyffe. Miss Min- 
tnrn was obliged to go up to town, to spend 
two or three days with some Southern relatives 
who were starting for Europe; but as Janet 
Ashmore had never met them, she was relieved 
from the necessity of accompanying her. Miss 
Minturn started unexpectedly, and Darral was 
out with his gun, so that he did not hear of 
her departure until dinner-time. 

44 Has he crape on his arm?” asked Guy 
Sutherland, as Clancy took his seat at table. 

Then Agnes told him what had happened, 
and the bachelor cousins made awkward jests, 
of which Janet Ashmore took no notice, and 
seemed not in the slightest degree concerned 
how he might receive her sister in-law’s ab¬ 
sence, so that Darral rather snubbed the bache¬ 
lors, in their innocent flow of spirits, and caused 
them to wonder among themselves what Guy 
found in the fellow to like; and did he think 
the house was his, and were they to be put 
upon, and other murmurs, which nobody heard, 
or would have heeded if they had. 

The next morning they had an incident. 
Sutherland and Darral were thrown out of a 
trotting-wagon, by the unexpected defalcation 
of a wheel, while they were under high speed. 
Guy escaped with only a few bruises, but 
Darral’s shoulder was badly hurt, dislocated, 
they thought at first, though that proved a 
mistake—a few days would set it right. He 
had to remain in the house, though, and let 
Agnes pet him, which she was ready enough 
to do when she could not have Guy; and just 
at this season he was too busy with the birds 
to be much at leisure. 

Darral was at first somewhat indignant, be¬ 
cause Janet Ashmore changed in her manner 
toward him during the days be was forced to 
remain idle in-doors. She would be good- 
natured, regardless of bis cynicism and dis- 
agreable speeches; and Darral resented it as 
a liberty under the circumstances. 

I 44 It’s like her feminine impertinenoe to pity 
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me,” thought he. “ I’d rather have had my 
neck broken outright than be pitied by her. 
Just like women! They’ll smash a man’s heart 
without scruple, but if he hurts his finger, they 
can’t be sweet enough until it gets well—per¬ 
haps afraid their victim will escape by a wound 
not of their inflicting. But I shall never be 
the same woman's victim twice—Mrs. Ashmore 
may be certain of that.” 

He was a little ashamed of the egotism of the 
thought, and, in his own mind, exonerated the 
widow from wishing to make him Buch, though 
he did not word the confession in a way that 
was complimentary to himself or her. 

“Catching the same pigeon twice would have 
no interest for her; she hasn’t even senlimeut 
enough to retain any recollection of those 
day 8.” 

He was lying on a sofa in the library, and 
as he muttered to himself, he punched the un¬ 
offending pillows, and Janet Ashmore came in 
and saw him do it. 

“Let me arrange them for you,” she said. 

“Thanks,” returned ho; “but I was only 
lying down from sheer laziness.” 

Up he got, and was properly punished for the 
falsehood by a sharp twinge of his lame shoulder, 
which caused him to frown like an angry ogre. 

“If you will not make yourself comfortable, 
I shall go away,” she continued; “and Mrs. 
Sutherland asked me to come and sit with 
you.” 

“She promised to read to me,” said Darral, 
in the injured tone a man always assumes when 
suffering physically. 

“Guy wanted her to drive over to their 
aunt’8,” the widow explained. 

“Guy is getting to be selfishness incarnate,” 
grumbled Darral. 

Mrs. Ashmore laughed, as one might at a 
child. 

“ Hi8 poor old aunt is quite ill—Mrs. Thomas, 
you know.” 

“Then Agnes will scream herself hoarse as 
a crow, trying to talk to her, for the old cat is 
deaf as a post,” continued Darral, in the tone 
of a man whose annoyances were more than 
could be borne. 

“I havn’t been talking to any deaf cat, and 
am not hoarse, so I w .11 read to you in her 
stead, if you like,” Janet said. 

“Oh, thank you!” returned Darral,.obliged 
to lie back on the sofa again, because his 
shoulder felt as if some malicious demon was 
digging both his claws into it. “You ore very 
kind, I am sure; but I couldn’t think of troub’ 
ling you.” 


“I dare say I should not have offered if it 
would be a trouble,” said Janet, still laughing. 

“I could not deprive you of more lively 
society, and the other pebple would never for¬ 
give me,” said Darral, trying to be very dig¬ 
nified, and behaving like a spoiled boy. 

“There is nobody in the house to-day but 
the bachelor cousins, and they are all out 
shooting, as an Irishman would say,” replied 
Janet, still perfectly amiable. “But I will 
not worry you with my efforts to play Miss 
Nightingale; perhaps, if you can sleep, your 
shoulder will feel better.” 

She turned to leave the room, and though 
an instant before Darral had been wishing her 
anywhere else, he could not bear to have her 
forsake him. 

“Are you going?” asked he, more injured 
than ever. “ I can't Bleep, and I’ve been alone 
all the morning.” 

“Very well,” said Janet, “ask me prettily 
to stay, and I will.” 

“Please stay—I’ll be so good,” said Darral; 
and they both laughed, and it seemed to break 
the ioe between them as nothing had before 
done. 

“What shall I read?” asked Janet. “Here’s 
a new story of Miss Thackeray’s—will that 
do?” 

“Admirably,” said Darral; “and, indeed, 
sick or well, I don’t know of anybody’s stories 
that could do better in every sense.” 

Darral lounged on the sofa, and looked very 
handsome and interesting, and Janet Ashmore 
seated herself near him, and began to read. 

Clancy thought he was listening to the 
romance, but he was only watching her, and 
drinking in her delicious voice; such a pecu¬ 
liar voice, with an odd sort of chord in it that 
made it pathetic or harsh, according to her 
mood, occasionally with a trick of sounding as 
if it had tears in it, as Frency people say. 

She looked very lovely as she sat there. 
She had on a gown of pale-green India silk, 
with little hangings of delicato lace at the 
neck and wrists, like sea-foam; and she seemed 
so fair and unearthly, that Darral got to think¬ 
ing about nymphs, and other unreal creatures, 
with which no common-sense man would trouble 
his brain for an instant. 

She read the little story through, and glanced 
up to see if he was tired. 

“Is that all?” he asked, regretfully. 

“One does wish it were longer,” she said; 
“it’s a gem.” 

But Darral only regretted losing the sound 
of her voice as it lingered over the musical 
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periods. I do believe he could not have given 
the slightest outline of the plot; and that’s the 
way poor story writers are treated in this 
world, and I am informed that certain good 
people are positive they will fare still worse in 
the next. 

They spent the whole morning in that quiet 
room and did not quarrel, though when Darral 
was alone once more he wondered how it hap¬ 
pened, and was angry with the widow for pity¬ 
ing his misfortune, and vexed with himself 
for having been cheated into transitory good 
humor. But his vexation did not prevent the 
next morning being a repetition of the “golden 
peace,” and by the time it was over, Darral 
ceased to think. 

All his wisdom and experience, his cynicism 
and the rest, had failed to rid him of the im¬ 
pulsiveness and excitability which he always 
tried to believe were gone out with his first 
youth, and the old love had always lain much 
closer to his heart, under its burden of bitter¬ 
ness and wrath, than he knew. 

Miss Minturn remained away almost a week. 
To her inetfable disgust, she wrote Janet, in a 
very witty letter, in which she reviled relations 
in divers amusing phrases, and wished herself 
an ostrich in the desert at least. If she meant to 
establish her empire over Clancy Darral, it was 
unfortunate for the young lady that fate and 
her relations conspired to prolong her period 
of absence; for Darral had gone down into 
fathomless depths of old dreams and memo¬ 
ries. 

Not that ho acknowledged it to himself; his 
head was in such a whirl that he did not think, 
and so he had a few delightful days; for how¬ 
ever dearly they may cost, those seasons, when 
one drifts along without a singlo warning reflec¬ 
tion, are very pleasant. Nor was Janet Ash- 
mere trying to recal her old ascendency over 
him in order to prove that she still possessed 
the ability of wounding him. She did not 
expect a renewal of his affection; she knew 
that it was not in her power to accept it if it j 
were offered; but she never dreamed that he 
had any mind to give her such an opportunity. 
All she wanted was to be friends; it hurt her 
cruelly to have him estranged ; to see in every 
look that he still blamed her for the past and 
had not forgiven. She had often thought that 
if he were ever engaged to another woman, 
she could to some extent clear herself in his 
esteem by telling him the whole truth, and 
allowing him to see that she had been the vic¬ 
tim, instead of the mistress of her fate. 

But the truth is, people never grow very wise 


where their hearts are concerned. Girls and 
boys of twenty are apt to think that romance 
and feeling, and all that, belong exclusively to 
their age, whereas not more than one human 
being in fifty is capable of knowing anything 
: about them at that season, in spite of novels 
and Romeo and Juliet. 

The house was nearly empty; Agnes Suther¬ 
land was a great deal occupied with Mrs, 
Thomas, and Guy would not have given up his 
shooting to entertain the Eiqperor of Morocco— 
if there bo such a monarch, which I doubt; 
but the name is suggested by my new slippers, 
so down it goes. 

So the pair were left to their own devices, 
and they found them wonderfully interesting. 
Janet was very blind just then in her humility, 
for she only thought that Darral had consented 
to put by his resentment and be friendly with 
her; she told herself over and over that was 
all she wanted; she could accept no warmer 
sentiment if he had it to offer, and so at least 
he was spared pain. As for pain to herself, 
oh, that did not matter; she was a woman and 
accustomed to it! If the moment arrived when 
she might tell him the whole truth about their 
dreary past, claim his sympathy, hear him say 
that if she had not aoted rightly she had at 
least acted from good motives, and receive the 
promise of his friendship for the future, she 
should be quite satisfied. Life was hard, and 
cold, and dull, like a stony beach from which 
the tide has gone out; but she could endure it; 
at least to free her conscience from its secret, 
and make her cours* clear in his eyes, would 
relieve her of the portion of the burden that 
lay heaviest upon her. 

The days went on; Darral* a shoulder was 
quite well again; but whenever Guy inquired 
concerning it, Darral made wry faces and mut- 
tered indistinctly, because he desired to pro¬ 
long his confinement to the house, and was 
afraid he should be dragged out by his im¬ 
petuous friend if he acknowledged the truth. 
So the quiet hours in the library took their 
course—the sauntering walks among the beauti¬ 
ful shrubberies—the watchings of the moon 
from the hill-top—the poetry reading—the long 
talks—the bewitching idleness generally. 

Owen Meredith must have a very pleasant 
fame if he realized it; for I don’t suppose two 
people, now-a-days—I mean the sort of people 
one cares to know or write about—ever get 
near love-making without reading him, and 
quarreling with him, and liking him notwith¬ 
standing. It is ail very well to talk about his 
stealing from Heine—nobody wants love-poetry 
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done in Dutch. Very young people believe in 
him altogether; those grown older know that 
the sadness and the misanthropy are not quite 
real, not always true; but it is pleasant to be 
made sentimental in spite of wisdom. 

D.irral had been reading Auz Italiens aloud 
to Janet Ashmore. The last brightness of the 
sunset flashed in through the open windows 
and crowned Janet’s head like a halo as she 
leaned back in her chair listening to the musi¬ 
cal’ measures. Darral’s voice died away, the 
book dropped from his hand, and for a few 
moments there was a silence. 

Presently Janet heard him repeat softly: 

“I think in the lives of most women and men, 

There's a moment when all might go smooth and even; 

If only the dead could And out when 

To come back and be forgiven.” 

Janet caught the words and they gave her a 
new hope; they had been dead to one another 
all these ydars; but heaven in its mercy had 
permitted them to meet that she might ask the 
forgiveness for which she had longed, night 
and day, during their separation. 

“Do you really believe that?” she asked, 
suddenly. 

“It may be so,” he answered, dreamily. “We 
know how often a word might have made it all 
clear between two hearts if fate would only 
have allowed it spoken.” 

“If that thought could only teach us faith,” 
she said, sadly; “if we could only trust our 
friends, however much appearances may bo 
against them—could believe they meant no 
wrong, no cruelty.” 

He rested his head on his hand and sat 
gazing inquiringly at her. She was leaning 
back in her chair, her eyes cast down; the red 
light had died, and her face looked pale and 
still in the gray ttvilight. 

“Of what are you thinking?” he asked, 
quickly. 

A wave of color stole up to her forehead and 
faded. 

“Of ourselves,” she answered, softly. “You 
said this morning that we were friends.” 

“Yes; and it is very pleasant to me.” 

“I am glad of that,” she said, and paused, 
longing to go on, but it was so difficult to find 
words. She could not bear to allow this oppor¬ 
tunity to pass; fate deemed to offer it to her; 
if she neglected ft there might never in all 
their lives be a ihoment in which she could 
make her explanation so freely—she had 
thought she could speak without hesitation, 
bat now that the time had come, it was terribly 
hard. 


“Very pleasant,” Darral repeated, and was 
silent too. 

She might have repented her words if she 
could have known of what he .was thinking as 
he sat there outwardly so calm, though his 
brain whirled and his breath came in quick 
gasps. He was overwhelmed by a revelation 
that had burst suddenly upon him—he loved 
this woman still! In spite of everything, he 
loved her, with all the poetry with which his 
youthful imagination had surrounded her, with 
the strength and fervor of the present time 
added, he loved her. She was the ideal of his 
early dream, but something better, higher yet, 
purified and developed into a womanhood more 
perfect than the promise of her girlhood had 
been. 

He forgot all his dear-bought wisdom, his 
fondly cherished misanthropy, his bitterness, 
his wrath—he remembered only that she sat 
there before him, and that he loved her. If a 
few days before an angel from heaven had 
assured him this could be, he would not have 
believed it; if he had understood the feelings 
that already softened his heart by their power, 
be would have called himself mad; but he was 
willing now to be mad—glad. Everything 
connected with the past appeared so different 
in that moment of quick reflection. If she had 
done wrong she was very sorry for it, that was 
plain; it was not to be remembered longer. 
The dead past had been resuscitated—the 
severed hearts were united, and the blessed 
moment bad arrived when forgiveness could be 
silently desired and granted, “and all might 
go smooth and even.” 

He was going to speak—some wild utterance 
of passionate love was on his lips, when her 
voice checked him. 

“I wish it might be so with us,” Janet said, 
unconscious of the time she had consumed in 
that effort to speak. “I wish I might trust to 
your friendship and speak as freely as the dead 
must do when they meet.” 

“Andyou may,” he said; “you may.” 

“You are very kind,” she said. 

“Kind to myself, then; it doesn’t need such 
words between us.” 

“ I have always soothed myself with the hope 
that some time we might meet and I be able to 
speak freely,” she said, quietly enough, though 
she had grown very pale, and the white hands 
folded in her lap trembled like born lilies. 

He could not bear that she should humiliate 
herself; “he loved her, and even her own lips 
must not speak blame of his idol. Whatever 
she had done amiss she had suffered therefrom; 
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he saw it now by the tremor which shook her 
frame as she attempted to utter this confession. 
And he wanted none; he wanted nothing but 
the assurance of her love, and he cried out, 
hastily: 

“ Don’t say any more, Janet; not a word more. ” 

She was so occupied with her own thoughts, 
so far from haring had a glimpse of the feel¬ 
ings that were in his mind, that even now she 
did not comprehend what his eagerness meant. 

“I want to tell you,” she said; “it might 
never be so easy as now.” 

“But when I tell you that is not necessary; 
that I will hare neither excuse or self-reproach; 
it is for me to make them to myself.” 

“That is carrying generosity to a fault,” she 
answered, with a sad smile; “I might have 
kuown you would do so.” 

He made a movement to rise from his seat; 
he was ready to clasp her hands—to fall at her 
feet and pour out the story of his love and 
trust; but her voice stopped him again. She 
had not noticed him rise; she had only stopped 
for an instant to overcome the suffocating sen¬ 
sation in ber throat; she eould go on now in 
that marvelous voice which was more pathetic 
than tears. 

“You will let me tell you—under other cir¬ 
cumstances I could not—but now you are my 
friend, and life has gone so far beyond the 
possibility of change with me, that I need not 
hesitate to speak.” 

“I don’t understand,” he said, reseating 
himself. “ What do you mean ?” 

“That I could not speak under other ciroum- 
stances; it would look unwomanly, don’t you 
see ? But now that we are friends, that we can 
never be more—I am saying it all very fool¬ 
ishly; but what 1 mean is this: you are willing 
now to have my friendship, and as neither 
you, nor probably any other man, can ever 
have more, I need not hesitate.” 

There was a roaring in Darral’s ears as if a 
cannon had exploded close to them, an insane 
wrath burning up his very blood; but he eat 
still. She had duped him again; here he was, 
completely deceived by her arts, and not caring 
te act the comedy further, she chose to close 
with this scene. 

Perhaps few men have been much nearer 
murder and not committed it than Clancy Dar- 
ral was at that moment. But some friendly 
spirit seemed to aid him with a quick thought; 
neither reproaches or angry words could hurt 
her-~thcy would only be a proof of her power 
to wound; but he could sting her yet; he had 
not wholly betrayed himself. 


The next instant Janet Ashmore, sitting there 
with her eyes cast down, he cheeks tingling 
with blushes, hoping to hear some word that 
should make her confession easier, was startled 
by a laugh so mocking and insolent, that she 
stared at him in the sort of angry stupor a 
blow might have caused her. 

“I do understand now,” he said, in the 
softest, most cutting tones. “My dear lady, 
how very kind of you to take so much trouble 
in my behalf! You wanted to warn me that it 
would be useless for me to fall in love with 
you; but, in your desire to be magnanimoua, 
you forget the old Frenoh song—* Fenton re/wer 
ce qu'on rioffrt pasV ” 

Janet was out of her chair, and standing 
before him with a face like ashes, and her 
brown eyes fairly biasing. 

“I did not think any man could insult a 
woman as you have done,” she said. “I think 
you must be mad.” 

Darral laughed again—he saw her wince! 
His thought had been prophetic—she was 
hurt! He had turned the tables with a ven¬ 
geance; just when she believed he was about 
to expose himself, and show a triple idiot, 
he had spoiled her triumph, and placed her in 
the most humiliating position a woman can 
reach—she had refused his love before it was 
offered. 

“I am at a loss to see how I have insulted 
you,” he said, laughing again, though his 
voice sounded sharp and angry. “Believe me, 

; Mrs. Ashmore, I understand you thoroughly! I 
| have seemed your dupe during this past week, 

• in which you chose to act a comedy. I think I 
| have supported you tolerably well. You be- 
| lieved me in earnest; you grew weary of the 
play; you thought tbe time had arrived when 
you could make me expose myself—plead— 
pray—ask for hope from you, and find your 
heart a stone-” 

“Oh! this is infamous!” she broke in. “You 
can accuse me of this—you-” 

“I will not accuse you at all,” he inter¬ 
rupted in his turn. “The scene ends here— 
slightly a fiasco, I fear; but at least you have 
the satisfaction of knowiBg you acted admi¬ 
rably, even if the audience was not appre¬ 
ciative.” 

She eould not bear the horrible outrage 
longer; she turned to leave hiip without a word, 
stopped, moved back. Angry as sbe was, she 
knew that in the years of silence, worse than 
death, which must ensue, years in whioh sbo 
never meant to see his face, she knew that she 
fhould often reproaoh herself for not having 
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told him the whole truth while there was still 
an opportunity of doing right, however un¬ 
worthy he might have proved himself of such 
conduct on her part. 

“This is your revenge,” she said, slowly; 
“if there is in your soul any trace of the man 
I onee believed you, some day this vengeance 
will be very bitter. When we first met, I told 
myself that you hated me. I owed you qn 
apology then; you have chosen to take retrU 
but ion into your own hands, so we are quits.” 

“I am at a loss to know what apology you 
owed me,” he replied. “So you thought I had 
gone mourning over the ruin of a youthful 
romance. I am sorry to have disappointed 
you.” 

“You have disappointed me, but not in the 
way you think,” she said, calmly. “Let us 
end here. Two or three days must pass before 
either of us can leave our friends without ex¬ 
citing suspicion; we will, if you please, pre¬ 
serve the comedy of appearances to the last; 
after that-” 

“Why, after that,” he cried, “this world 
and the next are wide enough so that we need 
not meet, God grant!” 

“God grant it!” she replied, and was gone. 

During the next half hour of solitude, Darral 
felt as if he were left to guard a lunatic—such 
faculties as could reason had to strive hard to 
keep him from some outrageous act that should 
make their miserable secret known to the whole 
world. He cursed her and himself, and every¬ 
thing on earth and above it. He raved as, 
maybe, you have done at some crisis in life, 
when you stood face to face with the ruin of 
your last hope of happiness, and a terrible 
Bhame and humiliation added—as men do 
rage and rave when they reach a strait like 
that, though we sneer at it as unnatural and 
overwrought when put into books. 

He was brought back to his senses by the 
Bound of wheels—a carriage had driven up to 
the veranda. Peering out through the shutters, 
he saw Miss Mintum just descending the steps. 
Sutherland and his wife had come up from the 
opposite direction, and were gayly welcoming 
her. Darrel heard his own name pronounced, 
and rushed away by a door which led into a 
side-hall, and escaped from the house. He had 
passed through the shrubberies, and was out 
on the hill before he could control himself to 
remember how like a Bedlamite he was behav¬ 
ing. He would be missed—dinner would be 
on the table; he must get back to the house, 
and seem indifferent! 

Back he . want, up to hi* room, dressed, and 


got down stairs again to find new people 
arrived, the library in a blaze of light, and 
Miss Mintum in a higher flow of spirits than 
ever after her journey, with her eyes blazing 
like stars. 

Mrs. Ashmore was not visible; as dinner was 
announced Darral heard Miss Mintum tell her 
hostess that Janet would not be down—she 
was in bed with one of her headaches—Janet 
had such dreadful headaches. Then the women 
all sympathized, and the men looked indulgent, 
but superior, and slightly contemptuous, as 
men will when headache is mentioned. 

The evening passed; of qourso, Darral de¬ 
voted himself to Miss Minturn, and she had 
never been so charming, so friendly, with an 
odd little shyness perceptible which he had 
not observed in her before. 

He saw Janet Ashmore at breakfast the next 
morning, and took pains to address her fre¬ 
quently, .congratulating himself on being so 
self-possessed. But all the while there was a 
tornado in his mind; the one distinct thought 
was a desire to prove to this soulless creature 
that his words had been true; that from the 
first be had seen through her wiles, and meant 
to punish her. 

There was nothing, in his present mood, that 
he would not have done to accomplish this, 
even to the wrecking of every hope of future 
peace life might have left. He could not touch 
her heart, but he could sting her by the utter 
failure of her schemes, for she was at least 
vulnerable in her vanity. 

They were to go to Bald Mountain that day, 
with the usual determination of people never 
to give themselves a moment's rest in the 
country. Dnrral rode by Miss Mintum, de¬ 
voted himself to her during the whole day, and 
she seemed very content, quite regardless of 
the sour looks of two or three old prudes from 
neighboring houses, who joined the party, and 
showed plainly that they considered it very 
improper for the flirtation to go on longer. 

Another day passed, and then Darral an¬ 
nounced to his friends that he had received a 
letter which called him back to town. He was 
deaf to expostulations; he would go on the 
morrow; this torture was not longer to be 
borne. 

“Positively going,” Miss Mintnm said, as 
they walked up and down the veranda in the 
twilight. “Oh, dear me! that is the worst of 
having a few pleasant weeks such as these 
have been, they have to come to an end.” 

“ Do you say that by way of expressing de¬ 
corous regret 1” 
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“No; I never do that; I mean it.” 

“And they have been very, very pleasant to 
me,” he said. 

At that moment he saw Janet Ashmore pass- i 
ing down the garden-path on the arm of her ! 
notable, who had appeared again at the hnuse; 
he was bending toward her in eager conver- j 
Bation, and she was listening with her bead ] 
bowed. There was a feeling in the back ofj 
Darral’s head as if a small trip-hammer was 
pounding vigorously, an odd mist before his 
eyes, which made the trees on the lawn seem 
performing an impromptu dance. Anything 
to prove to this woman his utter indifference— 
anything! He turned toward Miss Minturn 
again; her beautiful eyes sank slowly under 
his ; a tremulous smile quivered about her lips. 

“What are you thinking of so seriously?” 
she asked. 

“Of going away.** 

“Ah! if you don’t want to, please be good- 
natured and stay,” she said, with what seemed 
a poor attempt at her usual playfulness. “We 
shall miss you dreadfully. 

“ Now, who may ‘ we’ be ?” he asked. 

“Very well, myself then ; I shall miss you.” 

One more glance across the lawn ; he caught 
the white flutter of Janet Ashmore’s dress, saw 
that the pair had stopped and were conversing 
earnestly. 

“ Either that means nothing or a great deal,” 
he said, while the trip-hammer renewed its 
beat, and the trees executed a dance. “Be 
frank, and say which it is?” 

He would have been glad to make his voice 
soft and tender; it sounded like the rasping of 
a file in his own ears; he wanted to smile sadly } 
and knew he was making a terrible grimace, 


like a person with colic. But Miss Minturn 
was not looking at him; she was idly pulling 
a trumpet-flower to bits, and the color had 
heightened in her cheeks. No matter what he 
said, or how he looked, anything to make his 
vengeance on that woman complete, if he cursed 
himself for an idiot during all time to come. 

“You won’t speak!” he said. 

“You don’t tell me what you wish me to say,” 
she answered, looking up with a coquettish 
smile; but in an instant her head drooped 
again, and a grave expression crept over her 
features. 

“Say that you will miss me; that you will 
be glad to see me again.” 

“Yes—very glad.” 

A woman’s laugh rang up from the shrub¬ 
beries, merry and careless as that of a child. 
Darrel heard it, and it seemed to deprive him 
of the last power of self-restraint. A black¬ 
ness Hwam before his eyes; he could only see 
Juliet Minturn’s face indistinctly; his own 
voice sounded faint and far off, but he knew 
that he was speaking mechanically, as if he 
were an automaton, and some power over which 
he had no control were forcing him to utter 
the words. 

“ I could not go without telling you what is 
close to my heart ; you roust have seen, must 
know what I mean ; you are not angry ?” 

“No; not angry! You would not have me 
see or fancy what you have not choBen to 
reveal-” 

She left the sentence unfinished ; but Darral 
knew that he had sealed his own fate, and in 
the same instant he felt how mad and reck¬ 
less the act had been. 

(to be concluded.) 


BOY BLOW I) 

*Y HENRY 

Hat* you ever forgotten, niy friend, 

The bubbles wo used to blow? 

How high up the bubble* we'd send? 

How with rainbow colors they’d glow? 

* All the beautiful things 01 the world 
Seemed to shine in their texture, guy, 

As they soared, and dipped, and whirled, 

And floated, and—fell away. 

But “ we all blow bubbles.” "Tis true. 

Not merely as children alone. 

One-half of the aims we pursue, 

Are bubbles we’ve never outgrown. 

The merchant is seeking for wealth;. 

He strives ’till his eyes grow dim, 

*T1I1 he loses his ell In his health— 

, What’s gold but a bubble to him ? ' 


rG BUBBLES. 

J. VERNON. 

The scholar turns night into day, 

And misses his goal at last. 

What are conquests to Panny the gay, 
When her youth and her beanty are past? 
They are shadows, as all bubbles are, 

Yet the general, still the same. 

Blows his bubble of blood and war, 

And famine—and calls it fame! 

Yes! we “all blow bubbles.” And why? 

Is life such a cheat, after all? 

Have we only to live and to die. 

Like the flowers Uiat, blossom and fall? 
There are holler objects In life. 

Than this blowing of bubbles, my friend. 
There Is duty, and work, even strife; 

But there’s victory, too, at the end! 
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BY DAISY VENTNOR. 


Oxly two innocent-looking cards—“Mrs. 
Stuart Mackenzie, at home, Thursday even¬ 
ing, March 17th”—but what a commotion they 
raised! 

Lucia Southwell sat lazily in her easy-chair 
with a face of mingled amusement And vexation, 
watching Shirley Ferrars’ indignant fingers as 
she packed a trunk with great rapidity and 
exactness, looking as if she possessed the 
pent-up energy of a second Atlas. 

“Shirley! Don't you think it’s all very un¬ 
necessary?” 

Two blue eyes raised themselves with a flash, 
and the dark eyebrows kept them company by 
a sudden arch, while two scornful red lips 
said, emphatically, 

“No Stop looking so ridiculously plaintive, 
Lucia.” 

“Then don't shower exclamation points, with 
dagger-tips, at me,” retorted her cousin. “ But 
I never before thought that you were afraid to 
face anything.” 

“Dearest, I can't please you by being piqued 
into staying,” quoth Shirley, passing from acid 
to sweet with amiable celerity. “Your grand 
Sultan may have an opportunity to throw his 
royal handkerchief at any one but me.” 

“What becomes of the letters, and the 
‘fondest hopes and wishes?’ ” 

“I can’t help it,” and Shirley grew prickly 
again. “It’s all very fine for grandpa and old 
Mrs. Murray to have conceived a plan to unite 
the houses of Ferrars and Mackenzie, after the 
old Scotch or English fashion; but I will not 
be dragged up in such a barefaced manner for 
formal inspection by my lord. A pretty idea 
he’d have of me if I fell into his hand like 
a ripe peAcli. Thank you, no! If grandpa 
wanted me to hate the man outright, he took 
just the steps for that result: and if Murray 
Mackenzie wants to see me, he’d have to take 
a long journey to find me.” 

“ But, Shirley, it looks so like a storm, and 
jou are going without an escort.” 

“ A storm that amounts to anything in March ? 
Pshaw! It will be fine to-morrow, and I travel 
on alone. Lucia, my resolve is as fixed as the 
laws of the Medes and Persians; and I mean 
to make my dear Mrs. Ireton a visit if I go 
through seven feet of snow to get there.” 

Vol. LIX.— 18 


Whereupon, Shirley left off packing, and 
shone a perfect sunbeam upon the much- 
enduring Lucia for the rest of the afternoon, 
causing her cousin to exclaim, with a resigned 
sigh, at last, 

“You are such a swindle, Shirley! I sup¬ 
pose I must make the best excuse I can for 
you to-morrow night, to Mrs. Mackenzie; but 
whatever comes of this absurd runaway jour¬ 
ney of yours, remember, dear, you will have 
only your naughty self to blame.” 

The leaden sky next morning was strongly 
suggestive of a storm; but Lucia knew her 
perverse guest well enough not to attempt 
further remonstrance; so she drove down in 
the carriage to the station with her, and saw 
Shirley safely into a seat on the train going 
East. And then she bade her good-by, very 
lovingly, (for, with all their dissimilarities, 
the girls were warmly attached to each other,) 
and went off to find her carriage. But an 
aggravating up-train had gotten on the track, 
and Lucia was forced to seat herself for a few 
minutes in the waiting-room, and being beside 
an open window, became the unintentional 
auditor of two gentlemen who were leaning 
against it, outside, just above her head. 

“Bad enough for a fellow to look forward to 
taking a wife in some far-remote age, without 
dreadful posthumous wishes cropping up un¬ 
expectedly,” said somebody, in a languid, half¬ 
laughing voice—and yet a voice that had some¬ 
thing irresistably pleasant about it. “Don’t 
you want the reversion of my chance, Langley ? 
I’ll throw a cool thousand into the bargain, if 
yon’ll promise to comfort mother, and make 
love to the young lady. You might do the 
latter with impuriity, for no one knows you in 
this Knickerbocker town, and I’ve grown out 
of remembrance since I left it.” 

“So, that’s what you’re running away for?” 
asked the other, with a laugh. “No more pluck 
than that, Murray?” 

“Not a bit,” said the first speaker, phleg¬ 
matically. “I told mother I should not stay 
to be inspected, matrimonially, in cool blood, 
by any damsel, however fair; so I dropped 
a line to my old friends, the Iretons, and 
announced that I would spend two days with 
them in New Haven.” 

279 


Digitized by v^iOOQLe 



280 


CAUGHT IN THE 8 NOW-DR I FT 8. 


“The Iretons? Those delightful people whom 
we met at Dresden?’* 

“Exactly. Dear little woman, isn’t she? 
Just my beau-ideal. If one could only be sure 
of finding another like her! So my poor 
mother is hereby driven distracted, (sent out 
her cards for an ‘at home,’ just to introduce 
the high contracting parties,) and I left her 
inventing excuses to give for my non-appear¬ 
ance. Good-by, Langley; go to the reception, 
by all means, and don’t forget to give me your 
opinion of Miss Ferrara;” and as the conductor 
sung out, “All aboard!’* Murray Mackenzie 
waved a farewell, and jumped on the train as 
it rolled slowly out of the depot. 

Lucia Southwell found her carriage, and lean¬ 
ing back on t he soft cushions as she drove home, 
laughed, long and merrily. 

“ I believe I was guilty of an unconcious 
prophecy,” said she. “I told Shirley she had 
only herself to blame for the results of her 
madcap journey. Did ever anyone hear of 
such a pair! I’d give anything to see Shirley’s 
face when she encounters him at the Iretons. 
Serve her right, and him, too, for that matter. 
And so that was Murray Mackenzie. I should 
never have known him; but he’s handsomer 
than ever. Oh, Shirley, my dear! I hope that 
retribution awaits you both, for the worry that 
you have caused poor Mrs. Mackenzie and me!” 

There being no compartment-cars upon the 
train, Shirley made herself as comfortable as 
she could with a shawl, and secretly lamented 
that she had left her traveling-rug behind, ns 
sho felt sundry draughts stealing up the back 
of her neck. Slio was very self-reliant, and 
her disregard of an escort was quite charac¬ 
teristic ; but when, at Chatham, the snow began 
to fall iu very sober earnest, with a wind ac¬ 
companiment that shook the oars themselves, 
she admitted to herself, with a very unwonted 
quaking of heart, that she wished she had not 
been so hasty, and resolved in her mind what 
upon earth she should do if she missed the 
connecting train at Springfield. Then she tried 
to read the new novel which she had been in¬ 
terested in the night before ; but it had grown 
suddenly stupid, and she was too uneasy with 
the rapidly increasing storm, and the slow pro¬ 
gress of the train, to get up any enthusiasm 
over fictitious heroines. 

At la 9 t, tho very catastrophe that she had 
been anticipating occurred; the engine gave a 
long, despairing groan, the car-wlieels slipped, 
creaked, and then oarao to a dead stop. 

‘•Can’t get on neither way,” announced an 
Inquisitive fellow-passenger opposite, in true 
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Yankee drawl, as he thrust his head out of the 
window. That declaration was quite sufficient 
for the rest of the American public, as repre¬ 
sented in the car, and a general stampede of 
all the male passengers ensued. Shirley pushed 
her window up about two inches, and surveyed 
the prospect with a somewhat dismayed face. 
The wind seemed to come from all four quar¬ 
ters of the heavens at once, the drifts nearly 
reached the tops of the fences, and tho snow 
fell so fast and thick that you could hardly see 
an inch before you. So Shirley drew her win¬ 
dow down again, and leaned her head against 
the pane, feeling nervous, and, truth to say, 
bitterly cross. 

“Allow me,” said n low, well-bred voice be¬ 
hind her, and a gentleman’s hand threw a 
traveling-rug across the back of her seat. 
“ You will find this a more comfortable pillow.” 

Shirley raised her head, rather haughtily, 
and said, not too civilly: 

“ I am quite comfortable. Pray keep year 
rug.” 

Without a word the offending traveler re¬ 
moved his property to his own scat, and Shir¬ 
ley had the supreme satisfaction of thinking 
she had been unnecessarily rude. A fit of peni¬ 
tence took possession of her; she wished she 
had been more affable, and began to wonder 
what her neighbor looked like. She was too 
proud to satisfy her curiosity by glancing be¬ 
hind her, so she lay quite still, and presently 
be got up, passed down the car, and went out* 
side. Shirley watched him through her half- 
closed eyelids; a tall, fair man, with soft brown 
whiskers and mustacho, handsome and distin¬ 
guished-looking, with an air of quiet repose, 
that made him appear unmistakably a gentle¬ 
man. 

Meantime, the storm went on as violently as 
ever; the passengers wandered slowly back to 
their seats, stamping off the snow they had 
collected, until a small stream of water be¬ 
gan to trickle down the center of tho car. 
It was growing dark now, and no prospect of 
moving, and the brakeman, who came in pe¬ 
riodically to shake up tho stoves, finally an¬ 
nounced, in a cheerful voice, that “the coal 
was all aout!” 

“My goodness me!” gasped a prim spinster 
in front of Shirley, “shall we all freeze stiff?” 

“Hope not, mum; wc’vo sent throo different 
men back to git ingines, and if they haint all 
lost their way, we’ll see ’em during the night, 
sure!” responded the brakeman. 

Shirley had it in her heart to cry like a baby. 
She felt that it would be a relief to her feelings 
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to exterminate Murray Mackenzie from the face 
of the earth, because he was the main cause of 
her being in such a novel and unpleasant situ¬ 
ation. She wished the gentleman would offer 
her his rug again—but, no! he was apparently 
asleep, with his cap pulled over his eyes. So, 
it grow darker and colder, and Shirley’s eyes 
heavier, and, in trying to watch the drifts 
cover up the bit of fence opposite, she fell 
asleep. 

When she awoke, several hours after, it was 
with a violent start, occasioned by the creak¬ 
ing and groaning of the car-wheels beneath 
her, and for a moment she was so bewildered, 
that she did not know where she was. The 
dim rays of a lamp at the end of the car showed 
her fellow-sufferers stretched out in various 
uncomfortable positions, and as she lifted her 
face, the cold, raw air struck across it, un¬ 
pleasantly enough. Then she wondered how 
she had managed to keep warm, and lifting 
her hand to her neck she encountered the soft 
fur of a rug, and became conscious that she was 
completely enveloped in that rejected article! 
Up went Shirley’s head, with sudden impetu¬ 
osity, to meet the gaze of a pair of dork gray 
eyes, fixed curiously upon her. 

“ I am afraid that you have felt the want of 
your rug,” said she, making the amende honor¬ 
able in a winningly sweet voice; you are so 
very kind—thank you !” 

The stranger lifted his cap politely, but 
coldly. 

“ Pray don’t—you needed it more than I did,” 
he said, however. 

Shirley bit her lips; she was longing to ask 
where they were going (for the cars were 
moving at last, very slowly,) but the gentle¬ 
man’s voice did not invite further conversation, 
so she nestled down in the corner again, feel¬ 
ing very hungry and forlorn, and not at all like 
the dignified, elegant Miss Ferrars. 

Another weary hour dragged itself out, and 
then Shirley saw the lights of a station glim¬ 
mering through her window, and stood up, 
straightening her hat, with a vague idea that 
she must move, somewhere! She folded up 
the rug, took her bag in her hand, and was 
just starting, when the sphynx-like individual 
behind her spoke again. 

“If you will stop here for a moment, I will 
try to find out if we can get on to-night. If 
not”-~something in Shirley’s face made him 
pause*, and ask abruptly—“Don’t you want 
something to eat?” 

“Dosperately,” said Shirley, with a smile 
dancing up in her eyes. 


Her mirth was contagious, for he added, with 
a laugh, 

“So do I,” and then disappeared in the 
darkness. 

Presently ho returned, and said, cheerfully* 
“We shall have to make the beBt of it, Wear. 
The conductor says we cannot possibly get on 
before morning.” 

Shirley uttered a dismayed “oh!” 

“I think we can find some oysters at the 
station,” he said, reassuringly, and then* 
(“though I cannot presume to advise your 
movement,) you might go to such an hotel as 
the place affords. It’s probably a mere country 
tavern; but even so, isn’t that better than sit¬ 
ting here for the rest of the night?” 

“Infinitely,” said Shirley, with a relieved 
face, and taking his arm, as she jumped down 
into a snow-drift, thinking that fate was 
extremely obliging to send her such assist¬ 
ance. 

Inside the station they found the room 
crowded with their forlorn fellow-passengers, 
and cups of weak tea were walking around 
with a suggestion of oysters in the air. Shir¬ 
ley deposited herself on a seat, and the gen¬ 
tleman started to order something edible, when 
an after-thought brought him back again to 
her side. 

“ I beg your pardon—would you like to tele¬ 
graph your friends? If the storm continues, 
the wires may be down before morning.” 

Shirley intimated that she agreed to the 
proposition; but while her new friend had 
gone in search of telegraph blanks, it occurred 
to her to suspect that this was a neat little 
trap to ascertain her name. All of which was 
most unjust on her part, and the gentleman 
was secretly amused to see that the dispatch 
which she handed him (it was to Lucia) had 
merely initials as a signature. But her pre¬ 
cautions were useless; he was destined to be 
enlightened ere long, and to turn the tables 
upon her. 

As Shirley sat sipping her tea, and feeling 
grateful that it possessed the one redeeming 
quality of being hot, a pleasant-looking, mid¬ 
dle-aged lady, with gray hair, came across the 
room and spoke to her. 

“Are you traveling alone, my dear?” she 
asked, in a gentle voice. 

“Yes, I am,” said Shirley, “and it seems to 
me that we are in a very uncomfortable situa¬ 
tion.” 

“It is bad,” said the lady, smiling, “but I 
think I shall go up to the hotel presently, and 
try to sleep a little. My dear, if you like, I 
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shall be glad to take charge of you; I have a 
daughter at home, who is about your age.” 

“Oh, thank you!” said Shirley, gratefully, 
looking so animatedly handsome in her relief, 
that her cavalier, just returning from the tele¬ 
graph-office, announced to himself that it was 
the loveliest rose-bud face he had ever had the 
good fortune to look at. 

Shirley was just beginning to view the dis¬ 
comforts of her position from a ludicrous stand¬ 
point, and feeling that she must make amends 
for her previous ungraciousness, she made room 
for him at her side, and was so sparkling, 
witty, and brilliant, that ho admired her more 
than ever, and began to wonder who Bhe was. 
But their pleasant chat was brought to an end 
by the announcement that the hotel sleigh was 
ready; and Shirley wWs pushed in between the 
lady who had offered to take care of her and 
a deaf old lady, with a trumpet. Opposite sat 
an unfledged boy, with a basket, at his feet, 
from whence proceeded a subdued cackle, that 
strongly suggested chickens, and the fact was 
proved beyond doubt, for, when half-way up 
the hill, the sleigh gave a lurch that precipi¬ 
tated Shirley directly into the handsome stran¬ 
ger’s arms, and rolled the poor deaf lady into 
the basket. The hens squaked horribly, and 
the old lady wailed aloud, and begged to know 
whether “ we was all dead, now,” and said she 
“knowed we’d run foul of an ingine.” 

Shirley, hardly able to speak for laughter, 
extricated herself, and then managed to pick 
up the old lady, and after screaming comfort¬ 
ing news to her through the speaking-trumpet, 
she asked the boy whether his chickens had 
come to grief. 

“ No, mnrm!” exclaimed that aggrieved 
youth, as he eyed the old lady vindictively, 
“but they oughter be smashed to a jelly, arter 
that heavy old woman a-sitting on ’em—blame 
her! She sot down on my corns beside.” 

Shirley heard an echo of her laugh from be¬ 
neath the blonde mustache opposite, but the 
sleigh drew up in front of the tavern, and when 
her cavalier assisted her out, ho looked cool 
and dignified as ever. 

Shirloy and the middle-aged lady (whose 
name proved to be Mrs. Hartley) seated them¬ 
selves in the sitting-room, where they were 
stared at by a tall young woman, of melan¬ 
choly countenance, with long black ringlets on 
each side of her face, which gave her a strong 
resemblance to a King Charles poodle. Pre¬ 
sently the gentleman came in to say that he 
had been able to secure but one room for both 
ladies, as the house was so full. But they were 


t only too glad to have even limited accommoda- 
i tions, provided they were warm, 
i “Good-night, then,” said Shirley, as the 
| melancholy young person offered to show them 
| up stairs. “Oh! 1 quite forgot to ask if my| 
small hat-box could be brought here; that is, 
if it will not give you too much trouble.” 

The gentleman assured her that he could 
send the driver back for it, so she gave him 
her check, and ran off after the others. 

Murray Mackenzie (for, of course, it was he 
to whom mischievous fate had thrown this op¬ 
portunity,) walked up and down the piazza, 
smoking, and waiting for the hat-box, regard¬ 
less of the snow, until he looked like a polar 
bear. Finally, it arrived, and as he came in¬ 
side the door, and gave the man directions 
where to cayry it, the rays of the lamp fell 
clearly upon the name, printed on the outside 
in black letters: “Shirley Ferrarsl” 

Positively, he was so astounded by that reve¬ 
lation, that he let his cigar go out, and gazed 
blankly after the ascending porter. Then, as 
the absurdity of his running away only to en¬ 
counter the obnoxious young lady dawned upon 
him, his astonishment exhaled in a most mis¬ 
chievous laugh; and he tramped off to bed with 
a firm determination to maintain his incognito, 
and have all the amusement he could out of the 
adventure. 

To Shirlep’s dismay, when she woke next 
morning, it stormed harder than ever. Such 
banks of snow she never imagined, and it 
seemed incredible that they could fall in March. 
However, Mrs. Hartley and she made merry 
over their misfortunes, and proceeded down to 
breakfast. I said breakfast—heaven forbid 
that I should insult any respectable meal by 
putting this in the same category. A hasty 
inspection of the viands was sufficient for Shir¬ 
ley, and the melancholy young person of the 
night before, who waited upon them, took away 
what remained of her appetite; so she made a 
show of eating with weak tea and a stale 
cracker, and came away hungry. 

The process of the night before (t. e. of pack¬ 
ing passengers into the sleigh like sardines in 
a box,) was gone through with, and Shirley 
recognized her neighbors, the deaf old lady, 
and the owner of the chickens, stowed away 
amicably in one corner. 

' Murray Mackenzie showed his intention of 
making things comfortable for Shirley, and 
they were getting acquainted rapidly. Thrown 
together in such an unceremonious way, each 
was dependent upon the other for entertain¬ 
ment, and she began to enjoy his society. At 
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the station, they found an addition of abused 
passengers, the night-train having just come 
in; and after waiting about two hours, the con¬ 
ductor concluded to start with two engines and 
a snow-plow on the track before them to clear 
he way for the train. But it was. heavy up¬ 
grade, and they moved at a snail's pace. At 
last the train came to another dead stop. 

“There!” said Shirley, laying down her 
cards, despairingly, “I know we shall spend 
the night here. Well, there’s a woodpile, we 
shall not freeze, at all events. I wonder if the 
telegraph-wires are up. I really ought to send 
a telegraph to the friends who are expecting 
me.” 

“Write your telegram, and I will take it out 
for you, Miss Ferrars,” said Murray, the name 
slipping out inadvertantly. 

She looked so perfectly amazed that he was 
constrained to add: 

“I beg your pardon. I saw your name on 
your luggage, and it’s very inconvenient to say 
4 you’ all the time.” 

“Then I hope you mean to relieve mo of a 
like embarrassment, Mr.-” she paused, in¬ 

quiringly. 

“Mack!” he said, promptly, and with so 
much gravity that she was forced to accept it, 
though secretly she did not believe it to be his 
name. And then she borrowed his pencil, and 
wrote her telegram, which, fortunately, for the 
preservation of his secret, she allowed him to 
read over her shoulder while she could not see 
him. IZis face was a study as he read the dis¬ 
patch, addressed to Mrs. William Ireton. 

“Will come when the train does. Snow¬ 
bound in the Berkshire hills.” 

Certainly fate was playing strange tricks 
with him; and, somehow, Murray did not feel 
inclined to quarrel with her, as he plunged 
through drifts up to his knees to send the mes¬ 
sage. 

Shirley, sitting in thecar, meantime, thought, 
“ I do wonder who he is? The most interest¬ 
ing man I have met in a century.” 

Don’t ask me to describe what those unfortu¬ 
nate passengers did for the next fourteen hours, 
while they were stationed opposite the wood- 
pile. Shirley and Murray flirted to the end 
of the chapter; and as they were old and ex¬ 
perienced in such warfare, they enjoyed it 
intensely, and did not And time hang heavy on 
their hands. Mrs. Hartley was kept supplied 
with light literature by them both, and smiled 
te herself occasionally at the busy conversa¬ 
tion going on between the pair. But the other 
unhappy mortals groaned, or made merry, 


according to their respective tempers. There 
was a cripple who got off jokes; and a live 
Yankee pedlar, who told stories that drove 
everybody into convulsions of laughter; a half- 
insane man, who manufactured impromptu 
verses, And sang them to a tune of three notes; 
and the inevitable mother with two babies, 
who wailed most of the time. But the moBt 
uncomfortable time was when people began to 
grow hungry, for, as a natural consequent, 
they became cross also. Finally, as it grew 
dark, Murray stoold up, and having tucked 
Shirley in her seat snugly with that invaluable 
rug, announced that he was going foraging. 

“Waal, stranger, I guess I’ll go ’long,” said 
the Yankee, and after the pair departed, the 
car sank gradually into quietude; and Shirley, 
feeling by this time utterly worn out and ner¬ 
vous, lost herself with her head on the window- 
pane. She was awakened by a merry voice in 
her ear, 

“I didn’t find exactly a land flowing with 
milk and honey, but, perhaps, you can drink 
this tea. I made it myself, and there isn’t 
more than its rightful allowance of water.” 

Shirley rubbed her sleepy eyes and found 
“ Mr. Mack ” standing before her, covered with 
snow, his long mustache and whiskers fairly 
glittering with the frozen drops. He had a 
good-sized tin pail on each arm, and a china 
mug in his hand. 

“I made love to the farmer’s wifo,” said he, 
as ho displayed a pail full of delicious, puffy 
biscuit, “and coaxed her to bake them while I 
sat by and watched the operation. I buttered 
them in the neatest possible pantry; really, if 
the snow was a little less deep I would take 
you over to see it when I carry the pails back.” 
And then, having poured a cup full of tea for 
her, he actually produced a silver spoon! 

“I call that a delicate attention,” cried 
Shirley, gratefully, thinking she had never 
enjoyed anything so much as that tea, as she 
sat rolled up like an Egyptian mummy, to keep 
warm, with a very handsome face and beauti¬ 
ful grey eyes looking kindly at her as she ate, 
while their owner assumed a sort of care in her, 
which, in the present state of her nerves, was 
especially soothing. 

The enterprising Yankee had provided more 
of the same provisions for the rest of the* women 
in the car, and the general good-humor was 
entirely restored. 

But it was three o’clock in the morning 
before Shirley saw Springfield; and having 
been forty hours on the way, she was by that 
time so spent in mind and body, and had lost 
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her lovely rose-bud coloring to such an un¬ 
heard-of degree, that Murray was dreadfully 
concerned about her, and delivered her over 
to Mrs. Hartley with so many private injunc¬ 
tions to “take care of her,” that the good 
lady could hardly keep from smiling. And 
having stood over Shirley in the parlor of the 
Massasoit House while she drank a glass of 
wine, he proceeded to bid her good-by. 

“Good-by!” she asked, looking so startled 
and miserable at the prospect, that the hard¬ 
hearted monster gloried with delight. “Are 
you going to Boston ?” 

“No,” he said; “but business carries meoff 
by an earlier train than you ought to take. 
Do try to sleep for * few hours.” 

“I hope we shall meet again some day, 
when I have brains enough to be able to thank 
you for alt your kindness,” she said, with vary¬ 
ing color, trying to rally her exhausted voice. 

He smiled. “We certainly shall meet, Miss 
Ferrars,” he said. “Will you promise to bo 
glad to see your fellow-passenger, no matter 
where it may be ?” 

For answer, sho gave him her pretty white 
hand, which he raised to his lips, respectfully, 
and the foreign fashion sat more gracefully 
upon him than on most men; but Shirley’s 
fingers felt the light touch for some minutes, 
and after she laid her weary little head on the 
soft pillows, she eried outright. But then, as 
she told herself, she was so tired! 

Mrs. Hartley and Shirley took breakfast at 
eleven, and felt that they had never apprecia¬ 
ted comfort before, although the thought did 
cross Shirley’s mind that their disagreeable 
trip had some redeeming features. And at 
midday the ladies said good-by, for they 
were going in different directions, and Shirley, 
with a sigh of satisfaction, ensconced herself in 
a corner of her compartment, and slept the 
sleep of exhaustion until she reached her desti¬ 
nation. 

“Shirley!” And, trying to make her way 
through the noisy crowd of porters and hack- 
men, Shirley found herself in sweet Mrs. 
Ireton’s arms, was half carried up the stair¬ 
case, and finally deposited, in a state between 
laughing and crying, in the carriage besido 
her friend. Then Shirley’s spirits returned to 
her, and she gave a ludicrous and graphic 
description of her trials for the past three 
days, which lasted until she reached the house, 
where Mrs. Ireton laid forcible hands upon her, 
whisked her off up stairs to bed, and dosed 
her with all sorts of delicious compounds, being 
under the impression that she was starving. 


“Now, Shirley,” said she, with a mischiev¬ 
ous twinkle of her brown eyes, “don’t dare to 
come down until tea is ready. I don’t want to 
bore you with company when you are tired 
out; but the truth is, one of our pleasant Dres¬ 
den friends arrived this morning—” Shirley 
groaned! “and you must not be surprised if 
you hear him walking about, in the next room. 
You needn’t regard him as an ogre, my dear; 
he’s one of those delightful people who never 
have to be entertained.” 

Having said this, Mrs. Ireton pulled down 
the curtains, gave Shirley a kiss, and glided 
softly out. Shirley’s last thought as she closed 
her eyes was, “What a bother! I shall be too 
stupid to say one word.” 

Shirley spent very little time over her toilet 
that evening. She put on the first dress that 
she could find in her trunk, but it happened to 
be blue, some satiny sort of stuff, against which 
the soft brown of her lovely hair looked posi¬ 
tively enchanting. And she tied a bow here, 
and a knot there, and nestled a handful of 
daisies, like snow-flakes, against her bosom; 
and then she floated down the stair-case, look¬ 
ing like a vision, and feeling elegantly bored 
and indifferent, quite prepared to annihilate 
the troublesome guest. The gas was not yet 
lit, but the library was bright with a coal fire, 
and Shirley walked into it. 

Leaning against the mantle stood a gentle¬ 
man, and as he turned quickly, upon her en¬ 
trance, the firelight fell upon a handsome 
face, and on the gray eyes brimming with mis¬ 
chief, that Shirley recognized instantly! 

“Mr. Mack!” was all she had voice for. 

“My dear Shirley,” said Mrs. Ireton, in a 
voice trembling with fun and mischief, “Let 
me introduce you to my old friend, Mr. Murray 
Mackenzie!” 

Shirley stood absolutely motionless; nothing 
could have been prettier than her color. 

“I ought to beg your pardon,” the gentle¬ 
man said, as he took her unresisting hand, 
“but really I cannot; for having made confi¬ 
dante of Mrs. Iretou, and confessed that I had 
been cowardly enough to run away from my 
mother's reception to avoid you, I find that 
you were in the very act of ignoring me in the 
same manner.” 

Shirley’s fingers aohed to box somebody’s 
ears; but she said, in a pathetic voice, 

“I had made up my mind to hate you 
previously ! How can I preserve the proper 
detestation when I remember that silver 
spoon ?” 

“It isn’t as difficult for me,” he retorted. 
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drolly, “when I reflect that you snubbed my 
, rug most unmercifully.” 

“I forgive you,” she said, breaking into a 
laugh, involuntarily, as the absurdity of the 
situation struck her. 

“I cannot be behind you in magnanimity,” 
he answered, with praiseworthy gravity. 

“I am afraid you’ll have a fever, Shirley,” 
said Mrs. Ireton, somewhat anxiously. “Didn’t 
you have a terribly disagreeable day, yester¬ 
day?” 

“My head ached, ” she answered, evasively. 

“ Doesn’t that make a disagreeable day of 
it?” asked Murray, lightly; but Shirley, be¬ 
coming suddenly conscious that her cheeks were 
answering for her, resolutely turned her back 
on him as she got into a corner of the sofa, 
and it was only by the absolute quietude of his 
voice and manner as he addressed Mrs. Ireton, 
that she knew her unspoken thought had been 
understood. 

The fever that Mrs. Ireton feared did not 
attack Shirley, but a certain sort of malady 
seized upon her, which caused her to appear 


totally unlike the Shirley Ferrars of old. It 
was dangerously pleasant, during the days 
when she was resting from her fatigue, to have 
Murray always at her side, to read to her, to 
sing with her, or, better still, to walk with, in 
the twilight, under the grand old elms, just 
beginning to bud in the spring-time. I think 
that they both dropped out of the non-emo- 
tional school of this age, unconsciously, and 
were coutcut to be their best and nobler selves. 
And Anally, with m my blushes and Bmiles, and 
a few tears, Shirley told Mrs. Ireton that she 
had placed her future in Murray Mackenzie’s 
bauds, and then set about writing the news to 
her cousin Lucia. 

Lucia’s answer was a triumphant one; but 
Shirley was too ecstatic to mind her bantering. 
And so, old grandfather Ferrars’ long-cherished 
wishes are to be consummated by a speedy 
uniting of the fortunes of Ferrars and Macken¬ 
zie, although, as Shirley laughingly says, 

“Grandpa may thank kind Providence, not 
himself, Murray, as far as our marriage is 
concerned, for we certainly drifted into love!” 


OH, DEATHLESS LAND! 

BY ADDIE A. 8EARLE. 


On, Deathless land! 

Oh, home of eudles* life! 

Though Death guards ever at the crystal portal, 
Dividing mortal^Xrom the life immortal, 

We take our purport at his nerveless hand, 

And crowued with life, enter the deathless land. 
He hath no more dominion in the strife 1 

Oh, siuless land! 

Oh, land from sorrow free! 

We fear no more the banished bonds 3f terror; 

No more we strive]; with tempting, doubt, or error 
He that hath, through the grave, let glory in 
In that Ho vanquished Death, hath conqured Sin ! 
Sinless! through love that bled to mako us free. 


Oh, nightless land! 

Bright, never-ending day! 

The Saviours love, unditnmiug and unending. 

Rent the veiled darkness, at His glad ascending, 

Tlion He, whose love, was word, and life, and light, 

In His resplendent glory banished night. 

Where Death and Sin shrink/rom its glorious ray. 

Oh, fadeless land! 

Where flowers eternal bloom! 

There mortal flowers, transplanted, bloom forever. 
Where sorrow’s frosts shall mar their beauty, never; 

Our hearth-side darlings, fadeless evermore, 

Gather new beauty on the deathless shore. 

Where love triumphant leads them through the tomb 


ANGELS. 

BY JULIA STRATTON. 


Awqels’ eyes are in the sky— 

Stars that watch in heaven ; 
Angel tongues are whispering nigh. 
In the winds that round us sigh 
At even. 

In the visions of the night 
Angel forms hang o’er us. 
Changing darkness into light. 
Bringing scenes of past delight 
Before us. 


Not in vain, oh! not In vain, 

Draw those angbls near us; 

In their breath we bear the strain 
Of our dead ones come again. 

To cheer us. 

And our hearts grow brave and strong, 
For the work we’re given, 

When at morn the Angel throng 
Leave us with a parting song 

For hoaven! 
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BY MRS. R. HARDING DAYI8, A 

CHAPTER I. j 

In 1820, a French family, Tanniere by j 
name, removed to a manufacturing town in ] 
one of the Middle States, and there pur- j 
chased a large property. The fact that they j 
were foreigners, would hardly account for the j 
singular interest with which they were in- j 
vested in the eyes of the old settlers. M. Tan- j 
niere, as his name imported, was of the bour-1 
geois class at home, and had made a moderate j 
fortune in this country by trading in tobacco; 
a slow-moving, middle-aged man, with iron- 1 
gray hair, and English side-whiskers framing ! 
a sensible, mild face. His wife was shorter, 1 
more foreign in face and accent, more vehe¬ 
ment in her good-nature. But the good-nature 
of both was positive; a crowd of retainers, beg¬ 
gars, cats, birds, pets of every description re¬ 
joiced in the sunshine of it. Both parents 
were devoted to their only child. The house, 
the grounds were made bright for her alone, 
apparently; and they watched over her with 
that tenderness, that morbid, half-fierce sensi¬ 
bility which belongs so often to the domestic 
relations among the French. 

The mystery, or interest, (for it was too 
shadowy a something to deserve the name of 
mystery,) centered, perhaps, in this child, 
Margaret—a girl of seven or eight years of 
age at the time of their -first arrival in the 
town. What vague rumor had given cause for 
the watchful scrutiny with which she was fol¬ 
lowed by the townspeople, it is impossible now 
to discover. Whatever it was soon died away, 
however, but the unpleasant impression re¬ 
mained. The child, the Scotch neighbors of 
the Tannieres’ asserted, half-fcelingly, was 
“uncanny.’ 1 She might have been a change¬ 
ling, so unlike was she to either parent, so 
marked her own individuality. There were 
hints of contradictory stories, gathered from 
the servants, that the little girl was afflicted 
with some strange mental or physical disorder; 
that her dreams proved true; that she talked 
in her sleep a language which she never had 
learned. But little Margaret dug in her garden 
and played with her dolls in the sight of all 
the neighbors, and the keenest eyes could 
detect nothing amiss in her, or different from 
other children. 
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Old Dr. Schoaley, when called to attend her 
for some childish disorder, examined the little 
thing critically, remembering these odd rumors. 
“There was a strong tendency to some latent 
disease,” he said, “in her meagre little body, 
and,” he added, “I would not let this little 
brain work too hard, Madame Tanniere,” press¬ 
ing his hand on the protruding forehead. “But 
the child is all right so far. Eats heartily, 
eh?” 

“As she pleases. She rules here, m’sieur!” 
and Madame Tanniere took up her darling on 
hbr knee, stroking her hair incessantly without 
speaking, her black eyes full of tears. 

Among the servants of the Tannieres, and 
their friends, unwilling to surrender a marvel, 
the strange stories remained and gathered 
strength. Madame Tanniere was discovered 
to have entered into a short correspondence 
with Paul Jannsen, who investigated at that 
early date the phenomena of spiritual in¬ 
sight in Germany, treating it as an abnormal 
mental disease, and to the vulgar minds of the 
people about her, this was proof that the child 
was gifted, or tormented, with the power of 
seeing the spirits of the departed. Whatever 
truth may have been in these surmises, their 
effect was obvious. The child ruled. Her 
big, keen eyes perceived quickly that she was 
the focus of a great circle, of watchful interest, 
loving or suspicious, and she virtually turned 
them on herself. Margaret’s diet, words, walk, 
dress, absorbed all thought in the house of the 
Tannieres—and the child was soon quite con¬ 
tent it should be so. 

It was in the winter of the year following 

their arrival in N-that a curious incident 

occurred, which bears some meaning in the 
story. Monsieur and Madame Tanniere kept 
Christmas in the beautiful German fashion 
now so common. A tree, with the Christ-kind 
in its branches, was a marvel in the eyes of 
most of their neighbors; it was surrounded all 
day by old and young faces coming and going, 
both happier and brighter in going, Madame 
Tanniere believed, in spite of the rebuke which 
both their words and looks often expressed. 
It was a gloomy day without, the sky overcast, 
the enow falling heavily, the air depressed, 
wanting in electric vigor. 
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Christmas brought no holiday to the old 
mill-town. The work in the founderies went 
on, the churches were closed, even the shops 
put no brightness into their dingy fronts. It 
was a town, too, crowded with emigrants; 
whole districts were abandoned to poverty and 
wretchedness. * 

The heart under Madame Tanniere’s padded 
breast would have warmed and fed all this 
hungry mass of misery if she could. “Ah! but 
that I had the power, Pierre!” sho used to cry 
to her husband. 

She did what she could—gave food, clothes, 
comfort to all that came on that Ckristmas-day. 
It wUs new to the dull, plodding town. She made 
it as strong and beautiful as she could. The 
Tanniere house, with flowers, and music, and 
its tree, became the central bright spot in the 
eity that day. At night it glowed a fairy-land 
to even Margaret, who had been fed and pam¬ 
pered with beauty since her birth through all 
her senses. She had been made to feel herself 
the life and giver of all the happiness about 
her. It was Margaret’s feie more than the 
Chri8t-kindchcn’s. She daintily dressed the 
flowers that held up her hair, and looped the 
lace skirt, filling the air about her with fra¬ 
grance; found the life of ease, of luxurious 
sounds, and perfume, opening before her, quite 
as real to her as though she had been born of 
royal blood. 

The wax-tapers on the wonderful tree were 
lighted, and burned slowly. It grew late. The 
streets without had long been silent, but for 
the sleet driving against the windows. Mon¬ 
sieur and Madame Tanniere, with a few of 
their friends, were gathered about the open 
fire in the back of the room, while Margaret 
wandered about the tree. Her motions became 
more restless. Old Dr. Sohoaley, whose face 
was toward her. directed her mother’s atten¬ 
tion to her by an uneasy glance. 

“ Here, my child!” Madame Tanniere, always 
on guard, ran quickly, brought her to them, 
taking her upon her lap, chaffing her wrists 
and ankles. 

“I am not cold,” said Margaret. 

“This is peculiar in a child of her age,” said 
Dr. Schoalcr, stooping to look into her pupils, 
distended as though she had been groping 
through darkness. 

“It is my shadow there,” said Margaret, 
pointing to the window. 

“Bah! bah! my little one has dreams!” 
her father said, Btretehing out his arms for 
her. But'madame would not let her go, 
•training her to her bosom, pressing her sal¬ 


low, jeweled fingers on the child’s broad fore¬ 
head. * 

“1 thought it was I—out in the dark. But 
it is my shadow,” with a child’s sob of alarm 
and impatience. “Bring it in, mamma. 1 say 
to bring it in! It is my shadow, and it is alive!” 

“ What does she mean?” demanded the doctor. 

“Ah, who can tell?” sighed Madame Tan- 
nicre, with a mysterious shako of the head. 

But the downright old German was not to be 
so satisfied. ‘It’s no shadow that haB fright¬ 
ened little mademoiselle. Let her see into the 
matter. Go out, John,” to the man who had 
brought in coals. “Bring in whatever is with¬ 
out. Let a child and a horse always face the 
thing that terrifies them.” 

Both M. Tanniere and his wife appeared 
alarmed, shaken, he saw, by some vague super¬ 
stition. Was it a French banshee that they 
dreaded? Or had the child a double? remem¬ 
bering the legends of his student days. He 
chuckled secretly while they sat gloomily silent. 

John reappeared in a moment, carrying, no 
ghost or goblin damned, but a miserably-clad 
child, wrapped in a tattered cloak, and covered 
with snow. He put her down among them, and 
the other servants crowding in, filled up the 
back-ground. 

The child, as we said, was so covered with 
snow that she was but a white, shapeless mass. 
She shook herself like a dog, and dropped her 
black cloak. 

“Some little beggar, or girl from the mills,” 
said the doctor, “attracted by the lights. You 
see now how advisable it is to make tho child 
face its fear. There’s nothing mysterious in 
the world, mademoiselle, if you look into it close 
enough.” 

“All, man DieuV 9 sighed madame, stooping 
to touch the stockingless feet of tho child 
through her broken shoe. “That is pitiful. 
Take her below, Louis. See that she is fed, and 
clothed in an old suit of Margaret’s.” 

But Margaret, taking the other child by the 
shoulder, and pushing back her hood, looked 
up in their faces with a bewildered face. “Was 
it I who was out in the cold?” she said, “or is 
this my shadow? Who is this here?” 

When the child’s face was bare, and her 
hair pushed back, they dimly saw a peculiar 
resemblance between the children, not percep¬ 
tible at the first glance, but growing on them 
as they looked. There was the same strongly- 
marked forehead; the same deep-set, luminous 
eyes; the same weak mouth. A likeness of 
native traits only; different life and training 
told in one child in the clear, delicate skin, the 
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languid composure of movement, the clear azure 
of the eyeball. 80 gross was the coarseness 
of the other that the likeness between them 
seemed to yield to it on scrutiny, and to dis¬ 
appear. 

“ Voila! This is strange! Behold Margaret’s 
shadow, indeed. Margaret herself, in the dark 
with poverty I” exclaimed M. Tanniere. 

“But how could mademoiselle know that? 
The girl was hidden under clotheB and snow; 
how could she detect so faint a resemblance?” 
said the old doctor, for the first time in his life 
giving an uneasy look to the uncanny child. 

“Who are you, little one?” asked John, who 
had learned his mistress’ kindly tone toward 
the poor. 

“I’m Ellen. I’m Mrs. Hagedorn’s girl, by 
the bridge. She’s dead. I’ve been to the work- 
house; but I ran away.” 

Madame spoke in French, rapidly, almost 
fiercely, to John. He lifted the child, with a 
hesitating, astonished glance at his master. 

“You will not put the little one out in the 
night, Constance? She is so like to Margaret.” 

“She is not like Margaret, Pierre. There 
is no point of contrast between them. Take 
her away.” repulsing her as she crept to Mar- 
( garet. “Do you not see how she alarms the 
child?” 

“She shall not go,” said little Mademoiselle 
Tanniere, puittng her arms about the child. 
“She shall not be hungry and cold while I am 
warm—she shall not, I say!” dtwhping her foot 
and trembling. “I love her; I will share all 
I have with her, mamma.” 

“Take care what you do, Constance,” with 
a warning. 

But this time the warning was unheeded. 

“Do I not know what is best for my child? 
Take her away,” motioning to the servant. 

“Madame, it snows—it is a bitter night.” 

Madame Tanniere did not speak; but an ex¬ 
pression came into her face, which the man 
long remembered. He lifted little Nelly, and 
hurried with her from tho room. The other 
child rushed vehemently after her, and when 
Bhe was detained, fell upon the floor, giving 
short, quick cries of pain. For days after¬ 
ward she was ill. Indigestion, Madame Tnn- 
niere asserted, was the cause of her malady, 
unwilling that even this connection should 
exist between the child and the beggar. But 
Dr. Schoaley told her father that the little one 
possessed a highly nervous organization, which 
should be cautiously handled, as any dclieatc 
instrument, easily jangled and out of tuno. 
Her affections, also, were both violent and 


tender, and should, at all cost, never be 
thwarted. His instructions were obeyed be¬ 
yond the letter. 

As years passed on, nothing of bodily com¬ 
fort or intellectnal luxury, which money could 
command, failed to come at tho call to minister 
to Margaret Tanniere’s sensitive, cesthetio 
taste, or to her warm affections. Nothing save 
one. The miserable little counterpart of her¬ 
self, of whom she yet strangely dreamed and 
talked. The shadow. 

Nelly, unconscious of any subtle relation be¬ 
tween her hungry self and the radiant little 
lady who had cried upon her neck, clung right 
to John’s arms when he opened the outer-door. 

“I have nowhere to go,” she said. “I’lldie 
out there. Will you put me out?” 

Her quiet, in her terror, the intent, dafk 
eyes gloaming into his, gave to the stupid fel¬ 
low the idea of a mind trembling as near thb 
brink of madness as that of his young mis¬ 
tress, which was John’s coarse conception of 
the doctor’s idea of a delicate organization. 
He took her into tho kitchen, dried her feet, 
and rolling up an enormous sandwich, carried 
her out to the stable-loft, and made her a bed 
there in the hay. It was warm and com¬ 
fortable. 

“Good-by, young one,” he said, nodding 
pleasantly back to her. “Take care of your¬ 
self.” 

“Oh, never fear mo!” laughing with delight, 
as she pulled the hay on her. She munched 
the sandwich, and looked at the moon shining 
through the chinks of the roof, until she fell 
into a dreamless sleep, while Margaret, in¬ 
doors, moaned and cried for the shadow, which 
was all that was denied her. 

But then a warm bed, and a hearty supper, 
and a kind good-night nod, were unwonted 
things to Nelly. Her nervous organization and 
passionate affections made much of them, and 
spent their strength on the joy of rare posses¬ 
sion, rather than in impotent hunger 


CHAPTER II. 

Immediately after this occurrence, M. Tan¬ 
niere, at his wife’s urgent request, left the town 

of N-, letting their house for an indefinite 

period. Ten years passed before he returned. 
Madame Tanniere was but lately dead, and he 
came back with his daughter to the home which 
he preferred, but for which she had mani¬ 
fested so unreasonable an antipathy. The house 
was newly furnished ; the gardens^which had 
fallen into neglect and decay, modeled after 
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Mademoiselle Tanniere’s directions. Id them, 
as in all that she did, there was shown the 
same quaint, singnlar taste. Her musio, her 
drawing, even her face gave pleasure to but 
few, and those few generally men of morbid 
poetic feeling, who were startled into inquiry 
as by a new revelation rather than satisfied. 

Mr. Hecker, a poor German teacher, who 
knew the Tannieres somewhere in New Eng¬ 
land, soon followed them out to the quiet. 
Western town. 

“1 did not think your friendship for us would 
bring you so far,” said M. Tauniere. 

“1 have not finished my study,” said Mr. 
Hecker, coolly, “and I thought it worth the 
journey.” M. Tanniere presumed the words 
referred to the sketch (or many sketches,) 
which Hecker was making of his daughter’s 
face. But Margaret knew that the meaning 
lay deeper. She moved uneasily; perhaps it 
was not pleasant to know that the very elements 
x>f her inner-self were being anatomised and 
controlled even by so skillful and cool a manipu¬ 
lator. Yet presently she went to the organ 
and sat before it, knowing that there he would 
certainly follow her. 

John Hecker supplied his simple wants by 
teaching and painting, but he averred, his real 
work in life was the study of human nature. 
When the subject of dissection had happened 
to be a woman, young and self-conscious, the 
results had sometimes been such as to disturb 
the calm in whioh he chose to- maintain his 
soul. The man who is the master of the Ameri¬ 
can girl, is not the hackneyed hero of flashing 
eyes and romantic air; nor yet the sensible, 
brave fellow who leads a regiment, or trades 
in stocks, as luck may chance, without bravado 
or grimace; but the man who best comprehends 
her subtle fancies and unused capabilities. 
The surest way to an American woman’s heart 
is through her brain. Hecker was a middle- 
aged roan, thin, sallow, beardless, with the 
marked features, the utter composure and 
stealthy movements of an Indian. A harmless, 
well-educated fellow, M. Tanniere said, as 
were many of these poor Germans. He was 
quite willing that Margaret should give him 
countenance in his honest efforts to make a 
living. 

The evening of his arrival in N-he went in 

search of Mademoiselle Tanniere, in the garden. 
He found her in a summer-house, covered with 
vines, one of whose windows opened into a 
narrow, quiet lane. She held up some flowers 
to him smiting, as he approached, but he put 
them aside. 


“What has happened?” he said, looking 
curiously into her face. “What is it? Some one 
has been with you—I heard footsteps.” 

“Nobody, or only a woman selling papers; I 
know not what. Sheisgoingdownthelanenow.” 

Hecker leaned eagerly out of the door, and 
the woman happening to turn her head, he 
beckoned to her, and she oame back. 

Mademoiselle Tanniere, as her companion 
noted, drew away to the farthest end of the 
arbor, taking op her book, which lay there. The 
woman was young, and with a certain frank, 
light-hearted beauty in her carriage and face. 
She carried a basket filled with needles, paper, 
tapes, etc., some of which he bought, with 
hardly a word interchanged. But his dead- 
black eyes passed and repassed over the girl, 
slow and cautiously. 

“Who are you?” said Margaret, coming to . 
his side. 

“Nelly.” 

“Have you no other name?” 

Nelly laughed. “A dozen. I don’t know 
the first; I was a stray, and one poor family 
took me after another, and did the best they 
could for me. I use one name sometimes, 
sometimes another.” 

“You ought to be grateful to such benefac- v 
tors.” 

“Eh? It's a common thing to do. You’ll 
not buy some laces to-day?” 

“It is common in her class. They under¬ 
stand the human principle of standing Bhoulder 
to shoulder better than you. No; the lady 
will not buy the lace,” said Hecker. 

Nelly stood up, pausing a moment to poise 
her basket on her head. Hecker followed her 
leisurley down the steps. 

“You would like a flower? This?” He broke 
off the dull-red, silky blossom of a cactus. 

Nelly looked at him, quickly, through her 
half-shut eyes. “How did you know I would 
choose this?” 

“/would choose it.” 

She put it in her bosom, hesitated a moment, 
and then turned away abruptly, remaining 
silent. 

Hecker, going back to Margaret, affected not 
to see the strange excitement under which she 
labored. He leaned against the window-frame, 
watching the girl go down the lane. 

“She walks well,” he said, carelessly. “Out¬ 
door life and the washing-tub have given her 
that broad bust and supple limbs. I wish you 
had her health, Margaret.” 

“And to pay the price?” With a shiver and 
sneer. 
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“When we compare the advantages of the 
rich and poor, it is but fair to put down every 
item on this side and on that.” 

“Do you compare this woman and me?” 

“ What is she to you, Margaret?” 

“Nothing. How can I tell?” She laughed, 
the tears coming to her eyes. She rose and 
came toward him, like a child that is afraid 
in the dark. “Is there such a thing as a double? 

I see in her—myself. It is terrible to find 
Margaret Tannicre in a wretch like that. She 
came to me once when I was a child.” 

“Did you drive her away then?” 

“I? No. I would have taken her home. My 
heart was sick with pity and love for her. 1 
was a child.” 

She watched him. He did not answer her. 
“Did you see what I mean in her? The—the 
likeness ?” 

“I saw what you mean. We will not speak 
of it again.” 

She remained silent for some time. Hecker, 
looking down at her bent head, the pinky, thin 
cheek, and powerful magnetic eyes, felt, with 
the old physician’s fancy, that she was like a 
delicate instrument, which a touch could stir 
into wonderful harmony, or a touch could 
shatter But the power lay in hia hand alone, 
as he knew. 

“Why did you giv^ her my flower?” she 
said, at last. “And you gave her a look which 
only-” 

“Belongs to my wife, you would say. Aro 
you jealous, Margaret ?” 

“I am not jealous. But I am tired—tired.” 
She let her head fall on her hands. “I did 
not know how intolerable this concealment 
would be.” 

“Or you would not have married me?” with 
a wearied shrug. “Must I give you again 
the reasons for concealment?” 

“Yes, I would have married you, Jphni I 
am glad to bo your wife.” The words were 
quiet enough, but the brilliant light in the 
face upturned to his, and beautiful for the 
moment, gave them a world of meaning. He 
caressed the face softly. 

“It was useless to hope that your father 
would allow you to become my wife. I am 
poor, and I* never shall be otherwise. And 
you, Margaret, have practical sense enough to 
know that it is physically impossible for you 
to live in poverty. As well set you to walk in 
yon cobbled road, in your bare feet, and think 
they would not bleed. Your life and training 
have made your health dependent on your pre¬ 
sent habits, and the gratification of your 


tastes. Am 1 right, Margaret? Do I state 
the case fairly?” 

“ Yes, you are right,” after a pause, rising 
and drawing up her shawl, with another 
shiver. 44 Women in that creature’s class have 
no tastes, I suppose, to gratify. But they love, 
and marry freely, when they love.” 

44 Which adds another item to the other side 
of the account,” said Heoker, drily. “Go in 
now; the air grows damp. I will follow you 
soon.” 

After he had seen her enter the house, how¬ 
ever, he turned down the lane, and walkod 
rapidly in the direction in which Nelly had 
disappeared. 


CHAPTER III. 

Mr. Hbcker remained in N-. He bad no 

ties elsewhere, he told M. Tanniere, and de¬ 
pended upon him to prove his friend and patron. 
The old merchant loved nothing so well as the 
chance of playing benefactor; her exerted him¬ 
self to find the scholars in music and German 
for Heoker, and he made him an habitue of 
his house as an humble friend. One day in 
the ensuing spring, finding him at the “lunch*- 
table,” he began to joke with him in his clumsy, 
good-natured fashion. 

“Which of your fair pupils shared your 
walk yesterday evening, Hecker? That country 
lane was rightly chosen for a lover’s stroll. 

4 With spreading hemlocks and the linden 

brown,’ eb ? .The woman- By-the-wny, if 

I had not known it was Impossible, I should 
have thought it was Margaiet. I saw a singular 
resemblance, though I was on the farthest side 
of the hill. A pupil, did you say?” 

“Yes,” said Heoker sipping his wine coolly, 
not raising his eyes; and when Mademoiselle 
Tanniere, a short time after, left them abruptly, 
be rose and followed her into the drawing-room. 
It wub a warm day, but she sat wrapped in a 
shawl before a blazing fire. He stood behind 
her chair. 

“ Margaret.” 

There was no reply. 

“You knoW who the pupil was?” 

The lids dropped wearily over her eyes. 
Hecker stooped to look into her face, and 
raised himself again with an expression of 
almost alarm. He had gone through 44 ex¬ 
periences” with tender, reproachful, tragical, 
and revengeful women—but this woman he 
could not fathom; and-this woman, according 
to his capacity, he loved. When the lash fell 
on her, she sat passive and dumb. 'Let him do 
| what he might, he knew that the habits of 
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gentle breeding were too fixed within her for 
her ever to give utterance to a jarring, angry 
outcry; and let her terrible secret weigh upon 
her as it would, her dread of the world was 
yet more terrible. She never would disclose it. 

“You know who she is,’* he resumed. “I 
have merely made a study of her. I have done 
the same with many others.” 

“I know. You have done the same with 
many others.” 

There was not a shadow of bitterness in the 
quiet tonfe. He put his hand lightly on her 
black, fine hair. She rose with a shudder. 

“Is my touch, then, so repulsive to you, 
Margaret?” 

“It is so dear to me. I would be alone now. 
John, I would be glad if you would leave me.” 

He obeyed her instantly; for no matter what 
were the secret relations men might hold to 
this woman, in outward show she drew from 
them the best they had of courtesy. 

At dusk, that evening, Hecker parted from 
a young girl at the end of the hemlock-lane, and 
turned into the main road. Nelly, for it was 
she, hurried back, under the shading trees, 
singing some street ditty, in a loud, clear 
▼oice. Just where the lane turned up the hill, 
a lady stood in the shadow, but so veiled that 
her face could not be seen. But Nelly’s in¬ 
stincts and eyes were keen. A quick flash of 
recognition passed over her face, when she 
stood on guard. 

“My good girl-” 

“You take something for granted there,” 
answered Nelly, laughing good-humoredly, 
when Margaret paused. “Sit on this log, if 
you wish to talk to me. You’re not strong.” 
Nelly seated her With a kind, even tender touch, 
and then stood before her, attentive. The pose 
of the figure told much to Margaret’s trained 
eye; it was strong, almost masculine, but full 
of grace. 

“You parted with a gentleman, just now?” 
Her voice failing her when she would have 
uttered his name. 

“ Yes. Mr. Hecker,” in the same loud, care¬ 
less tone. When Mademoiselle Tanncrie re¬ 
mained silent, the girl continued. “I think I 
know why you have come here to meet me. 
You can’t understand that John Hecker should 
love a poor girl like me. You want to ask me 
to give him up,” with rising anger. “That I’ll 
^never do! Never!” 

The lady’s voice remained low and qniet, as 
she said, “What can you hope he ever will be 
to you?” 

“ My husband, if I so choose. You had the 


same fancy, perhaps?” She came a step closer 
to Margaret, and the two women faced each 
other in silence, while a bird, which they had 
frightened from the hedge, winged its slow 
flight beyond the furthest hill. 

Margaret recognized in the girl’s flushed face 
and flaming eyes, the same passion that slum¬ 
bered under her own slow-heaving breast and 
calm face. She drew back from it with a sud¬ 
den repugnance which found, however, no out¬ 
ward sign. 

Nelly pressed nearer. “Why should I not 
marry my true love? A poor woman has the 
same blood and heart as a lady,” touching her 
forehead and breast. There was the same pecu¬ 
liarity in both, that their voices sank in the 
heat of passion to a low minor key. “You 
shall not stand between us, Mademoiselle Tan- 
nerie,” she repeated again. 

“ I will not stand between you. But I have 
a right to know the truth.” 

She stood a moment motionless, looking at 
the degraded, coarsened shadow of herself, who 
hod usurped her wife’s place; and then, with¬ 
out another word, turned, and almost ran from 
her along the road. 

Nelly watched her with an astonished amare- 
ment, until, from sheer weakness, Margaret 
stopped and tottered against a tree. Nelly 
went up and put her strong arm about her, • 
quite unconscious that her person, her dress, 
her very breath were repugnant to the delicate 
lady, as the rank perfume of a weed would be. 

“ I’ll take you home,” she said, with rough 
good temper. “ I’m a tolerably good nurse. 
There’s been lots of sickness the last two or 
three years, and we neighbors give each other 
a lift. You’re but a weakly body.” 

“You are very kind,” said Margaret, exert¬ 
ing herself to be free from her. 

“ Well, well, just as you please! Yet I re¬ 
member,” with a sudden emphasis, peering 
close into her face, “when you would not have 
put me away from you, when you felt very cold 
and hungry, as though they had been your 
own; when you would have taken me to your 
bed, and shared your meal with me.” 

“ I was a silly child. We have grown far 
apart sinoe then; I mean that I am weaker, 
physically, and, perhaps, grown selfish through 
indulgence,” she added, with quick courtesy, 
her conscience accusing he* of rudeness. She 
did not hear the girl’s r^ply, although she stood 
looking wistfully in her face. 

What should she do? Through all the pain 
of her desertion, there was a strange sympathy 
with this other woman, whom Hecker was lead- 
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ing into worse ruin than her own; a sympathy 
which was at once a secret sense of kinship 
and of loathing. What could she do? To utter 
the words which would save her, would bo to 
bring ruin on her own head, to proclaim herself 
the wife of a poor dependant, who had cast her 
off. Would her father ever forgive her such 
shame? What if he, too, disowned her? What 
if she went down into this wretch’s place—-into 
the common thoroughfares of the city to earn 
her food—she, Margaret Tanniere? 

“ Yet I wish that I could save you,” she said, 
as though she had uttered her thoughts aloud. 
She even took Nelly’s soiled hand, and held it 
in hers a moment, so great was her pity; for, 
after all, the girl was pure, purer in heart 
than she, perhaps. But they had grown far 
apart. She was no feather-brained enthusiast, 
to seek to bridge over social chasms. 

The two women parted, abruptly, in the lane. 
There was a man watching them, far off. It 
was Ilocker, who had turned and followed Nelly 
for a last word. He made no effort to interrupt 
them, but walked slowly to and fro, chewing 
the end of his segar, which went out in his 
mouth. When he saw Margaret’s slight, dark 
figure coming toward him, he quickly turned 
into a by-path, and soon was strolling leisurely 
down the street. 

“What is amiss, Hecker?” asked a friend, 
who met him, noting his haggard, sallow face. 

“Nothing which timo will not set right, 
Fawcett,” coolly. “ I have stirred up a slough 
of muddy water; that is all. I mean to turn 
my back on it—run away, in fact, until it 
settles itself. I have no more courage than 
your Hamlet, to ‘take arms against a sea of 
trouble ;’ whatever that may mean.” 

“I will go with you, if you’re for the train,” 
said the curious friend. He accompanied 
Hecker home, remaining with him until the 
latter had taken down his valise, strapped his 
little money in a belt, and lighted his segar. 
But ho gained no further insight into Hecker’s 
secret. They walked together to the depot. 

“A true citizen of the world,” said Fawcett, 
admiringly. “ Where are you bound ?” 

“God knows! Anywhere —pour posset le 
temps . The world is wide,” as he took his seat, 
and bought the evening paper. 

But when the boll rang, and the train darted 
off into the distanoe, the set, inflexible face, 
which he turned toward the darkness that lay 
before him, Fawcett thought was hardly that 
of the gay knight-err ant, which he chose to 
personate. He wondered, as he strolled away, 
what dreary secrets lay hidden in the soul of 


this man, which his eye sometimes miserably 
hinted. 

Fawcett was an impressible young fellow. 
The face haunted him with a dim foreboding of 
evil. He stopped at a corner to buy a segar 
from “pretty Nelly,” who had come out with 
her basket on her head to drive her evening 
trtide. Everybody knew Nelly, her good tem¬ 
per and free tongue, innocent at heart, how¬ 
ever rough in speech. Tom Holt, a carpenter's 
jour, who had been “keeping company” with 
her this many-a-day, was beside her, joking 
and teasing her. Fawcett fancied that the 
girl looked pale and anxious; but she had to 
sell her segars, and to give tart answers to the 
fun that greeted her on every side. Nell was 
too busy ever to have time for trouble; and, 
beside, the street jokes were to her taste, and 
roused her as a strain of Beethoven might 
have done Mademoiselle Tanniere. 

Fawcett called at M. Tanniere’s that evening. 
He was a young physician, and hoped to take 
old Dr. Schoaley’s place, there, some day. He 
knew, too, that the Tannieres had been kind 
to Hecker, and thought they might know what 
had driven him off. 

But M. Tanniere did not know. Debt, he 
supposed. Why had not the poor devil come 
to him? He would have helped him through. 
Avery honorable man in liisstation, ho believed, 
Mr. Fawcott. Mademoiselle Tanniere was ill, 
this evening; a sudden increase of the singular 
malady, with which of late she was affected; 
an utter prostration of mind and body, with 
long fainting spells at intervals. No pain, no; 
nor distress, mental or otherwise. Indeed, sho 
was more than usually cheerful. If there was 
any occupation or amusement which could be 
devised to rouse her—and there the poor old 
father stopped, wistfully, beating a tune upon 
his wrinkled lips. 

Mr. Fawcett sauntered home. Before mern^ 
ing he w&s roused and summoned to a hotel iu 
the lower part of the city. It was filled with 
dead and wounded, the half-awake, terrified 
messenger saidi—an explosion, a steamboat, or 
a mill. Before they reached the spot, how¬ 
ever, Fawcett learned the truth. The accident 
was not uncommon in the spring of the year, 
when the land-slides were giving way ; it was 
only a oar or two on a down-train thrown 
from the track, and there were but three 
wounded and one dead. 

One dead ; he coaid Hot tell why he hurried 
past the room of the wounded men to whom he 
was called, into the long dining-hall, where a 
terrible somnthing lay stretched on a table, 
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Covered over. A thousand men had gone out 
of the city, that day, on down-trains. Why 
should the one sallow, worn face, with its dead- 
black eyes of inexplicable meaning, rise per¬ 
sistently before him, as if it had uttered to him 
an eternal farewell. 

He laid his hand on the hands folded under 
the sheet. Beneath its cover he could feel 
their icy coldness. 

“A sad affair, doctor, a sad affail*!” said 
one of the railroad men. ‘‘No one was to 
blame, that we can discover. This poor fellow, 
now, he never knew what hurt him. One 

moment here, the next- Well, God only 

knows that. A German music-teaeher; I forget 
bis name.” 

“Hecker!” 

“Ah, true! Hocker. You knew him, eh? 
Will you look at him?” 

“No, no,” putting his hand on the sheet to 
hold it down, and turning away with a chilly 
creeping through his veins, for which he took 
a glass of brandy. Morning had dawned, 
before ho had finished his duties with the 
living victims of the disaster. When he came 
into the hall again, he heard loud cries and 
hysterio sobbing in the dining-room, and saw 
a curious crowd assembled about the door. 

“I did not know that Hecker had friends in 
the city?” he said, stopping unwillingly, for 
he had a singular aversion to coming in con¬ 
tact with a dead body. 

“It is only pretty Nelly,” said the man, 
turning his head over his shoulder. “The 
fellow was a sweetheart of hers, I believe, 
and she’s taking it hard, poor thing.” 

“Of Nelly’s? So? I wish, Ford, you would 
send whatever undertaker you think manages 
these matters best, and let him attend to it. 
If Hecker had no money, X will seo that it is 
all right. I want it handsomoly done, you 
understand.” 

“I believe, sir,” hesitated Ford, “Nelly is 
going to have him taken to Widow Byrne’s, 
where she boards. They’ll wake him there 
to-night.” 

“He was not of their class,” said Fawcett, 
jealously. 

“No, not exactly; but Mrs. Byrne is a respect¬ 
able woman, if she is a huckster. Nelley is but 
one of five orphans that she has raised. She's 
just the sort to take a homeless corpse home.” 

“Five orphans ? That fat fiBb-wife ?” 

“It comes natural to that sort of people. 
I'll not interfere about Hecker, sir?” 

“No; better not,” and the young physician 
walked slowly away. 


Passing M. Tanniere’s house a day or two 
later, he noticed that Margaret’s windows 
were closed. 

Within, the old man sat by the bed where 
she lay, her hands clasped tightly over sunken 
eyes. He put his haud on her forehead now 
and then, to wipe away the cold sweat which 
was her only sign of suffering. 

“I do not wish to weary you, dear child,” 
he said, breaking the long silence, “ but I urge 
you to do what is best for your whole future 
life. You know your old father lias no wish 
beyond that, Margaret ?” 

“I do know it, father.” 

“Then consider, my darling. Of what 
avail can it be to this man, who is dead, for 
you to avow yourself his wife? You have 
borne this secret so long, bear it for another 
day, and then—let it be buried with him.” 

She lay quite $till and silent. “You are 
not fit to judge this matter coolly now. A 
year hence you will see bow mad it would have 
been to wreck your whole life by a hasty word.” 

“Then I am not to see him once more? I am 
to leave him to—her?” Her quiet voice de¬ 
ceived him. 

“Assuredly,” he said, eagerly, “and I may 
ask too much—but if you could appear in 
public, at once, it would silence all suspicion, 
should any arise. Think of it, Margaret.” 

He rose hastily and loft her, to prevent 
replying. Now she had seen through liis self- 
control, what it had cost him to use gentle 
words of the man upon whom ho could have 
heaped curses for her ruined life; and she 
was not ungrateful to the old man who was so 
dear to her. She turned her head toward the 
wall, and in the darkened room, through the 
long day, she fought her life’s battles alone. 
It is the habit of women of her class. 

The next evening, Dr. Fawcett met M. Tan- 
niore and his daughter, at a private concert 
It oocurred to him that the old man was break¬ 
ing fast, ho was indescribably worn and sad. 
But Margaret was never more witty or anxious 
to please. 

“I have just been down to bid a last good- 
by to our old friend Hecker,” blundered Faw¬ 
cett, thinking he had found a theme of mutual 
interest. “They laid him to rest to-day. 
‘After life’s fitful fever’—poor fellow ! ‘Pretty 
Nelly,’ (you know the segar girl, monsieur?) 
was the chief mourner. He intended to marry 
her, it appears; and he had no other friends.” 

“.No, he had no other friends,” repeated 
Mademoiselle Tanniere, mechanically, looking 
him steadfastly in the face. 
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Something in her look bewildered Fawcett, 
he stammered, paused. Whose eyes were 
these? Not Margaret Tannier’s. It must be 
some half-forgotten picture that confused him ! 
He continued : 

“Yes, chief mourner. But her grief has 
nearly effervesced, I fancy; what with the 
wake, and hysterical spasms, and funeral now 
of the last three days. The affair was a god¬ 
send for that class of people, and Nelly is quite 
a heroine among them. You were a pupil of 
Hecker’s, I believe? You found him a 
thorough scholar, did you not? I always 
liked the man.” 

4i I found him thorough. But he had a Ba¬ 
varian pronunciation;” she said, in a measured 
tone. 

Fawcett, who was a warm-hearted fellow, 
left her soon after, with a feeling of half dis¬ 
gust. “ If it had been a dead-house,” he 
thought, ’‘she could hardly have discussed it 
in a cooler manner.” 

A few weeks afterward, M. Tanniere sud¬ 
denly went with his daughter back to France. 
He never returned. Orders were sent to his 

attorney for the sale of his property in N-, 

and then came tidings of his death. Dr. Faw¬ 
cett, a year or two afterward, read, in a New 
York paper, of the marriage of Mademoiselle 
Tanniere, to a man of large fortune, and her 
return to this country. The notice was brief, 
and the matter dropped from his memory. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Thirty years after the time when the Ger¬ 
man teacher was buried in the grave-yard on 
the hill, the grave-yard was enlarged to a 
cemetery, and the charge to the gate was given 
to Mrs. Holt, the wife of Holt, the carpenter. 
She was a big, bustling, hearty woman, with 
a houseful of children and grandchildren. 
She sat knitting on the porch one Sunday 
evening, when a carriage stopped at the en¬ 
trance, and an elderly lady alighted, and asked 
leave to rest awhile on the stone settee. Old 
Nelly, after a keen glance at the delicate face 
and silvery hair, gave her as warm a welcome 
as the girl Nelly would have done. “Sit down, 
sit down, ma’am; I’ll send this organ-man to 
the right-about. I doubt he’ll worry you. 
Take him off, children, I always stop ’em as 
they go by. A little music is cheering.” 

The lady listened, with a curious attention, 
glancing, as she did, to the cheap prints on 
the wall, the common flowers crowded into 
crocks and boxes on the window-sills. What¬ 


ever aesthetic taste these creatures had, was 
used to bring cheerfulness into their hard 
lives, while with her own sottly-nurtured class, 
melancholy was the luxury. 

“There is a grave here,” she said, nt last, 
“which I wish to see; that of a man named 
Hecker, who died many years ago. Can you 
direct me to it?” 

“That I can. Joe, go with the lady. You’ll 
find it well tended, ma’am. There’s been 
money sent every year for that purpose since 
he died, And there was money Bent for a 
stone over it. ‘John Hecker. From his Wife' 
That’s the reading on it. There’s a queer story 
about that, if you care to hear it,” with a good- 
natured chuckle, glancing up to see that her 
auditor was attentive. “Nobody knew that 
John Hecker was married, and he sparked a 
young girl here. Well, it was myself, to tell 
the truth. When he died, how I took on! And 
the man had a wife! But I married Jim Holt 
afterward. Girls don’t know their own mind, 
at first. Luckily, I’d got over it, and was mar¬ 
ried before that order for the stone came.” 

The lady stood with her unnaturally brilliant 
eyes fixed on the fat face, as if striving to 
recall from it some old shadow; while Nelly, 
on her part, was taking keen note of the rich 
old lace with which her visitor’s dress was 
trimmed, and the diamonds that sparkled on 
her withered fingers. 

“Is that all that has happened in your life 
that is worth the telling ?” the stranger asked. 
“Is there nothing more? Nothing more? I 
have a reason for the question.” 

Nelly stared into the woman’s face stupidly. 
“I don’t know; I ve had the common run of 
luck, I think. Plenty of children, and plenty 
of work; plenty of fun, too, for that matter. 
Now, I had a sister—maybe it was her you 
heard of. There was something uncommon 
happened to her." 

“A sister?” 

“Yes. You see, we was left orphans, me 
and Margaret—German children. She was got 
into the asylum, and Mrs. Hagedorn, she took 
me. But. there came a lady there to the asylum, 
who had no children, but with lots of money, 
and she sees my sister, and chooses her, to 
keep as her own; but on condition that the 
guardians was never to disclose her name, nor 
let the child know that she wasn’t born a lady. 
So they took her, and I never saw her since. 
I never knew the name she went by. I shifted 
for myself. So it goes, ma’am! Some rich, 
some poor. Some gets all sunshine, and others 
all shadders,” lifting up one of her grabd- 
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children on her lap, and shaking like a jelly 
with the exertion. 

The sensitive, pale faoe of the woman, look¬ 
ing down at her. grew more intent, as though 
she hoped to hud the long-sought answer to 
some riddle. 

“You visit the grave of your old lover 
often ?” 

Mrs. Holt laughed a jolly, hearty laugh. 
“Lord bless you, ma’am, you don't think I’ve 
time to hanker after old follies, like a babby? 
I’ve been there, certainly, to see if it was kept 
properly. Wo wa9 paid liberal.” 

Margaret Tanniere turned away hastily, 
leaving some money in the old woman’s hand. 

Whether they were sisters by birth, or only 
by that subtler tie which binds humanity to¬ 


gether, the rich and the poor; there the outer 
sign of kinship ends in the giving and receiv¬ 
ing of money. 

Night had fallen before Margaret had left 
the cemetery. Through her long, and not 
unhappy life, she had looked forward to the 
hour when she could come back to the grave of 
the one man whom she had loved, thinking 
that there, perhaps, he would know how sacred 
and deep had been the pain with which she % 
mourned him ; and looking back once more at 
the face of her shadow, seeing in it life’s un¬ 
reasoning content, she knew that to eujh some¬ 
thing of joy or happiness is given that to nil 
others is denied; and that in the beneficence 
of a future life, compensation is awarded to 
all creatures. 


MADELINE. 

BT QIIIII JOHNSON. 


Thx years have crept slowly by, Madeline, Madeline, 
Betwing their burden of toil and of pain; 
Sweeping onr heart-strings with merciless Angers, 
Flooding our paths with their sunshine and nun! 

Oh, bow they’ve cheated ns! Madeline, Madeline; 

Keeping the pleasures that should have been ours; 
Giving to others the rose, with its fragrance; 

Giving to us , only odorless (lowers! 

Oh, they’ve been crnel years! Madeline, Madeline, 
Crushing our fainting hearts, as they passed by; 
Smiling, in mockery, back at our anguish; 

Gliding away from the heart’s wailing cry! 

Oh, they’ve been weary years! Madeline, Madeline; 

Dragging their misty days slowly along; 

Chilling our hearts with their close-clinging shadows. 
Crushing our hearts with their burden of wrong! 


Oh, they've been fickle years! Madeline, Madeline; 

Keeping no promises that they have made; 

Keeping the weary heart sick with its watching— 
Waiting fulfillment of hopes oft delayed! 

And still they go creeping by, Madeline, Madoline, 
Bearing their burden of stmshino anil rain. 

Oh I will our hearts receive so*e of the sunlight? 

Or, must they pray for it ever in vain? 

Will the Future’s dim pathway, Madeline, Madeline, 
Bo to our worn feet us rough as the way 
They always havo travel'd, ’mid thick-falling shadows. 
Wearily, painfully, day after day? 

Oh, surely a change will come! Madeline, Madeline- 
Some time the wearisome years will be past! 

Some time tho shadows will rise from our pathway; 

’ Life will be flooded with sunshine at last 1 


HEAVEN. 


T ELLA W U 

I DOUBT not, bnt to every mind of mortal, . 

That Heaven, in a different form, appears, > 

And every one, who hopes to pass the portal, s 

Where God shall wipe away all bitter tears, \ 

Beeth the mansion, in a separate guise. 5 

And there aro many Heavens, to many eyes. \ 

To me, It seems a world where all the sweetness, s 

That I have in my wildest dreams conceived.; \ 

The subtle beauty, and tho rare completeness, 5 

That I have missed, in life, and missing, grieved; ^ 

Tho things that I have sought for, all my life, \ 

And if I found, found mixed with pain and strife. £ 

That rest, that mortal mind can never measure; s 

That peace, that we can never understand; } 

The keen delights, that fill the soul with pleasure; * 

Vol. LIX.—19 


: E LER. 

Those, these I deem, are what that blessed land, 
Lying beyond the pearly gates doth hold— 

Where the broad street is paved with shining gold. 

A total putting ofT of carp and sorrow, 

As we put by old garments. Best, so dee}), 

That ’tia not marred by thoughts of the to-morrow, 
Or pained by tears, for never any weep. 

The love, unchangeable, unselfi^i, strong— 

That I have craved, with heart and soul, so long. 

All these, I hope, in that vast Forever, 

Of which we dream, nor mortal eyo hath seen, 
When death’s pale craft shall bear me o’er the river, 
To find in waiting, on the shores of green, 

And in that haven, how my soul shall raise, 
Unceasing songs of gratitude and praise. 


r 


Digitized by t^ooQle 



AUNT JERUSHA’S VISIT TO TOWN. 


BY ROSALIE ORAT*. 


Auntie was tli© only sister of my husband’s ] 
mother. She had always lived in & far-away 
region, in Pennsylvania, and had never in the 
course of her life visited the city, which she 
regarded as a place of iniquity, invented for 
the purpose of entrapping unwary travelers. 
Her sister’s oldest son, Edward, had always 
been a great favorite with her, and, as his 
mother’8 circumstances were moderate, his 
aunt, who was very well off, and whose riches 
were constantly being increased by the pro¬ 
ceeds of her farm, had educated him at her 
own expense; and, having no children herself, 
she had made & pet of him, and regarded him 
almost as her son. He had frequently passed 
his vacations at her house, and had learned 
to lovo the face Which always lighted up with 
a welcoming smile at his approach, while at 
the same time he was amused by her pecu¬ 
liarities. Thus, when we were married, and 
auntie expressed a wish to see Edward’s bride, 
we decided to spend a few days at her house 
while on our wedding-tour. It was a plain, 
old-fashioned farm-house, far away from nny 
other habitation; and there my new relative 
lived, with Mary, a distant cousin, who helped 
around, and the farm-hands. Her timo was 
chiefly spent in manufacturing endless quan¬ 
tities of cheeses, kneading bread, churning 
butter, and attending to her farming generally. 
The worthy lady was evidently pleased with 
the respect we had paid her in making tins 
visit, although, to be sure, she had rather a 
curious way of showing her pleasure—she 
would frequently stand groaning and wailing 
over hor “dear nephew’s useless little wife.” 

“Why, Caroline,” she said to me, Solemnly, 
“I don’t believe you know how to milk a cow, 
or make cheese—do you, now?” 

“No, auntie,” I replied, laughing; “and I 
am sure that if I possessed that knowledge, it 
would not be vory useful to me, as we shall not 
keep a cow in the city, and we both abominate 
cheese.” 

But auntie shook her head, and groaned 
forth a prolonged, “Oh! oh! oh!” which seemed 
to intimate that she considered me incorrigible. 
And yet I enjoyed this visit very much. I bad 
never been on a farm before; and I loved to 
watch them all at their work, to ride on the 
296 


hay, to feed the different animals, to talk with 
auntie, when she could spare time from what 
she considered her more useful employments; 
in short, I enjoyed everything on this wedding- 
tour—a bright, rosy mist seemed to encircle 
me, and cover every event. 

When we returned from this trip, w© settled 
in New York. My husband had education, 
talents, and friends; fortune soon followed, 
and we moved into a handsome house, where 
wo lived in considerable style; and then, as a 
natural consequence, we had plenty of fashion¬ 
able friends. During all this time we heard 
occasionally from auntie: but she declined our 
invitations to pay us a visit, saying that she 
“had no time to waste on such frivolities”— 
whether we were the “frivolities” or not, was 
left to our imagination. 

Twenty years had passed since my wedding- 
tour. I was now the mamma of several promis¬ 
ing children, the eldest of whom had Arrived 
at the age of eighteen, and her birthday was 
to be celebrated by a party. The party-dresses 
had been bought, made-up, criticised, revised, 
and finally pronounced perfect; the usual quan¬ 
tity of flowers had been ordered, the hair¬ 
dresser engaged; in short, all necessary pre¬ 
parations had been completed, and it was still 
but three o’clock in the afternoon. We had 
several hours left, wherein to rest, that we 
might appear the brighter in the evening; and 
I had just persuaded Belle to lie down and take 
a little nap, when the waiter announced, 

“ An old woman down in the hall, and would 
like to see you, ma’am. I told her you were 
engaged, but couldn’t get her off; says she 
wants to see you very particular ” 

I went down stairs, and perceived standing 
in the hall, a stout old lady, grasping & huge 
carpet-bag in one hand, and an enormous band- 
box in the other. A face fairly irradiated 
with the thought of the happiness she was 
about to surprise me with, beamed upon me 
from the depths of a bonnet rivaling in size 
any which my memory could recall, or my 
imagination picture. 

“I knowed you’d be delighted to see me; and 
I jest wanted to take you by surprise!” was 
the exclamation which greeted me. 

Heavens and earth! did my eyes and ears 
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dcccivo me! What evil genius had put it into 
the old lady's head to visit mo at this most 
unpropitious season? What should I do with 
her? Whcro should I hide her? were the 
queries which crowded hurriedly through my 
brain; and then came a vision of young Merton, 
*the lion of the season, whose attentions to Bello 
'had already excited the envy of her com¬ 
panions—what would he think of this specimen 
from the backwoods? But there the old lady 
stood, smiling delightedly at my surprise, and 
waiting to embrace me; and, quite ashamed of 
my want of hospitality, I hastened to give her 
a hearty welcome. Then a happy thought 
struck me, and I remarked, 

“You must be very tired and sleepy after 
your long journey, auntio, so come up stairs 
and take off your bonnet; and after you have 
had a lunch, you had better take a nap.” 

“Lunch!” she replied, bewildered. “And 
what is lunch ?” 

I explained to her that “lunch” was some¬ 
thing to eat without being a regular meal. 

“Wull, why on airth can’t you say ‘some¬ 
thin’ to cat,’ then, without talkin’ in sich a 
roundabout way that nobody can understand 
you?” 

As we entered, the apartment which I de¬ 
signed appropriating to her use, the old lady 
exclaimed, “Cats and Kittens! what a lot o’ 
fine things you’ve got here!” 

“This is to be your room, auntie,” I replied, 
smiling at the old lady’s simplicity; “don't you 
likeit?” 

“Wull, I don’t know,” she returned, rather 
doubtfully, “ ’pears to me, it looks more like a 
museum of curiosities than a bed-room. Oh! 
oh ! the extravagance of you city people ! why, 
it would take all the cheeses I could make for 
a year to buy the inside of this room!” 

I rang the bell, and ordered some refresh¬ 
ment; and when the voluble old lady had dis¬ 
posed of this, she consented to adopt my sug¬ 
gestion, that she should take a nap. 

And now, with a mind much relieved, I left 
her; it was already drawing toward evening; 
auntie was old and tired, and it was reasonable 
to suppose that she would sleep untii morning, 
so 1 banished all care on this point, and pre¬ 
pared to do the honors as hostess. In due time 
the guests arrived; dancing, music, and chat¬ 
ting were going on merrily, and I stood in the 
midst of a group of friends, well pleased to 
see all enjoying themselves so well, when I 
was startled by hearing my name called in a 
loud tone of voice. 

“Caroline!” 


i I turned to the door, and to my dismay, be- 
j held auntio. She was arrayed in a black 
| flowered-silk dress, made in a style *vhich it 
would l?o impossible to describe, and would 
baffle the skill of all tho dress-makers to imi¬ 
tate; so very ancient did it look, that it might 
almost bo supposed that Mrs. Noah herself had 
had a hand in making it, only that dress¬ 
making is not recorded as one of that estimable 
lady’s accomplishments. But auntie’s dress 
was quite cast into the shade by her cap; what 
the foundation of hqr head-gear was, it would 
be difficult to determine, as a profusion of rib¬ 
bons, of every imaginable color and hue, com¬ 
pletely concealed it; these ribbons seemed to 
be standing up and standing down, and flying 
out in every possible direction; there were ro¬ 
settes, and bows, and ends innumerable, bob¬ 
bing and bowing at each bend of the old lady’s 
head; and it seemed to me that whoever had 
manufactured this very extraordinary produc¬ 
tion, must have laid a wager to use an incredi¬ 
ble amount of ribbon. She wore black laco 
mits, and carried an enormous feather-fan, 
which had been her chief mantle-ornament for 
some years past. 

But while I was petrified by this vision, 
there stood auntie, beckoning to me, and 
smiling, and nodding indiscriminately to all 
the rest 

“Like my cap, Caroline?” she inquired, as 
I approached her; “had it made a purpose to 
wear in the city. You know I dont’t like these 
fandangoes; always seem to me a waste of time; 
but then, as this is my very fust visit to the 
city, and mebbe I may never come again, I 
jest thought I might as well go right through 
with them, this time. Besides, your friends 
might not think it neighborly-like in me to 
keep to myself all the time; so when I heerd 
the music, which woke me up, I came to the 
stairs and looked over, seein’ you was havin’ a 
tea-drinkin’, or somethin’ of that kind here, I 
jest thought I’d dress-ap in my best clothes 
and come down.” 

How much longer the old lady might hnve 
run on in this style, I cannot say; but having 
now somewhat recovered from ray surprise and 
consternation, and having resolved to make the 
best of what I could not help, I took her arm, 
and walked boldly into the room with her. We 
were very soon stopped by Edward. 

“How do you do, auntie? I am very glad 
to see you,” was his cordial salutation, as he 
extended his hand. 

“Why, Edward, how d’ye do?” and the sa¬ 
lute which followed seemed to me to reverberefie 
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through all the apartments. “ Cats and kittens! 
how you’ve grown !” she continued. 

“Not since I was at your house, I hope,” he 
responded, laughing. 

“Wull, no,” she admitted; “but I mean 
sence you was a little boy.” 

I felt my cheeks glowing, as my voluble re¬ 
lative continued her conversation within the 
hearing of my highly polished and fashionable 
acquaintances, and my eyes wandered over the 
room, searching for some out-of-the-way cor¬ 
ner, in which to hide her. 

“Come, auntie,” said I, “come and sit down 
and listen to the musicand I led the way to 
the most retired quarter of the room. 

“I’m so glad I had that nap,” said auntie; 
“if I hadn’t, I never should uv been able to 
sit up, and come to the party to-night, in the 
world; it was very thoughtful of you to pro¬ 
pose it, Caroline.” 

I wished that my thoughts had been at the 
North Pole when I proposed it, since this was 
the result. Belle sat at the piano, her lovely 
eyes sparkling with excitement, and the soft 
color coming and going in her dimpled cheeks, 
while young Merton, just returned from abroad, 
bent over her, turning the leaves, drinking in 
the music, and evidently fascinated with her 
beauty. Now, I thought, auntie will surely bo 
quiet for a little while, and listen to the music; 
but alas! she seemed to be utterly irrepres¬ 
sible. 

“Cats and kittens!” greeted my ears, “what 
on airth makes that girl shiver and shake in 
that style ? Why, there she is, tremblin’ all 
over, while our Sally Jane, what sings in the 
choir at home, and sings enough-sight better’n 
that, too, doesn’t make sich an awful time over 
it, a tremblin’ and a carryin’ on, as ef she 
thought everybody was a lookin’ at her!” 

My face crimsoned, as I perceived a sup¬ 
pressed titter among those of my guests who 
stood near, while their eyes danced with mer¬ 
riment; and, leaning forward, I whispered to 
the old lady—“she is trilling, auntie; don’t 
you like it?” 

“Thrillin’!” she exclaimed aloud; “I don’t 
call that thrillin’!” 

Presently, Belie left the piano, and, lean¬ 
ing on the arm of young Merton, approached 
us. What did possess the child ? Where were 
her thoughts? What impression would her es¬ 
cort receive of our relatives? He who was so 
very fastidious, and had always been accus¬ 
tomed to the best society! But there was no 
help for it; they had come, and I was obliged 
to introduce them. 


“So, you ore the girl what was doin’ some¬ 
thin’ your ma thought was thrillin’ at the pi- 
anny, bo you ?” was auntie’s salutation. 

“Didn’t you like my playing, auntie?” re¬ 
plied Belle, good-humoredly. “Well,to-morrow 
I will play you some ballads, which, perhaps, 
you will like better.” 

I glanced at young Merton, and read in his 
face none of that disgust which I had feared 
the remarks and manners of our countrified 
relative would inspire; on the contrary, his 
eyes were bent upon Belle, and expressed the 
utmost admiration. 

Auntie, evidently thinking she had wasted 
sufficient, time, now drew forth her knitting- 
work, and the click of her needles kept pace 
with her never-to-be-wearied tongue. It was 
not necessary that I should remain with her 
in order to entertain her, as she was fully 
capable of doing that herself; and she insisted 
upon being neighborly with all who came near 
her, without the ceremony of an introduction; 
as to keeping her within any sort of bounds, 
by my presence, I despaired of that, and as 
my attention was required now for my other 
guests, I left auntie to Belle’s care, hoping 
that she might be able to suppress the inno¬ 
cent old lady. 

Tho next I saw of my peculiar visitor was in 
the supper-room. Some one had handed her 
a saucer of ice-cream; but at the first spoon¬ 
ful, the old lady puckered up her mouth to 
express the greatest intensity of cold, and ex¬ 
claimed: 

“Cats and kittens! what do you call this?” 

The attention of the whole company was 
turned upon her, and it evidently required a 
great, effort to suppress the smiles which were 
dancing in their eyes. 

I replied, in an undertone, “It is ice-cream, 
auntie; don’t you think it is nice?” 

“Wull, yes; kinder nice; but what makes 
it so tarnal cold ?” 

“It has been frozen,” I replied. 

“ Frozen, eh! wull, there, I thought some¬ 
thin’ was the matter with it!” 

“But, don’t you like it?” I persisted. 

“ Yes, rather; but then it would taste enough- 
sight better ef we only had a piece of our nice 
home-made bread and butter to eat with it; 
wouldn’ it now ?” 

At this point, all my guests seemed to be 
seized suddenly with bad colds, and the amount 
of coughing that was done, was really alarm¬ 
ing. 

Anxious to divert their attention, as much 
as possible, and looking eagerly around for 
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something with which to do it, I made a most 
unlucky hit. Noticing a young girl, one of my 
especial pets, near me, wearing an exquisite 
pin, with finely-cut flowers over it, I inquired, 

“Of what is your pin made, Nettie?” 

“Of Parian marble,” she replied. 

“Pan-marble, eh?*’ said auntie. “Wull, 
now, I thought you had a white rose in your 
bosom. I was lookin’ at you, to see jest how 
you was dressed; ’cause I knowed when I got 
home, Mary’d want to know jest what you all 
had on; and I was goin’ to tell her you had a 
white rose in your bosom; but then I meant to 
uy taken a close look at you before you left— 
pan-marble, eh? Wull, now; I’ll remember 
that, to tell Mary.’* 

The politeness of my guests had been strained 
to its utmost limits, and this was more than 
human-nature could endure, and a merry peal 
of laughter, from all sides, greeted these last 
remarks. The poor old lady, with admirable 
simplicity, looked around, and smiled benevo¬ 
lently on all, never for one moment imagining 
that she was the cause of their mirth. 

The next day auntie insisted upon being taken 
out to walk. She had “hearn tell a good-deal 
about Broadway,” she said, “and she should 
like to see it.” Belle was selected for her com¬ 
panion, and with many misgivings, I saw them 
depart together. 

“Who is that, my dear?” asked auntie, as 
soon as they had left the house, pointing to a 
gentleman, who was passing. 

Belle replied—“I don’t know.” 

“ Don’t know him, eh! A stranger in the 
place, then, 1 suppose.” And my worthy aunt 
fell to speculating upon his name, business, 
place of residence, etc., until she found her¬ 
self in Broadway, where the dense crowd com¬ 
pletely overpowered her, and, finally, she slip¬ 
ped on a piece of orange-peel, and fell at 
the feet of young Mr. Merton, who was just 
then passing. He assisted her to rise, and 
found that she had sprained her ankle; accord¬ 
ingly, after helping her into a store, he left 
her in Belle’s charge, while he went to call a 
carriage. During the drive home, Mr. Merton 
evidently succeeded in ingratiating himself 
in the old lady’s affections; for, after the ankle 
bad been attended to, and the pain had some¬ 
what subsided, she remarked to me, 

“That seems to be a very likely young man; 
is he keeping company with Belle ?” 

I replied that he was one of our friends; 
but that Belie was still free, not having de¬ 
cided in favor of any one. 

But the old lady was set in her opinion, and 


persisted. “You can’t deceive me; I don’t Re¬ 
lieve all them looks and smiles don’t mean 
nothin'. And you mark my words, Caroline, 
he’ll propose for her yet, or my name aiul Je- 
rushy Dumm!” 

Auntie’s sprained ankle proved quite a wind¬ 
fall for us, as it kept her in the house for soino 
time, and, also, oured her of all desire to walk 
in crowded streets, in the future. Bello took 
upon herself to entertain auutic, and make her 
visit as pleasant as possible. She played an 1 
sang simple airs for her; talked to her, n«d 
told her amusing stories, and introduced her 
to her company, as “our aunt, who has kindly 
consented at last to make us a visit;” a stylo 
of introduction which seemed to quite flutter 
the old lady, as it confirmed her in the belief 
that she was conferring an infinite favor upon 
us by her presence; and she, in her turn, be- 
camo very dearly attached to her dear niece. 
Belle, and mysteriously hisi-nuated what sho 
would do iu the event of certain things taking 
place. Belle, gently, and almost imperceptibly, 
used her influence to tone down some of auntie's 
rough edges, and to suppress some of the most 
glaring of her exclamations. She also pre¬ 
vailed upon her to purchase some dresses of 
modern material, and to submit herself to the 
hands of our dress-maker; and, finally, auntie 
demonstrated her affection for her dear niece 
so far, as to present her, after much coaxing, 
with that remarkable cap which had done duty 
on the evening of her arrival. 

In tho course of time, an engagement be- 
tweed Mr. Merton and my daughter Belle was 
announced. He had been attracted to her, he 
declared, when he first saw her; and the per¬ 
fect frankness with which she ever introduced 
lier aunt, never shrinking from claiming her 
as a relation in the presence of her most 
fashionable acquaintances, thus proving her¬ 
self superior to the feeling of false shame, 
which actuates so many, had enhanced his 
admiration of her, and made him anxious to 
win her love. Ho urged that the marriage 
should take place as early as possible; and 
auntie readily yielded to Belle’s request, that 
she would remain in order to be present at the 
wedding. Among tho wedding-presents was 
the deed of a very pretty little house in tho 
upper part of the city—a present from Jerusha 
Dumm to her dear niece. 

Soon after the bridal-party had left, auntie 
took her departure; but it was with sincere 
regret that we allowed her to go, and not until 
she had promised us that her visit should be 
repealed at no very distant day. 
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THE STORY OP A STRING OF PEARLS. 


BT MARGARET XKBRT. 


I. 

A stream of Italian sunshine glowed and 
glittered down upon the tiled roofs of the 
narrow street of Santa Lucia—sunshine, golden 
and limpid, such ns could only be found under 
that Roman sky. But its beauty was lost upon 
the only passer-by, a broad-shouldered young 
Englishman, whose blue eyes were fixed indig¬ 
nantly on a receding water-cart, which turned 
the wrong way, and did not. intend to refresh 
the thirsty paring-stones. 

“ What a precious fool I am,” he muttered, 
“to bo traversing the streets of this red-hot 
city, to look for baubles for a set of idle girls. 
This seems as if it might be the right sort of 
place.” 

He stopped before the open door of a small; 
shop, bright with all sorts of trinkets in yellow ! 
gold, mosaics, and pearls. ! 

“Ah! what a voice!” A ringing contralto! 
broke into that most tender of Italian love-! 
songs, “Ricordate lo GiornoV' The English-j 
man stepped softly within the door-way. A 
young girl was sitting in a low seat near the j 
counter, stringing long strands of coral beads, j 
Her back was toward the door, so the stranger’s j 
entrance was quite unobserved. She wore the j 
simple and striking dress of an Italian girl of j 
the middle class. Her abundant,' glossy black j 
tresses were braided fancifully around her j 
head, and at one side, casting its pink reflec- i 
tion over all that was visible of a clear, dark ! 
cheek, was a glowing rose. 

Thrilled by that vibrating voice, as a voice ! 
had never thrilled him before, the Englishman | 
quite forgot his errand, and stood spell-bound, | 
gazing upon the slender hands that threaded, j 
one by one, the coral beads, while the pas- : 
sionate melody floated from the lips cf the i 
unconscious singer, until hisumbrelln, an Eng- ! 
lishman’s faithful friend and fellow-traveler, ! 
slipped from his forgetful hand,, and fell, with ! 
a loud crash to the floor. The girl started j 
violently at the sudden noise, and at the sight j 
of a tall, and remarkably handsome young 
man, standing just behind her. Of course, 
the beads were equally alarmed, and rattled 
over the floor in every direction. 

The Englishman was dreadfully confused. 
A pair of magnificent blaok eyes turned on him 
800 


with startled inquiry; but he was rather re¬ 
assured when, at the end of his blundering 
explanation, “that he was looking for Roman 
pearls, but the signora’s.beautiful voice had— 
had—He observed that she was blushing 
muoh more deeply than himself. “I can find 
pearls here, of course?” 

“Oh, yes! she could show the signor many 
kinds, if the signor wished to look at them 
to-day.” 

But this the signor did not feel inclined to 
do at that moment; he would come the next 
day to find what he wanted. 

The Englishman found himself, an hournfter, 
At his hotel, with a slightly confused idea of 
the streets between it and Santa Lucia. 

“A letter for the signor Inglese,” said the 
landlord, as he entered the door. The English¬ 
man bounded up the stairs to his own room 
before he broke the seal. The letter was ad¬ 
dressed to “Francis Trevannion, Esq., Piaxxi 
di Spagna, No 6, Rome.” It was brief. 

“Mr Dbar Francis —I will be in Rome one 
week from to-day, with the girls; they are 
anxious to see as muoh as they can while the 
fine weather lasts.” 

“The deuce they are!” said Trevannion, to 
himself. “And then I suppose there will be 
nothing for me but perpetual sight-seeing with 
a lot of girls—all pencils, sketch-books, camp- 
stools, and enthusiasm I fancied I knew Rome 
pretty thoroughly last year, but there seems 
to be some part of it that I am yet to make 
acquaintance with, I imagthe. Mr. Bradshaw 
has possibly something to communicate.” 

He drew his lounge near the window, settled 
his curly head comfortably on the pillows, and 
prepared for a thorough and exhaustive exami* 
nation of the map of Rome. 

II. 

A rat of soft moonlight that followed the 
glare of the brazen day, fell in its coarse on 
the thoughtful face of Francis Trevannion, as 
he sat in the little balcony that opened from 
his apartments, smoking his segar and watch¬ 
ing the groups of men and women that saan- 
tered by; at the same moment a burst of musio 
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oame from some street-singers, who turned a 
distant corner. 

Trevannion bent eagerly forward—the music 
was in a second beyond bearing. 

“Absurd!” he muttered, pitching the end of 
4ts segar into the street; “hare 1 never heard 
a sweet voice before!” 

The same ray of moonlight that illuminated 
Trevannion’s face, as he sat smoking in his 
balcony, touched also two figures that stood 
leaning over the balustrade of the bridge of 
St. Angelo. A man's voice was speaking: 

“Why do you listen so indifferently to all I 
have been saying. Have yon nothing to say 
to me, Teresa?” 

“I have been speaking, Nicolo.” 

“Speaking—so you have; but what sort of 
speaking? Short answers from wandering 
thoughts. Ah, you are changed, Teresa,” he 
added, reproachfully. 

“1 am not changed, Nioolo,” said the girl, 
in a low voice. 

“You are growing tired of me. Yon have 
seen some handsome fellow whom you like 
better than yonr poor, rough Nicolo.” 

“I have not,” said Teresa, quickly, with a 
deep blush. 

“Then give me a kiss to prove that it is not 
so, and that bright rose that you wear in your 
long braids-” 

“Take the rose, Nicolo,” said Teresa, detach¬ 
ing it from her hair and tossing it to her lover, 
disappearing from sight as he bent to piok it up. 

III. 

Early the next day, Teresa sat At her work 
in the jewel-shop of the street of Santa Lucia. 
Tbe bead-stringing proceeded Blowly withal. 
There was no song to speed her fingers. Ever 
and anon the little brown hands drooped slowly 
on her embroidered apron, to start quickly to 
their work when a footstep sounded on the j 
door-sill. Jewels did not seem to be in de¬ 
mand that day. Nicolo, longing for a soft 
glance from Teresa’s liquid eyes, stole in for 
one moment, but met with so cold, nay, almost 
angry reception, that the poor fellow hastened 
away with a heavy heart. 

Vexed and out of patience, but at what she 
did not know, Teresa at last threw down her 
coral-beads and began to arrange and disar¬ 
range various boxes and caskets of wood and 
pasteboard. She waft reaching one to a high 
shelf, when a long shadow struck athwart the 
floor, and an English voice said, 

“Let me put that in its place for yon; it 1 b 
too high for you to reach.” 


He had come, then, in reality—the fair¬ 
haired young English signori He had not 
forgotten Teresa and the pearls he wished to 
purchase. 

While Trevannion examined minutely the 
necklaces, ear-rings, and long strings of pearls 
that Teresa spread before him, the acquaint¬ 
ance proceeded with rapid strides between i 
himself and the innocent and unconventional 
Italian girl. 

He learned that her father was the proprie¬ 
tor of the little shop. Teresa, herself, was 
looking after it now, because her father, St. 
Catherine preserve him on hiB journey, was 
gone to nurse his brother, who was ill at 
Florence. 

Trevannion had overhauled everything that 
Teresa possessed in the way of a pearl, and 
heaven knows how many other baubles be¬ 
sides; but he was far from satisfied, he felt no 
inclination to complete his purchases, wish a 
good-day to Teresa, and leave those dangerous 
dark eyes and that silver voice to work their 
charm on some olive-faced Pietro or Antonio. 

“Can you find fault with that necklaoe, sig¬ 
nor,” said Teresa, winding it around her wrist 
to show its purity. 

“It will do well enough, but I must have 
something that I do not see here—ear-rings, 
pin of pearls, and something bine. The lady 
they are for is very partial to blue—don’t 
you understand me?” 

“Hardly, signor,” said Teresa, coldly. 

“A pearl-drop, for instance, with a circle of 
blue beads and gold around it. My sister 
would never be satisfied without something 
blue.” 

“I comprehend perfectly,” said Teresa, with 
a brilliant smile. “Giacomo shall make them 
just as you desire, and I will help him by 
stringing the beads.” 1 * 

“And a necklace—will yon make that alto¬ 
gether yourself?” said Trevannion. 

“Sit signor, if you will bo satisfied with my 
poor workmanship.” 

“For you, Teresa! from you know who.” 
cried a boy, who ran in, showed his white 
teeth, and threw to her a cluster of orange- 
flowers, and was gone like a small whirlwind. 

“For you, Teresa, from you know who!” 
repeated Trevannion, with a strange, absurd 
feeling of positive jealousy. “ That means, of 
course, a lover,” he said, looking at her. 

Teresa colored deeply and dropped her long 
eyelashes. 

“Not of course, signor,” she said, making the 
orange-flowers into a breast-knot. 
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“It is a lover’s gift, the orange-flower.” 

“We poor Italians do not know so much of 
symbols/’ said Teresa, evasively. “You have 
many orange-flowers in your country, doubt¬ 
less, signor?” 

“On the contrary, so few that I beg you will 
generously give me a sprig from that myste¬ 
rious gift that surprised you so little.” 

“Impossible. I will execute your order for 
the pearls, signor,” said Teresa, suddenly mind¬ 
ful that she had, perhaps, been too unreserved 
with this beautiful young stranger, and striving 
by an abrupt change of manner to make up for 
possible indiscretion. 

Feeling himself dismissed, Trevannion took up 
his purchases and sauntered back to his hotel. 

I need hardly say that Trevannion found 
himself the next day wandering around the 
neighborhood of Santa Lucia, doing everything 
he could, in fact, except the only thing he 
cared to do, and that was, march straight 
down the street and through a oertain open 
door. 

Fortune or misfortune befriended him at 
last, in suggesting that he had never said one 
word to Teresa about the size and form of the 
necklace she was to make. This was too im¬ 
portant a matter to wait another day. His 
slow step changed to one of great alacrity. 

Teresa was there, of course. A night’s un¬ 
interrupted reflection over a tall, straight 
young figure, curly fair hair, and a frank, 
handsome face, made them old and dear ac¬ 
quaintances. So their conversation on that 
necklace was longer than ever. 

IV. 

The week fled by on golden wheels for that 
thoughtless pair. 

Trevannion fonnd it necessary to preside 
over the stringing of each pearl in the precious 
necklace. 

They found the day vacant., cheerless, cold, 
when they did not see one another; so they 
were careful to meet. 

It was not alone in the dark little shop. 
Who that has dwelt in Romo does not remem¬ 
ber a thousand enchanted spots where, when 
the sunset flushed the sky, or the moonlight 
floated over all, they could sit and listen to the 
splash of a fountain, and smell the orange-flow¬ 
ers, while Teresa’s voice entranced Trevannion 
with the love-songs of her passionate land? 

There was not a word of spoken love; but 
Teresa knew well enough how to rend Trevan- 
nion’s eyes when they were bent on her per¬ 
petually, and Trevannion did not fail to inter¬ 


pret in his own way Teresa’s changing color 
and capricious manner. 

Poor Nicolo was gone on a cruise to the fish¬ 
ing grounds of Messina, and was piaying every 
day for lucky hauls and a rapid run home¬ 
ward, that he might find bis fair, ungracious 
one, in a propitious frame of mind. 

V. 

Ohe bright day, Trevannion was slowly re¬ 
turning through the corridor that Approached 
his sitting-room, when that very door was 
opened by a little girl of about eight years. 
At the sight of him she shouted, 

“There he is, mamma! Here’s Frank!” 

A chorus of voices ejaculated in vivacious 
keys: “Well, Frank!” “Here you are at 
last, sir?” “Come, give an account of your¬ 
self.” 

This was the last thing he could have done, 
so he kissed his aunt Catherine, his cousin 
Kate, and his sister Ella, and submitted with 
the best grace he oould to be kissed and tarn- 
bled over by half a dozen young cousins. 

“I hope you have not been seeing all the 
sights without us, Frank?” said Kate. 

“I suppose you did as I told you?” said his 
aunt, and presented the letters you got in 
Paris to the Prince di Pozzo d’Orr and the 
Countess Porcupinonini. They put you, of 
course, in the way of seeing the best of 
society.” 

Trevannion had done nothing of the sort, as 
we well know; but he did not think necessary 
to parade the fact just then, and the voluble 
tongues of his female relatives found occupa¬ 
tion enough in eeascless questions about the 
fare, the accommodations, the dreadful time 
they had on the road the day before, how a 
tree broke, and the carriage was brought to 
such a sudden standstill that poor little Nettie, 
who was sitting on Kate’s lap, was tumbled 
head foremost into the tray of luncheon that 
aunt Catherine was holding. 

“ Have you found us the Roman pearls that 
you were commissioned to get before we deter¬ 
mined to pass through Rome?” asked Trev&n- 
non’s sister. 

“Yes, I have some very pretty ones for the 
girls; but I am having Borne set for you after 
a peculiar fancy of my owm They will be 
done to-morrow, I believe.” 

“Oh, thank youl you are so thoughtful, 
Frank.” 

“Bring out your pearls, old fellow,” cried 
little Nettie, giving him an enthusiastic hug 
around the neck. 
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VI. 

It was late the following day before Trevan- 
nion could get away from his exigeante young 
oousin. When he entered the familiar door, 
Teresa was leaning against the counter, em¬ 
broidering a strip of siLk. Her fringed neck- 
handkerchief was fastened together with a 
knot of orange-flowers. 

“What, again adorned with orange-blossoms 
from your mysterious admirer, Teresa!” said 
Trevannion, with annoyance in his voice. 

“And why not?” said Teresa, coolly; for 
she was displeased because he came so late. 

“Oh, there’s no reason in the world, if yon 
feel so indulgent to the sender as to pay him 
the compliment of wearing his offering.” 

“Poor fellow! he deserves any compliment 
that I can pay him,” said Teresa, pensively. 
44 He has been gone on a week’s cruise, and the 
very moment he returns he hastens to send this 
token, to let me know that he is come.” 

“Indeed,” replied Trevannion, with a cold¬ 
ness at his heart. “ Then, perhaps, 1 am in the 
way of an expected audience. Perhaps you 
have been looking for some one, Teresa?” 

“1 have been expecting some one, and have 
looked for him all day, and he has just oome 
to reproach me for trying to make myself look 
well with a few orange-flowers.” 

Trevannion flushed to the roots of his hair. 

“Then you were only jesting, and there is 
no sailor whom you love, and who has a right 
to look for a welcome from you?” 

“None,” said Teresa, gravely, with a pang 
as she thought of Nicolo; and how true it was 
that she did not love him. 

When Trevannion spoke again, it was with 
his usual voice and manner, 

“ Teresa, my sister, and my aunt and cousin 
have arrived. My sister is impatient for her 
pearls. They are ready, are they not ?” 

Teresa brought out a small box, and one 
some sizes larger, and pushed them toward 
him. 

“Open them for me yourself,” he said, 
smiling. 


I strand of hair. Trevannion bent forward and 
disentangled it, and fastened the catch. 

At the touch of his hand upon her cheek, it 
grew os white as marble. Silently he put into 
its place the second ear-ring, and then the 
brooch—a true lover’s knot, with a pendant 
pearl. 

“Now the necklace, Teresa.” 

! She opened the larger box and drew out 
j the gleaming coils. It was of three graduated 
strings of large pearls, purest and whitest of 
! all. 

Trevannion clasped it around her throat. 

“ Do I look well in them ?” said Teresa, raising 
her innocent eyes and looking full at him. 

Trevannion could not speak, she looked so 
beautiful, so fair, so trusting. Knowing all he 
did, suddenly remembering so much that he 
should never have forgotten, something rose 
unbidden in his throat. He could only bend 
his head. 

Teresa wondered much at ki<* pale face and 
j utter silence, as he removed the ornaments and 
i restored them to their caskets. 

“Teresa, will you give me an orange-flower 
of your own free will, not because 1 ask for 
it, but because you wish to give it to me?” 

She took the cluster from her boddice and 
handed it to him. 

He bent over her hand, as if he would 
speak, but instead he pressed his lips to it 
vehemently and strode away. 

VII. 

“ Come here, Ella,” said Trevannion, calling 
his sister to one corner of the room. “Tell 
me your opinion of these.” 

Elia opened the boxes and fell into extasiee 
on the spot. 

“Beautiful, Frank. She will be perfectly 
charmed.” 

“Shi j/” said Trevannion. “Who are you 
speaking of?” 

“Why, what a booby you are. * She ,* why, 
Evelyn, of course. Who else should bo in your 
thoughts, fond lover? Of course, you mean 


She took the lid from the small box, and these pearls for her.” 
lifted out two ear-rings, formed of an oval loop J “Evelyn,” said Trevannion, in a husky 
of blue turquoise beads, enclosed by a narrow j voice. “Oh, to be sure, Evelyn.” 
thread of gold, just wide enough to keep the j “What is the matter, Frank? Why do you 
beads in place. In the centre swung a large \ keep repeating the name with such a dazed 


oval pearl. 


j look? Do you mean to say you have forgotten 


“ Are they pretty, signor ?” said Teresa, > your affianced one in this year of absence ? 
bolding them up. j Even though Sir Gilbert would not allow any 

“Put them in your ears, and I can tell * correspondence between you during this year 
you.” j of your foreign tour, you know Evelyn never 

In putting in the ear-ring, it caught in a ! forgets you for an hour.” 
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“Yes, yes,” said the wretched Frank;” but 
take these, won’t you; there’s a good girl, 
Nelly.” 

“Take them, and put them away for yon, in 
my trunk? Certainly I will; but these must go 
to Evelyn; you can get me some more, any* 
where. Evelyn would break her heart, if she 
thought you liad given anything to me first. 
Don’t you remember the message she sent, 
when we were in Italy, in her letter to me— 
‘If a certain person is mindful of another cer¬ 
tain person, when he passes through Rome, he 
will bring homo a string of Roman pearls.’ ” 

“Oh, I remember every word of it, exactly,” 
cried Trevannion, recklessly—“the whole lot 
of stuff about a certain person, and an uncer¬ 
tain person. Heaven knows what silly trash 
girls fill their letters up with.” 

Ella looked at her aunt, in horror at these 
sacrilegious words, as Trevannion left the 
room. 

“ Nothing of any consequence,” said that ex¬ 
perienced dame, placidly. “He has seen some 
pretty girl selling flowers on the street, or 
some nonsense of that kind. He’ll soon for¬ 
get all that when he sees Evelyn’s lovely face, 
and touches English soil, which will be pretty 
soon. We must leave Rome in three or four 
days, now.” 

VIII. 

Yes, it was too true. JThe handsome young 
Englishman, who kissed so tenderly the hand 
of the Italiun girl, had a right to kiss but one 
hand in the world. He was bound in love, in 
honor, tied hand and foot, by that inexorable 
word, “affianced,” to a woman who loved the 
ground he walked upon. 

He had been betrothed to Miss Monckton 
when he and she were young; more from the ar¬ 
dent desire of their parents for the alliance, 
than from any particular wish of Trevannion’s. 
He regarded the lovely Evelyn as his own pro¬ 
perty; was very glad to be engaged to one so 
much admired; really liked her—called it lov¬ 
ing her; so went off eager and happy to his 
tour on the Continent. 

But from the time when Teresa had turned 
on him her starry eyes, until his sister Ella 
had spoken her name, Evelyn, his bride to be, 
had never once been in his thoughts. 

Of course, it was thoughtless; of course, it 
was criminal. He ought never to have gone a 
second time to the street of Santa Lucia. We 
ought, none of us, ever to do anything we 
ought not to do. 

Ah! but it was hard on poor Teresa. { 


IX. 

Trevannion paid dearly for that week in 
Rome. 

He knew that the day of explanation and 
parting must come; but he shrunk from it. 

He wandered everywhere that his oousins* 
fancy led them, patiently showing them their 
last sights; inwardly, dead despair, outwardly, 
silent and stern. On the evening of the second 
day, after seeing his cousin and sister home, 
he went out, determined to speak with Teresa 
at all costs. 

On his way, he passed the open door of a 
church. Silent worshippers were passing in 
and out. 

Some impulse made Trevannion enter. He 
passed up a side aisle to where a taper was 
dimly burning before the Virgin’s shrine. 

A woman was kneeling on the tiled floor, 
engaged in deep, though wordless prayer. 

Yes, it was she! It was Teresa. In disquiet 
and uneasiness at Trevannion’s prolonged ab¬ 
sence, she had gone to her safest refuge for 
comfort. 

When her prayer was ended, she rose and 
walked rapidly down the aisle, her eyes east 
down, not seeing Trevannion, who gazed at her 
as though he would have carved every feature 
upon his quivering heArt. He followed her to 
the door. As they stepped into the sunset 
street, Trevannion reached her side. 

“Teresa!” 

She did not start or look surprised. He was 
so constantly in her thoughts that his appear- 
anoo at any time would not have startled her. 

They walked for some distance, till they 
reached a favorite haunt—a ruined fountain, 
over which still presided two marble Tritons. 
The cool water still flowed from their carved 
lips. A shivered column bad embedded its 
smoothest, whitest fragment close by. Ghostly, 
indeed, it looked in the waning light. Many 
an evening had Trevannion and Teresa made 
the fluted column their seat. It had listened 
oftentimes to Teresa’s songs and his treacher¬ 
ous words. It should hear his confession now. 

They sat down, and Teresa readied her hand 
into the fountain and drew it out dripping with 
crystal drops. And he ? What did he do then? 
Why, he told her—he told her all—that he was 
going back to England tho next day; that hs 
was betrothed to an English girl there, whom 
he was to marry as soon as he got home; that 
he had tacitly deceived Teresa all this time, 
and been faithless to his plighted word; that he 
was going to ruin as soon ns it wasall over: but 
that he loved her! he loved her ! he loved her I 
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“Oh! spare me, spare me!” cried Teresa, at 
this, and fell back in a dead faint. 

Trevannion took her poor, lifeless form in 
his arms. He kissed thp blanched, beautiful 
face, repeatedly. He was distracted with grief 
and remorse. 

“Oh, signor!” said the poor girl, as sho re¬ 
gained her consciousness, “leave mo! leave 
me! Do not speak of love to me! Go—go! 
Go to your English bride, who is waiting for 
you!” 

“Teresa,” said Trevannion, “I solemnly 
swear to you, that if you will but speak the 
word, I will never see England again. I will 
give up everything for you. I solemnly affirm, 
that life is nothing tome without you, Teresa.” 

“Donot tempt uio to do what is sinful, through 
my love for you,” cried Teresa, wildly. “Only 
leavo mo now, signor. In the name of the 
Holy Virgin, leave me !” 

Trevannion knelt at her feet; he seized her 
hands; lie covered them with despairing kisses; 
he pressed them to his heart; then, with an 
agonized sob, he lied from her. 

X. 

A huge English traveling carriage lumbered 
heavily over the Ponte Molle, that leads from tho 
Eternal City. The morning was bright and beau¬ 
tiful. Tho sunlight flashed merrily over every 
bit of metal it could find on the horses’ har¬ 
ness, and fairly danced when it lit on the 
postillion’s brass-buttons. It turned to gleam¬ 
ing gold the yellow locks of a young and hand 
some man, whose face was seen at tho carriage- 
window. It sparkled over tho flower-tray of a 
beautiful girl, who was vending her wares as the 
carriage passed, deepening to glowing red somo 
clusters of roses. But not the reddest rose 
was as red as the cheek of the flower-girl; not 


the sun's sparkle could match her flashing 
eyes. 

As tho young man’s face at the window came 
opposite to the flojveir-girl, something white 
circled through the air, and a cluster of orange- 
flowers fell at his feet. 

XI 

“Come, Evelyn, you have not had Frank’s , 
gift, yet. I brought it for him with my things 
for safety; having done that, I think I may 
claim the pleasure of handing it to you, my¬ 
self.” Ella laid two boxes in Miss Monok- 
ton’s lap. Evelyn openod them, and looked 
her thanks to her lover. 

“How like you, to ohoose my color with 
them,” sho murmured. 

“Frank, put them on for her, and we will 
seo how well fair Evelyn becomes the Roman 
pearls and torquoise beads.” 

Frank obediently did as his sister directed. 
Ho Listened each ear-ring in his dear one’s 
small oars; ho pinned the brooch beucath her 
blushing face; he clasped the strings of pearl 
around her white throat, and then, stepped 
back from her, duly to admire. 

“ Do I look well in them ?” said Evelyn, with 
a confident smile. 

“Admirably,” replied the lover—and then, 
for the first time in his life, lost his conscious¬ 
ness. 

“ Poor fellow f I don’t wonder, riding all day 
in the hot sun. Come away, Ella, let Evelyn 
give Iiim the brandy and put the cologne to his 
head. Who could open his bluo-eyes, if Evelyn 
could not?” 

And what became of Teresa? 

Go to the Passionist Convent, that crowns 
tho summit of the Alban bills, and ask to ses 
sister Franoisca. She will tell you. 


FLOWERS. 

9Y MATTHIAS BABB. 


I love to gather the sweet surprise 
Of the early dawn In your dewy eyes, 

While the minstrel lark from his airy bowers 
Keeps raining his soul on ye, tender flowers. 

Oh, dear delights of the earth and sky! 
Unknown, unnoticed, ye bloom and die; 
Content to breathe out your lives unseen, 

In the forest brown and the meadows green. 

Nations have vanished, and ages rolled, 

Since ye blossomed in Eden's bowers of old; 


And yet in your hearts ye ore pore as then. 
But, alas! and alas! for the hearts of men. 

Tho same great Toiler has made us both, 

And ye aro true to your undent troth— 

True as when first on the earth ye came 
To tell of Ills wisdom and preach His name. 

But man, proud man, with the Ood-llke brow, 
How black at his purest beside ye now. 

Ah ! little I ween could the wisest say, 

Were it not for the hope of a brighter day. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Ruth Laurence, though an invalid, was pining 
for something which might occupy the slender 
hands which seemed all too frail for any labor. 
She'could do many pretty trifles, however, 
with those deft fingers, and in her soul lay a 
deep love of art, which they wore patientfy 
striving to work out, whenever a bit of wax or 
a scrap of paper fell in her way. Sometimes, as 
the wind swept through the open windows^of 
that little room, it carried away tiny morsels 
of paper, on which a butterfly, a bird, or a 
flower was sketched, which went whirling off 
among the old-fashioned flowers like a living 
thing. Sometimes she would manage to get 
ravelings from scraps of silk, out of which she 
wrought rose-buds for pincushions, and groups 
of blossoms for segar-cases, which brought in 
a shilling or two, now and then, for the scanty 
household-fund, and gave her a world of hap¬ 
piness in the sweet power of creation. 

She was lying on her couch, close by the 
window, with a bit of drawing-paper in her 
hand, on which the soft shadows of a white 
rose were forming themselves, when a click of 
the gate-latch, and the sound of strange foot¬ 
steps, made her start and look through the win. 
dow. She saw her brother James by the gate, 
and with him a tall, elderly man, whom she 
had never seen before. The stranger waited a 
moment for the boy to complete what he was 
saying, and then crossed the little yard, 
while James ran forward to open the door. 

“Ruthy! Ruthy, dear! just sit up a little, if 
you can; I have brought a gentleman, who 
wants to get Acquainted with us. I told him 
all about things, you know, and he seems to 
think —Well, I don’t know what he thinks— 
but something awful kind, I’m sure, by his 
face.” 

While James stood in the doorway uttering 
this excited little Bpcech, Ruth arose fully from 
her pillows, dropped her feet to the floor, and 
turned her eyes upon the stranger in breath- j 
less expectation. She saw a tall, slender man, ; 
some fifty years of age, with hair, that had | 
300 


once been black as the neck of a raven, large, 
dark eyes, full of calm sadness, a forehead ub 
white as marble, and but faintly lined, with a 
firm, sensitive mouth, to which laughter seemed 
to come never, and smiles but seldom; still, in 
his face and that quiet, gentlemanly air, was 
that indescribable something which awakes 
sympathy, and verges on tenderness. 

“ Forgive me, young lady; I did not intend 
to intrude on you in this abrupt way,” he said, 
lifting his hat as he crossed the threshold. 
“ I have met a young lady, your sister, I think, 
who half gave me permission to call.” 

“My sister is not at home,” answered Ruth, 
blushing; for she was so unaccustomed to the 
sight of a stranger that the presence of this 
one set her heart to beating wildly. 

“ I know ? this good lad told roe ns much. He 
also told me some other things about his family, 
that made me think—that made me hope—” 
The stranger paused, and bent bis eyes upon 
the girl with a long, wistful look, that seemed 
pleading with her for help. 

“ Perhaps you hoped to find some one that 
you knew?” 

‘•Yes, yes; I did hope that—but it was long 
ago. No friend of mine could be young as 
you are.” 

“ Was it somebody you wanted to find, then? 
Perhaps mother may help yon.” 

“Perhaps,” said the man, abstractedly, still 
gazing in that delicate young face, as if search¬ 
ing its features, one by one. 

“She knew all my poor father’s friends,” 
said Ruth, embarrassed by the silence. 

“Ah, yes! I should like to see your mother.” 

Ruth lifted her voice a little, and called out: 

“ Mother 1 Mother!” 

“Well, I must be going. It’s so long since 
I went out, and they’ll miss me at the store,’* 
said little James, who had waited in silence 
for something strange to happen; for this ad¬ 
vent of a visitor seemed full of importance to 
him. “Good-by, Ruthy; good-by, sir! I’m 
off.” 

As James ran down the front yard Mrs. 
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Laurence came into the little parlor, untying 
the apron in which Bhe had been working as 
she came in. Mr. Ross started, and turning in 
his chair, regarded her with a sharp, scruti¬ 
nizing look, which deepened into an expres¬ 
sion of keen disappointment. 

“This is my mother,” said Ruth, bending# 
her head, while Mrs. Laurence paused to fling 
her apron back into the kitchen, when she saw 
a stranger in the room. 

Ross arose, and stood a moment, waiting for 
Mrs. Laurence to advance; for, though every¬ 
thing was humble, and even poverty-stricken 
around them, he felt that these women were 
naturally far above the level of their appear¬ 
ance. 

“I have intruded, madam, perhaps rudely,” 
he said, at last; “but having met one of your 
children by accident, her resemblance to one— 
to an old friend—was so striking, that I ven¬ 
tured to inquire about her here.” 

Mrs. Laurence seemed more than usually 
disturbed by this speech; Bhe turned a steady 
glance on her visitor, and said, 

“I cannot remember of over seeing you be¬ 
fore, sir; there must be some mistake.” 

Ross looked searchingly at the woman, as 
she spoke; her voice was firm and somewhat 
harsh; her reception of his polite address a 
little repellant; but she motioned him to take 
a seat, and occupied one herself, putting down 
her sleeves, which had been rolled up to the 
elbows. « 

“I once knew a man of your name,” said 
Ross, regarding the woman with a look of 
hesitation. 

“Was he a policeman?” questioned Mrs. 
Laurence. 

“ Not while I knew him. We were clerks in 
the same store. 

“How long was that ago?” 

“More than twenty years.” 

Mrs. Laurence reflected a moment, then lift¬ 
ing her face, said, 

“Well?” 

“He was the dearest friend I ever had. 
When I left him, he promised to watch over 
my interests, to-” 

“ May I ask your name,” said Mrs. Laurence 
now keenly aroused. 

“ Ross—Herman Ross.” 

Mrs. Laurence turned her eyes from the face 
she had been studying with a sort of terror, 
and her voice grew low and hoarse as she ques¬ 
tioned him further. 

“And the name of your friend—his full 
name?” 


“Leonard—Leonard Laurence.” 

“That was father's name,” said Ruth, in a 
naif whisper, looking at her mother, who 
groaned heavily, without saying a word. Low 
as the words were spoken, Ross heard them, 
and his face kindled. 

“Then, young lady, your father was my 
close friend, and loved me like a brother. Will 
you not trust and like me a little for his sake ?” 

“ I love everything that he loved,” said Ruth, 
with tears in her eyes; and she held out her 
frail little hand, which Ross took, reverently, 
then turned to the other woman with a look of 
touching appeal. 

“And you aere Leonard Laurence's wife. I 
remember seeing you once, a fair, young 
bride.” 

The iron muscles about the woman's mouth 
began to quiver, and a flush came around her 
pale-blue eyes. 

“There is a long, weary stretch between 
now and then,” she said, turning away her face. 

“There is, indeed!” responded Ross, with a 
sigh, which lifted his bosom with the force of a 
groan. “Along, weary stretch; full of deso¬ 
lation to more than you and me.” 

“ It gave him a violent death, and me widow¬ 
hood like this,” said the woman, turning cold 
and white. 

“The boy told me something of this, but I 
was not sure it was the same man. I hoped 
to find him alive and prosperous. This is a 
hard, hard blow to a man who had so few 
friends.” 

The woman looked at him jealously, as if his 
evident grief encroached upon her own melan¬ 
choly right of sorrow. From the first, she 
seemed to regard him as a person to be kept 
at arms-length. 

“ Toll me more—tell me how he died ?” said 
Ross, in a tremulous voice. “It will be a pain, 
I know; but this suspense and conjecture will 
have no end, without a thorough knowledge of 
all that relates to him. I must know.” 

Ruth looked wistfully at her mother, and 
was about to utter somo tender protest; but 
Mrs. Laurence lifted her hand, as if she un¬ 
derstood the kind impulse, but was ready to 
take up her hard task. 

“It was during the rebellion,” she said, 
“when the laboring-classes of the city went 
wild with a mad idea that the draft was in¬ 
tended to oppress them and favor the rich. 
Most of our city troops had been drawn off to 
check the advance of the enemy, and a fearful 
duty fell upon the police—as brave a set of 
men as ever went to any battle-field. 
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“The riot came upon us unexpectedly. My 
frusband seemed rather more than usually anx¬ 
ious that morning, but not really apprehensive. 
He was then a captain in the force, and held 
to be one of the bravest and most experienced 
men among them. You have seen him. You 
know what manner of man he was; but, no— 
you knew him in his youth—this was in his 
perfect prime. In the glow of health, in the 
might of firm resolution, ho left me that day. 

I watched him going down the street, from 
that window—that very window, sir. We had 
just built this house, then, and were making 
it a home-nest for the children. The youngest 
was by my side ; he had mounted to a chair, 
and was clapping his hands and shoutihg for 
his father to look back. 

“ Leonard was anxious, arid walked on 
swiftly; for strange noises were in the air, 
while groups of men and women gathered in 
the street, suddenly, as if they sprang out of 
the earth. Still, my husband heard the shouts 
of his child, and turning, waved his hand to 
us. I saw that no smile lighted his face. He 
stopped, and seemed to listen. A low howl 
swept up the street, as if a den of wild beasts 
w"ere clamoring for food. This time, he waved 
his club, and plunged into a great crowd of 
people, that choked up the street, menacing 
him with threats, t^hen swallowing him up be¬ 
fore my eyes. 

“That was an awful day. He had left me 
in charge of our children, and I dared not 
leave them for a single moment. My home 
was in the very heart of a disinfected district. 
My husband was obnoxious, from his Btrict 
discharge of duty, and suspected of more edu¬ 
cation, and higher ambition, than the horde 
that surrounded us. Lonely as our household 
was, danger menaced us. Twice during the 
day a crowd came up the street, swarmed into 
our little garden, and threatened to burn the 
house. They would have done it, too, but for 
Eva, who flung the door open, and standing 
on the threshold, told them that she was there 
to protect her mother and two children, younger 
and weaker than herself. 

“Oh, sir! if you could have seen the child 
standing there, and braving that crowd of 
fiends! How beautiful she looked, with her 
coal-black hair all abroad; her great eyes 
burning with courageous fire, hurling words of 
wild appeal, like bullets, intd the crowd. They 
met her, first, with groans of derision, then 
with fierce shouts of applause, swearing that 
she was worthy to lead in their own fierce 
work; worthy of a place by the demoniac 


women who knew how to cut their way through 
fire and blood to the heart of an aristocrat. 

“Before I could reach my child, or even cry 
out, a gaunt, gray-headed old woman, with 
blazing eyes, and lips blistered with oaths, 
seized her by the arm, shouting, 

> “‘Yes, yes! let us set her on to help us! 
She shall tear the painted brats from out their 
silk nests in the avenue, up yonder, and drown 
them in the gutters ! This is fancy work ; just 
fit for a daring imp that isn’t afraid of us! 
Them who aint afeared to fight us are bound 
to lead us. We want a gal, about her age, to 
hunt up the small fry, and fling them down for 
us to trample in the mud.* 

“As the woman spoke, she lifted Eva from 
her feet, and would have hurled her into the 
crowd; but I pushed the children from me, 
and sprnng upon her with the strength of a 
strong man in my arms. The struggle was 
short and fierce. I rescued Eva, and thrust¬ 
ing her behind me, took her place on the 
threshold of our home. The woman sprang 
upon me like a fiend; froth flew like snow¬ 
flakes from her writhing lips, and a glow of 
blood burned in her eyes—but I had three 
children to save. 

“ How I saved them; what words were used; 
if the strength of desperation, that fairly 
turned every nerve in my body to iron, was 
put forth at all, I do not know; but the crowd 
broke, filling the air with shouts of laughter, 
and surged away, dragging that fiend-woman 
with them, 

“ Then I bolted the doors, and fell down, 
weaker and more helpless than the children 
who wept around me, too frightened for cry¬ 
ing. All day long, the howling of the mob, 
the shrieks of terrified negroes, and the rush 
of crowds, sweeping by on some errand of de¬ 
struction, filled us with shuddering dread. 
When night came we were still alone, watch¬ 
ful and trembling with unutterable fear. I 
did not think it strange that' my husband was 
absent. While there was a duty to perform, I 
knew that we need not hopfe to see him. But, 
oh, the suspense was terrible! 

“All night we waited and listened to the 
gathering storm, to the bowlings of the mob, 
the startling crash of fire-bolls, following close 
on each other, and the sharp shrieks of men 
and women, trampled under foot by the merci¬ 
less rioters, whose fury it was my husband’s 
duty to quell. Oh, that was an awful night! 
At each mere sound my children would creep 
closer to me, and while the hedrt quivered in 
ray bosom, I tried to comfort them. 
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44 Toward morning, a messenger came from 
my husband. He was still at his post, and 
might not be able to leavo it for days. Wo 
must keep bravely up, and remain quiet, other¬ 
wise his mind would be so distracted that it 
would be hard to go through what lay before 
him. 

44 1 learned from the messenger that Leonard 
had tasted no food since morning, and hastily 
gathered up what there was cooked in the 
house, I sent it to him, with the children’s 
love. Of course, we would bo brave and quiet, 
I said, while my heart sunk within me. He 
must not care for us. I would mind the chil¬ 
dren, if God would only take care of him. 

“The messenger promised to come back in 
an hour or two, and wo waited for him with 
growing terror, for the crash of the fire-bells 
was perpetual now. All around us, red tongues 
of flame were shooting up through burning 
roofs, and the streets were full of straggling 
rioters, with the plunder of sacked homes on 
their backs; some of them reeling with intoxi¬ 
cation, and cursing everything they met, as 
men and women cursod each other around the 
guillotines of Paris. These sights kept me at 
the window. An awful fascination drew mo 
toward the street whenever a frosh mob came 
crowding along it. How did I know that he 
might not be there struggling against the 
stormy passions that filled the city with cdying 
smoke and riotous noises ? 

44 The sun was going down on the second day, 
and there we stood, carfully holding back the 
window-curtain, and straining our eyes to 
catch the first glimpse of his coming, or of 
some messenger who could tell us of his safety. 
All at once, a sound of low, growling thunder 
came down one of the cross-streets, and before 
we could tell what it meant, a group of police¬ 
men came up the street, each man armed and 
resolute, but white as marble, with a knowledge 
of the fearful odds against them. The leader 
of these men, towering above them all, was my 
husband. He never once looked toward the 
house. Perhaps he feared the sight of it would 
unman him. With a loud, ringing voice, that 
reached us where we stood, he gave some or¬ 
ders to his men, who ranged themselves across 
the street from which danger threatened. In 
a moment they were swept back by a throng 
of rioters—swept back and scattered by a rush 
of overpowering numbers. A shot was fired, 
and one man fell—the tallest, the grandest. 
Oh, God, help me!—the bravest of them all. 
I saw him go down. I saw the mob trample 
over him with yells of rage. His groans, his 


death-agony was unheeded as tho stones under 
those brutal feet. I never knew how it was 
done, but in a moment I was struggling and buf A 
feting my way through that avalanche of human 
fiends, as drowning men fight with tho surging 
waters of a flood. Perhaps they had some 
compassion ; or, it may be, that my white face 
frightened them, for the crowd broke where 
he was lying, and scattered away, tracking hiB 
blood upon the pavement as they went. I fell 
down on my knees by his side. I laid my hand 
on his heart, and drew it away wet and red. 
His eyes were open, but they could not see his 
poor wife; his lips were parted beneath the 
shadow of his beard, which the wind stirred, 
and it seemed to me that Ire was speaking. 
But, no; those murderers had done their work 
well. I knelt down upon those hot, dusty 
stones a widow. 

44 Eva had followed me, and the little ones had 
clung to her shivering and crying as she pressed 
through the crowd. We were all together—his 
little family, wife and children—but he was 
dead. They would not believe it, butcalledupon 
him with feeble cries to look up and SAy that 
ho was not much hurt. I knew that he was 
dead ; that they were orphans, and I, his wife, 
a widow.” 

The woman ceased speaking. During her 
whole narrative she had shed no tears, but her 
voice was low and cold, liko tho air that comes 
from a tomb. Her lips never quivered, but 
they grew white os death. While her mother 
was talking, Ruth had partly risen and drew 
the window-curtains softly together, hoping 
thus to shroud something of the grief which 
this man had so painfully aroused. Then she 
sunk back upon her couch, and gazed at the 
stranger reproachfully through her tears. Mr. 
Ross sat gazing upon tho floor, with trouble in 
his eyes. He felt all the pain he had given, 
and the thought was full of distress. 

“Yes,” he said, at last. “I knew Laurence 
well. He was ‘brave, noble, well-educated. 
How comes it that he took a position which 
proved so fatal to him and to you?” 

44 He could get nothing better to do,” said 
Mrs. Laurence, drearily, “and I had no power 
to help him. But for the children, I might 
have obtained my old position a9 a teacher; 
but they needed all my care. At first, he did 
not intend tc remain in the police, but time 
reconciled u r to it, and he would soon have 
laid up enough oapital for a start in business. 
It is all gone now; for I would not let the chil¬ 
dren go out into the world without education, 
and they loved study.” 


r 
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“I can easily believe that,” said Ross, glan¬ 
cing at Ruth, who still kept her position, with 
tears trembling on her eye-lashes—a delicate, 
fair girl, with the refinement of a cultivated 
intellect in every feature. “At least you are 
blessed in the children my friend loved so 
well.” 

“ They are good children,” answered the 
woman, wearily; for the excitement of her 
narrative had left her cold and weak. Still, 
the stranger looked as if something was un¬ 
explained. He moved across the room, and in 
a vague way took up the bit of drawing-paper, 
on which Ruth had sketched her white roses. 
The delicacy of the touch, and free unfolding 
of the buds, seemed to arrest his thoughts, and 
turn them into another channel. His eyes 
brightened, and bonding them upon Ruth, ho 
asked if she had evor attempted anything in 
oils.” 

Ruth blushed, and casting hor eyes down, 
that he might not remark the longing wish that 
spoke there, answered, “No; it had been im¬ 
possible.” 

He seemed to understand the craving wish 
that had never yet been expressed, and after a 
moment’s hesitation, observed, 

“I sometimes paint a little.” Then, after 
hesitating a minute, he added, “There must 
be an upper room in your house which would 
give sufficient light.” 

“Yes,” answered Ruth, vaguely, compre¬ 
hending his idea. “But mother was in hopes 
of letting that, if she oould find a nioe person.” 

The flash of a sudden thought came into 


those dark eyes, and Ross seemed about to 
speak; but he checked himself, looked at the 
sketch again, and laid it down. 

“Is your sister anything of an artist?” he 
inquired. 

“Oh, Eva can do almost anything!” said 
Ruth, and her white face brightened out of its 
mournful look. 

“She is older than you, I should think.” 

“Older? Oh, yes! And a thousand times 
brighter than I ever shall be. But, then, there 
is no one like our Eva.” 

“She is, indeed, a bright, beautiful crea¬ 
ture.” 

< “Everybody thinks that .of her.” 

| The man locked earnestly at Ruth. Some 
' thought was in his mind which he did not know 
| how to express. The girl before him was very 
\ lovely, but part of this arose from that extremo 
\ fairness, which exclusion from the sun and 
\ frail health had imparted, and was in extreme 
j contrast with the dark, rich beauty of her sis¬ 
ter. Ruth read something of this thought in 
the man’s face and answered it, smiling. 

“And everybody wonders that we are so un¬ 
like ; but that is in all respects. She is strong/ 
cheerful, splendid, while I—Oh, sir! you can 
see how different I am.” 

“I can see that you are doing yourself in¬ 
justice,” said Ross, taking his hat. u But excuse 
me, that ! have intruded so long, as your 
father’s old friend.” 

Mrs. Laurence bent her head, and her visitor 
departed. 

(to be continued.) 


IDEAL AND REAL. 

BT MBS. CLARA B. HEATH. 


8at what yon will, in a romance or story; 

Make all your heroes to prosper at last; 

Crown all your martyrs with honor and glory. 

While their misfortunes are things of tbs past! 
Maidens, half buried in tulle and illusion, 

Pure as the pearls from the ocean's deep bed, 

Come np from hovels—a simple conclusion ! 

And by “Apollos.” or “ 8tewarts” are wed. 

Children, long lost In the world's kind opinion. 

Always to tasks and to poverty bound, 

Never grow vicious—and, gaining dominion, 

Prove millionaires, at the least, when they’re found! 
Such things do happen as pleasant exceptions: 

But, and alas! they’re by no means the rule ‘ 

It must be clear to the dullest perception, 

That there are crowds who are always at school. 
Always at school, where the text-books are blotted, 
And the dull rules are rlistractingly long; 

Happy the few, who, by patience allotted, 

Finish the lesson in time for a song. 


Life has a side that’s as cold and as bitter 
As the north wind of a December day! 

For who are clad In its tinsel and glitter, 

Pity the mourners in sable and gray. 

Hill upon hill, rising ever before them. 

Each seeming steeper than those they have passed ; 

Bearing for years the chill winds that sweep o’er them. 
Only to feint by the way-side at last. 

Truly, the “Righteous ore never forsaken!" 

He who takes note of the sparrows that fell, 

He can give more than a cold world has taken— 
Blessings and mercies await but His call. 

But ’tis not always with garlands He leads them. 
Sometimes, in fetters, they falter and fell. 

Tis not alone upon manna He feeds them— 

Many have sickened of wormwood and gall! 

Say what yon will, in your romance or story. 

Life h:is a side like a December day ! 

Many a martyr knows uothing of glory— 

Many a soldier lias died by the way 1 
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We giro, first, a very pretty dress, entirely 
new, although a reproduction, with some alter¬ 
ations, of a favorite style of two years ago. It 



will be very suitable for early Spring suits, 
and is to be mad<e of any light-colored material, 
say gray, pearl, or lilac, Summer mohair, such 
as can be bought for thirty-seven and a half 
or forty cents per yard. The trimming in the 
design is of black velvet; but we would suggest, 
in its place, silk, cut on the bias, or fine black 
alpaca. The latter makes a very pretty and 
efifective trimming, at a trifling cost, and if 
stitched down on both edges, with the sewing- 
machine, nothing could be neater. 

Cut the under-skirt in the usual way. There 
is as yet no alterations, except all dresses for 
the street are made longer, in fact just to 
touch the ground. Therefore, for the lower- 
Vol. LIX.—20 


skirt, cut the front breadth gored—two side- 
gores, and two full breadths at the back—and 
trim with two bias bands, four inches wide. 
The over-skirt is quite short and scant, twelvo 
inches long on the front, slightly sloped to¬ 
ward the back breadth, which is twenty-two 
inches long; ono width forming the back. One 
front width, narrowed and gored, just as wide 
as the top part of the under-skirt, as are also 
the side gores. The waist is plain, with coat- 
sleeves. The cape is simply a circular ono, 
falling about nine inches below the waist. One 
huge, double, box-plait is laid in this cape, at 
the waist, which plait is fastened to a belt on 
the under side, passing around the waist, thus 
drawing down the cape into the waist, where 
a double bow is placed on the outside, and the 
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ends underneath. The trimming for the over¬ 
skirt and cape should be a trifle narrower than ! 
on the bottom jof the under-skirt. Twelve yards 
of double-fold material will make this costume. 

We give next, a walking-suit of black al¬ 
paca, or summer mohair; the latter very nice 
in grays, or black-colored ones, for high colors 
are apt to fade. The under-skirt is to be cut 
as described in the preceding dress. The trim¬ 
ming is of the same material of the dress, and 
is arranged in large blocks of box-plaiting: 
one width of alpaca to each block. The trim- 
ming is seven inches deep, and is scalloped and 
bound on three sides, as may be seen in the 
design; then plaited, and where sewed on, one 
row of narrow, black velvet is placed. The | 
over-skirt is open in front, and consists of four 
straight widths, three-quarters of a yard long, 
simply scalloped and bowed, one row of‘the 
velvet ribbon all round. The waist plain. Coat- 
sleeves. A small, round cape, not coming to¬ 
gether in front, and trimmed to match from 
the throat all the way down the front, a straight 
piece, four inches wide, is scalloped, and trim¬ 
med also with the velvet; and there is one row 
of velvet buttons. A belt at the waist; no bows 
or ends at the back. Fifteen yards of double¬ 
fold material will be required. 

We give, now, back and front views of a walk¬ 
ing-dress for a Miss of twelve years. This cos¬ 



tume is of white or gray mohair, and consists of 
an under-skirt, trimmed with two plaitings of 
the material, headed by a narrow quilling of 
black or colored silk or ribbon. The over-skirt 



has an apron front, sloping off into a point, quite 
long at the back, and open, as seen in the 
design. It is trimmed to match. The waist 
is high and with the trimming put on square 
in front, and rounded off at the back. Small, 
open sleeves. Sash and ends. Twelve yards 
of double-fold material will be required, if the 
trimming is put on in plaits; but it will look 
very pretty gathered, and only slightly full, 
and will then require only about eight yards. 
But some half-worn silk dress of mamma’s 
would make a charming little dress. 

In the front of the number we give a Sash 
for evening or in-door dress, made of striped or 
plaid ribbon. Made up in this way, a sash is 
far more economical than if you were always to 
tie the ribbon, for tieing and untying tumbles 
and creases the ribbon. These sashes, also, 
have the advantage of being ready at the mo¬ 
ment required. 

We also give, there, a yoke-blouse for a girl 
from two to four years old. It should be made 
of Nainsook, Bishop’s lawn, or cambric, and 
braided. Any simple pattern will look well, 
Long sleeves can be added at pleasure. These 
blouses are much worn, both for dresses or 
aprons. If made of linen, they are cool,' and 
always look well to the last. 

Also a fichu, or a pretty article te wear over 
a high-neck, long-sleeve dress, for a dinner 
or evening. It is made of French, Swiss, Cluny, 
or Valenciennes insertion ; narrow, black velvet 
ribbon, and edging. To make one less expen¬ 
sive, trim with a puff and ruffle of the Swiss, 
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with a ribbon run under the puff. It can easily 
be cut from the engraving. One yard of French 
muslin, two yards wide, will make the whole 
cape and trimming. 



costume for a young lady. It consists of a 


dress and over-sacque, which is of a different 
material. The under-skirts ef walking-dresses 
still continue to be made quite long. This 
dress may be made of alpaca, mohair, summer 
poplin, or any of the vast variety of early 
spring goods. Any of the above named can 
be bought for from thirty-seven and a half to 
seventy-five cents per yard. Fifteen yards will 
be required. Make the under-skirt after the 
usual mode, and trim with a slightly-gathered 
flounce, something more than a quarter of a 
yard in depth, put on with a heading, and 
drawn with a cord. The over-skirt is quite 
short in front, and not longer in the back. 
Loop up in the back, and this makes the puff. 
The waist is cut with the postillion basque. 
The over-sacque may be of either cashmere or 
black silk. It tits almost close to the figure, 
and the skirt of it is slashed up the back and 
side-seams to the waist. Trim with fringe 
and bias bands of silk. Loose, open sleeves. 
One and three-quarter yards of black French 
cashmere, or three and a half yards of blaek 
silk will be required. Either material will look 
well with almost any dress. Cashmere costs 
one dollar and seventy-five cents per yard. 
Silk from two dollars upward. 

In the front of the number, we give a very 
pretty design for a flounce trimming. It is on 
the same page as the sash for an evening-dress. 
We also give an engraving of a linen-collar, 
which can easily be made from the engraving. 
The cut shows, also, how it is worn. 

We conclude with a house-jacket of merino, 
trimmed with frills of the same, and plaiting 
of silk, the engraving of which we give in the 
front of the number. It is slashed on the sides 
and at the back. Two yards of merino, at a 
dollar and a quarter per yard, will be sufficient. 
The silk frills, or plaitings, can almost always 
be cut out of some half-worn silks; if not, a 
quilling of ribbon would be less expensive than 
to buy silk fer the frills. 


HIGH BODICE AND BASQUE. 


B7 EMILY H. MAY. 


In the front of the number we give an engrav¬ 
ing of a walking-dress, with a high bodice and 
basque, and we add here diagrams from which 
to cut it out. There are four pieces, viz: 


1. Front. 

2. Sidb-Piec* 

3. Back. 

4. Sleeve. 


r 
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The materials for this dress may be satins and cut up at the place indicated by the notch 
or rep9. The high bodice has basques in front on the sleeve. Bands of black velvet buttons 
and back, and is trimmed with silk buttons and may be introduced on this costume, and form a 
Brnndenbourgs. The puffed tunic and flounced more economical trimming than that of the silk 
skirt is trimmed to match. The sleeve is open Brandenbourgs and buttons. 
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WINDOW-BLIND IN MOSAIC. 


BT HB8. JANE WEAVER. 


In the number for March, we gave an illus- > 
tration of a pretty Window-Blind in Mosaic, 
which is quite a new affair. 



The materials are silk, or glazed calico, in 
various colors, cardboard, wool, wooden tassel- 
heads, and filoselle. 

ThiB Blind consists of hexagons, joined to¬ 
gether, as seen in the illustration in front of 
March number. Each hexagon is of the size 
here given. Seven hexagons of three colors, 
forming a contrast, are inclosed in the white 


I ground, forming a rosette. According to our 
model, the colors are irregularly placed, and 
in every possible variety. A dark-red middle 
is surrounded by yellow and blue alternately; 
a mauve color by green and pink; a light-yel¬ 
low middle is surrounded by dark-red and 
blue; a blue center by two shades of yellow; 
a red by two greens; violet by blue and yel¬ 
low; gray by blue and yellow. In this man¬ 
ner the colors may be varied, according to 
taste. The joining hexagons of the separate 
rosettes are white throughout. With this, and 
all mosaic work, the greatest accuracy must 
be observed with regard to the size and form 
of the hexagon. For each hexagon, the silk 
must be fastened over cardboard, the two 
straight side edges lying opposite to each 
other. The edges of the silk must be turned 
over on the wrong side, as shown in our 
second illustration, and carefully fastened at 
the corner with a stitch. The two are then 
exactly fitted and sewn together, according to 
design. The even stuff edges represent the 
lead that unites the panes of glass in colored 
windows. 

The piece of cardboard is pushed out with 
the thumb, and may be used for other hexa¬ 
gons as long as it remains stiff. The whole 
blind is lined at the upper cross end, and at 
the two long sides a dark-brown hem is placed 
an inch broad. At the bottom, the lining is 
cut to the pattern. The tassels are of bright- 
colored wool, and the wooden tops are covered 
with filoselle. 


CAPUCHIN MANTLE AND HOOD. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 

In the front of the number, we give a pattern, , With the Shetland wool cast on eighty-four 
printed in colors, of anew and pretty Capuchin ! stitches. Widen one stitch at the commence- 
Mantle and Hood, to be made of white and j ment of every row. Every alternate row widen 
green Shetland wool. \ twice in the middle of the row, leaving four 

Materials.— Eightounces of white Shetland ! stitches in the middle, that is, between the two 
wool, three ounces of green (or any other solid ? places where you widen; for instance, on the 
color) single zephyr, large wooden needles, s first row knit forty stitches, then widen once; 
measuring nearly an inch in circumference. ] then knit four stitches, then widen; then you 
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have forty stitches on the needle to knit to the 
end of the row, but always observe to widen 
one at the “ beginning of every row.” Then 
second row knit plain, that is, without widening 
in the middle of the row. Third row; now 
count the stitches, and widen on this row as on 
the first, leaving the four stitches iu the middle. 
All the knitting is perfectly plain. Continue 
this for sixty rows, then knit six rows without 
widening, with the colored wool, and using 
somewhat smaller needles; knit three rows 
plain, one row of holes, made by widening and 
narrowing; three rows plain, one row holes; 
three plain, one row holes; three plain, one 
row holes; two rows plain; then put on the 
Shetland wool, and use the large neodles, and 
knit sixty rows, only decreasing, or narrowing, 
when you widened on the first sixty rows. 
This completes the lower cape, and makes it 
double. Second cape of hood; with the Shet¬ 


land wool, cast on eighty-four stitches; widen 
as at first to forty-eight rows, two rows plain. 
The same border, two rows of white; then 
begin the same border, two rows plain; then 
knit forty-eight rows with the Shetland wool, 
narrowing where you widened on the first 
forty-eight rows. The narrowing side is the 
right side. This makes the hood double, as 
was the first cape. Crochet, with the colored 
wool, one row of shell up the front and around 
the neck. A ribbon is to be put around the 
neck to tie in front. When worn, the upper- 
cape is thrown over the head, and forms the 
hood, which is certainly the most becoming 
wrap of the kind we have ever seen. Pink or 
blue would, most generally, be the prettiest. 
The Shetland wool is to be wound single on 
two balls, and then the knitting is to be dono 
with the wool double, using two balls at once 
for the Shetland wool. 



We give, here, two new and pretty patterns below is prettier than the one at the head of 
of plaitings for Dress-Trimmings. These plait- this article; but these are matters of taste: 
ings are now very fashionable. By following one plaiting would suit one style of dress best, 
the engravings, any lady can make these plait- and another would suit another. The choice 
ings for herself. If anything, the one we give ladies must decide for themselves. 






DUSTER-POCKET.. 


BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



Materials. —Silver canvas, chenille, satin j 
ribbon an inch broad, silk lining, red sewing- 
silk, small silver beads, thick cardboard. j 

The back wall of this Pocket is made of card- j 
board, covered with red silk, forming a kind j 
of scalloped triangle, sloped off at the under- | 
part and sides. The breadth at the widest part 
is sixteen inches, the middle thirteen inches 
and a half, and the height at the sides twelve 
inches; a piece of cardboard of the same! 
breadth, six inches high in the middle, and 
one inch at the sides, forms the front wall; the 1 


under-part is a little less sloped than the upper 
where the trimming is put on. The pattern 
consists of three red chenille stitches and one 
silver bead, arranged in reversed lines, and 
three canvas holes distant from each other. 
The back wall is sewn to the front wall At a 
distance of two inches from the under-edge the 
silver canvas is not filled up with any pattern. 
Our model is ornamented with a satin ruche 
and bows to match; and at the back of the back 
wall is placed a ribbon loop five inches long, 
for hanging up the pocket. 


NAME FOR MARKING. 
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EDITOR’S TABLE 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. 

Color* in Dress. —As most of the costumes now worn 
consist of a long tunic dress, looped up at the sides over au 
over-skirt, but train-shaped at the back, and as these two 
parts of the dress are frequently two different colors, if not 
of two materials, it may be as well to give our fair readers 
a few hints as how to choose these colors. 

One reason why English womeu, as a class, are never well- 
dressed, is that they appear to be utterly deficient in the sense 
of color. French women, especially, get it, apparently, by 
intuition. Next to them, perhaps, American women have 
it in the greatest perfection. Still, there are thousands, and 
tens of thousands, of the sex, even in the United States, who 
spoil their costumes by illy-assorted colors. Half the money, 
if spent with an eye to the judicious arrangement of colors, 
would make such ladies look infinitely prettier. 

Now it is a maxim of universal application, tliut, in every 
dress, there should be a predominant color, or character. If 
this ever seems contradicted, it will be found that the com¬ 
bination of colors is of a kind that produces an effect equiva¬ 
lent to that of a dominant character, and comes under the 
order of a predominant character. The co-existence and 
contiguity of two colors of equal intensity and equal in 
quantity, is a barbarism repugnant to good taste, and op¬ 
posed to every principle of art. Rut where there are more 
than two, the discordance, though equally real, does not 
seem to be so obvious—at least such an arrangement is 
more often seen. Only when the colors are somewhat 
numerous, and so arranged in small quantities in patterns, 
or otherwise, as to produce on the eye the general impres¬ 
sion of blended and harmonized tints, can it be tolerated. 

The next rule is of very general application, and is, that 
the secondary, or subsidiary colors, should be employed, not 
for their own sakes, but as subsidiary to the predominant 
color, and with a view to strengthening the impression 
intended to be produced by it. It is by no means meant by 
this to increase the brilliancy of the prevalent hue, or to 
attract attention; on the contrary, tlio purpose may be to 
iucroaae the quiet purity of its aspect, or to lower its bril¬ 
liancy. From these rules it naturally follows that the sub¬ 
ordinate or subsidiary colors should be in well-considered 
proportions and proper relation to the principal color* 
Next, the prevalent color, or character, should be adapted 
to the person, season, and occasion. The rule reaches be¬ 
yond glaring instances of inappropriateness, and applies 
equally to personal peculiarities and special plnces—to the 
conditions under which the dress will be seen, and the cha¬ 
racter of the surroundings. 

The next rule, that where the predominant color is vivid 
in tone, subordinate colors may bo larger in quantity in pro¬ 
portion as they are tender, nentral, or broken in character, 
does not accord with the rules laid down in works on color 
generally, and is not universal in its application, but it is in 
accordance with the practice of the great colorists, and will 
be found, we believe, to accord with the practice of the most 
successful cultivators of the art of dress. Another rule, that 
the contrasting colors should be larger or smaller in pro¬ 
portion to their intensity, may appear only another way of 
expressing what we have just laid down in the preceding 
iwragraph. They are, in fact, corollaries from the same 
principle; but the former may apply either to extension by 
harmonious views, or to contrast; this applies to contrast 
only. The rule is given hero because it is commonly said 
in works on color that the contrasting colors should bo of 
equal intensity, and it is left to be implied that their masses 
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may also be equal. But this would be absurd in a dress. 
The contiguity of two contrasting hues of equal intensity 
and nearly equal quantity would be felt at once to be crude 
and unpleasant, even by an uneducated eye. In small quan¬ 
tities the contrast, by its Bharpness and force, may serve to 
give strength and clearness to the rest, just as a point or 
small quautity of a stronger color may serve to correct the 
excess of a color or hue. If, for instance, there is an excess 
of yellow, a small portion of a deeper yellow will probably 
cure the evil, or if the particular color be too nluch diffused, 
serve as a focus to it. 

Should these rules be attended to, there is no fear of any 
gl&riug contrasts or jarring of ill-matched colors offending 
the eye. Should they be neglected, you may spend money, 
even to extravagance, on your dress, and yet never look well. 

How to Wash Lace.—A fair correspondent asks us. how 
lace ought to be washed. We Lave frequently answered 
this question before, but, as our correspondent is a new sub¬ 
scriber, we will reply to it again, especially as there may be 
other new* subscribers who would like to know also. The 
first thing to remember is that lace, and all such fine mate¬ 
rials. should be washed in hot, soft water. Well soap them 
and squeeze and shake out, but on no account mb them. 
Repeat the squeezing and shaking out again till they are 
clean. Rinse them in some more clean, hot water, and well 
soap them again, and put them into a sauce-pan, with 
enough hot water to cover them. Soft water is best, but if 
that cannot be procured add a piece of soda—say a quarter 
of an ounce to half a gallon of water, or according to the 
hardness of the water. Boil for half an hour. Theu wash 
them out again, and rinse in cold, blue water. Hang them 
on a clothes-horse till dry, when they can be starched. 
Lastly, roll them up in a dry cloth for two hours, by which 
time they will be fit to iron. 

Paris has been the head-quarters of fashion for hundreds 
of years. In the middle ages, just as much as now, Paris 
gave the law to Europe in matters of dress. The queen of 
William the Conqueror followed the French fashions. So 
did the lovely Philippa, wife of Edward the Third. So did 
Queen Elizabeth. And so the queens, and duchesses, and 
countesses of Europe, and the queens, and dnehesses, and 
countesses of America (for are not our ladies all royal and 
noble here?) will continue to dress after the French fashions 
for generations to come; for, whatever faults, if any, the 
French have, they lead all modern people in that something 
which is called taste. 

A Choice op Six Engravings, all large-sized for framing, 
is given to any person getting up a club for 44 Peterson's 
Magazine.” The engravinga are, “ Bnnyan in Jail,” “Bun- 
yan on Trial,” “Washington Parting from His Generals,” 
“The Star of Bethlehem,” “Our Father, Who Art In 
Heaven,” and “Washington at the Battle of Trenton.” 
When no choico is made, this last is sent, as beiug the 
newest. For large clubs an extra copy of the Magazine is 
sent in addition. But see the Prospectns on one of the last 
pages of this number. 

The Circulation of this Magazine for 1871 is already 
greater than that of all the other ladies magazine* together. 
So much for being the “cheapest and best.” 

Where No Premium is naked. we will send three copie* of 
this Magazine for $4.50, as we did hist year. 
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It Is Still in Time to get up clubs for 44 Peterson” for 
1S71. Additions, too, may be made to clubs at Lhe price 
paid by the rest of the club. When enough names have thus 
been added to make a second club, the sender will be entitled 
to a second premium, or premiums, as the case may be* 
Thus, for fiYe subscribers, at $1.60, we send an extra copy, 
and also 44 Washington at the Battle of Trenton,” as pre- 
min ms. Now the person sending ns snch a club, may add 
subscribers at $1.60 each, at any time during the year, and 
wlieu enough have been sent to make five additional ones, 
then the sender will be entitled to another extra copy, and 
a choice of either of our premium engravings. At $1.50 a 
subscriber, eight, in all, must be sent, to entitle you to the 
extra oopy and engraving. 

Ws Give ax Unusual number of full-sized fashion-plates 
in this number, for now is the time when every woman is 
thiuking of spring dresses. Since Paris has been opened 
again to the world, a perfect flood of beautiful costumes has 
poured upon us. The siege seems to have stimulated the 
nvxlutes there to new exertions. 

R;xbxbzr that for two dollars and a half we will send 
both a copy of 44 Peterson” for 1871 and tither of our splendid 
premium engravings. 


REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

Ham BrtiLmann At An Uhlan. By Char let G. Ldand. 
1 c ol.y 12 mo. Philada: T. B. Peterson <& Brothers .—It was 
a happy thought for Mr. Leland, when the Franco-Ger- 
manic war broke out, to transfer Hans Breitmonn to the 
plains of Loraine, and make him there re-enact the scones 
of swagger, plunder, deep-driuking and buffoonery, for 
which he had become famous, when a 44 trimmer” in America. 
Nor is the redoubtable Hans any less amusing in France 
than he was here. The description of his descent, with one 
or two other Uhlans, on the town of Nancy; the consterna¬ 
tion of the Mayor and inhabitants, who saw in them the foro- 
rnnners of a huge army of plunderers; the demands of tho 
hero for a dozen cart-loads of champagne, and for three 
thonsaud diamond rings to send home to the sweothearts of 
his comrades: -all these, and other things, os well as tho 
conduct of tho terrifled functionaries, aro told in tho very 
best vein of the mock-heroic, and in a polyglot style that is 
simply inimitablo. Since Scott invented the character of 
Dugald Dalgetty, we have had nothing, in literature, as 
good, in the same lino, as Hans Breitmann. 

Fair France. By the author of "John Halifax , Gentleman .” 
1 rot, 12 mo. New York: Harper <& Brothers .—This is the 
narrative of a short trip through Normandy, made two or 
three years ago, by the author of “John Halifax,,” “Olivo,” 
etc., etc. The province in question is one of the most pic¬ 
turesque in France, and is, besides, full of historical associa¬ 
tions, especially interesting to Englishmen and Americans. 
The author seems to have come away from Normandy with 
much more favorable impressions of the French than she 
entered it with; in (act, in some respects, sho gives the 
inhabitants the precedence even over her own countrymen. 

A Manual of Ancient History, from the Earliest Times to 
the Doll of the Western Empire. By George Rawlinson, M.'A. 
1 t-oL, 12 mo. Neva York: Harper <& Brothers .—This is the 
test summary of Ancient History that has ever come under 
our notice. It gives, in broad outlines, tho history of tho na¬ 
tions of tho ancient world, from Chaldea, Assyria, and Egypt, 
down to tho Fall of the Roman Empire in the earlier years of 
the Christian era. The account of the rise, development, and 
decline of Rome, is especially good. For anybody, except a 
student, it is bettor than Mommsen's, both because, in some 
respects, it is more accurate, and because tho narrative, 
from being shorter, is easier to understand. This “ Manual” 
is a capital book to refresh the memory with, and ought, 
therefore, to te in every well-assorted library. 


- » - 

The Sealed Packet, By T. Adolphus Trollope. 1 vol., 
12 mo. Philada: T. B. Peterson <t Brothers.—Wo have here 
another of those charming novels of Italian life of which 
we have so often spoken. This is a story of 1848. It is full 
of vivid pictures of the then abortive struggle for iudepen- 
deuce. But it has, also, many delightful chaptors of love 
aud romance. The scene lies partly in Bologna, partly in 
Florence, partly among the Appenines, and partly on the 
Po. It turns on a disinherited heir and his final restora¬ 
tion to rank and woalth. The heroine, Stella, is a most 
exquisite creation. The descriptions of Italy so vividly re¬ 
call it to a traveler, that one seems almost to breathe again 
the air of that lovely land. The story has that great re¬ 
commendation of a novel, it ends happily, At least for tho 
principal characters. The volume is handsomely printed, in 
a style to match “Gemma,” “Beppo,” “Leonora Cassaloni,” 
and others of the series. 

Notes, Explanatory and Practical, on the Gospels; De¬ 
signed for Sunday-School Teachers and Bible-Classes. By 
Albert Barnes. 2 vols., 12 mo. Revised Edition. New York: 
Harper <£ Brotherc .—This work, originally begun in 1832, 
was revised and finally republished in 1868. It contains all 
the latest results in Biblical criticism, presented in a clear 
and condensed style, and gives, in addition, full topographi¬ 
cal and other details relating to the Holy Land. Numerous 
maps, engravings from recent photographs, and other illus¬ 
trations, greatly enrich the volumes. Beyond any other 
work on the Gospels, this one recommends itself to clergy¬ 
men of every Christian denominatiqn, Sunday-school 
teachers, etc., etc., for its thoroughness, honesty, simplicity, 
aud impartiality. There are few persons, however well read, 
who will not find much that is new to them in it. 

The Mystery of Edwin Drood. By Charles Dickens. 1 rof., 
12 mo. Philada: T. B. Peterson d* Brothers .—We have 
here the last novel of this great humorist. The sudden 
death of Mr. Dickens has left the story incomplete; but 
tliis, to many minds, adds a strange interest to the tale. 
Thousands will read these pages, and try to puzzle out 
the mystery, who, perhaps, would never have road the novel 
at all otherwise. There are bits of “Edwin Drood” quite 
up to Dickens’ best days. The descriptions of tho old town 
of Rochester, of the Cathedral, and other parts, will at once 
commend themselves to the critic. Tho present volume is 
uniform with tho other volumes of the 44 People’s Edition,” 
the cheapest, and on the whole, the best of the many offered 
to the American public. 

The Works of Alfred Tennyson. 1 vol., 8 vo. New York: 
Harper Brothers .—This Is the only really complete edi¬ 
tion of Tennyson, the only one that contains everything 
the Laureate has written, including the 44 Loves of the 
Wrens” with the original music. It is, moreover, the only 
one that has the Arthurian poems arranged in the proper 
sequence ; for as they were the work of widely different 
years, ono of the very last in the narrative having been 
first in point of time, they have not appeared in this se¬ 
quence even in England. The type is clear and legi¬ 
ble, and the price marvelously low. This edition, on these 
various accounts, most supercede all others. 

Phantasies. A Dairy Rvmancc for Men and Women. 
By George Mac Donald. 1 vol., 12 mo. Boston: Loring. —Mr. 
Mac Donald is one of the younger generation of Euglish novel- 
writers, and is, therefore, as yet, comparatively unknown in 
this country. But he has many and great merits. His 
moral aim is always high, and he is full of imagination. 
44 Phantastos” is a fairy story. 

The Cryptogram. By James De Mille. 1 v61., 8 ro. New 
York: Harper <£ Brothers .—This belongs, strictly, to the 
class of sensational novels. It is imitated after Wilkie 
Collins, and though not up to his best efforts, is still a 
very creditable production. The volume is profusely illus¬ 
trated. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

Asbestos Roofi.no. —This now roofing material is coming 
into general use in uearly all parts of the country, and de¬ 
servedly so. The fact that it recoived the first premium at 
the American Institute, in November, 1870, and that it is 
endorsed by the American Institute, the Farmers' Club, the 
N. Y. Tribune, American Agriculturalist, the Scientific Ame¬ 
rican, and other reliable authorities, constitutes a sufficient 
proof that this roofing is an article of great value, and that 
the long-sought for cheap substitute, for the more expensive 
articles heretofore used for roofing purposes, has been 
produced. 

We are favorably impressed with an article manufactured 
for coating roofs. It consists of asbestos, ground into a 
kind of flock, or shoddy, and is mixed with oils, and other 
substances, to a propor consistency, to be applied with a 
brush, which forms, seemingly, a felting on any surfaco to 
which it is applied. The fibrous nature of tho asbestos con¬ 
fers a great degree of strength, on the same principle as 
using hair in mortar. This article is used as a finishing 
coating for tho asbestos roofing, and must l>e invaluable for 
repairing and preserving old roofs. 

Mr. Johns has patented the uso of asbestos for the above- 
mentioned purposes, and also as a body for paints, fire-proof 
coa-lings, etc., etc. While we rarely call attention in our 
columns to any articlo of manufacture, we feel, iu this in¬ 
stance, wo aro doing our rcadors a service, in directing 
them how to use this mineial for roofing purposes, in which 
so many are interested. 

Adolphus Trollope’s Novels. —T. B. Peterson k Brothers, 
300 Chestnut street, Philadelphia^ publish the whole of this 
writer's novels of Italian life, viz: “Gemma,” “Leonora 
Cassaloai,” “Marietta,” “Dream Numbers.” and “Bcppo.” 
Dr. R. Shelton Mackenzie, one of the most competent critics 
in this country, says, in a recont review, “Anthony Trollope 
is eclipsed by his brother Adolphus. The latter has astern 
energy of passion, contrasted with a natural and sometimes 
pathetic tenderness, which scarcely any other living writer 
equals." This is decidedly our own opinion. 

A Wonderful Novelty. —The Combination Pocket-Mir¬ 
ror, Writing-Tablot and Pin-Caso. A perfect little bijou. 
An absolute necessity for tho porte-monnaie, pocket, or 
work-box, of every lady and gentleman. Needed by all. In 
elegant gilt case, neat , pretty and useful. Try ouo. Sent 
prepaid, carefully packed, for only 25 cents; 5 for $1; 12 for 
$2, by addressing tho sole proprietors, Hunter k Co., Hins¬ 
dale, N. II. 

The Catalogue of books published by T. B. Peterson 
k Brothers is one of the fullest in the United States. It is 
especially good in tho number and variety of its Cook-Books, 
and also in its novels, among the latter being tho works of 
Scott, Dickens, Marryatt, Dumas, and all tho best writers. 
This firm publishes its books at very low rates, so as to bo in 
keeping with the times. Send for a Catalogue. 

Advertisements inserted in this Magazine at reasonable 
prices. “ Peterson's Magazine” is the best advertising me¬ 
dium in the United Suites; for it has tho largest circulation 
of any monthly publication, and goes to every county, 
village, and cross-roads. Address Peterson’s Maoazine, 300 
Chestnut street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


ROSES AND ROSE-O ARDENS. 

Manure for Roses. —In our March nnmber we spoke, at 
some length, on this subject. Wo now conclude it. 

If only one application of manure is considered to be ex¬ 
pedient, we would advise a liberal supply of farm-yard dung, 
well decomposed, and that this should bo dug in, or. still 
better, (in the case of light soils particularly,) left upon the 


surface, after the rose-trees aro pruned in March. If not 
dug in, we should be inclined to defer the fruition of this 
powerful diet for a month or so; that just as tho lanky 
school-boy outgrowing his strength, is placed upou a regi¬ 
men of boiled eggs and roast beef, so tho rose-trees may have 
“good support,” these nursing-mothers of such beautiful 
babes, when they require it most. “It is believed,” write* 
Morton, “ by observers of nature, that plants do no injury 
to tho soil while they are producing their stems and leaves, 
and that it is only when the blossom and the seed require 
nourishment that the plants exhaust the soil.” Under no 
circumstances must manure be applied, externally or inter¬ 
nally when the ground is saturated with wot. 

Mr. Rivera, a very celebrated rose-grower, iu England, says: 
—“ I have found night-soil, mixed with the drainings of the 
dunghill, or even with common ditch or pond-water, so as to 
make a thick liquid, the best possible manure for roecs t 
poured on the surface of the soil twico in winter, from one to 
two gallons to each tree; Docember and January aro the best 
months: the soil need not be stirred till spring, aud then 
merely loosened two or three inches deep with the prong* 
of a fork. For poor soils, and on lawns, previously renx v- 
ing tho turf, this will bo found most efficacious, brewers’ 
grains also form un excellent surface-dressing; they should 
be laid in a heap two or three weeks to ferment, and one or 
two large shovelfuls placed round each plant, with some 
peat-charcoal to deodorize them, as the smoll is not agreo- 
ublo.” 

Mr. Cant, another celebrity, says:—“In planting roses, a 
hole should be made about eighteen inches deep, and largo 
enough to contain half a wheelbarrow of compost; two- 
thirds of this should be strong, turfy loam, and one-third 
well-decomposed animal manure. These should be mixed 
thoroughly together.” Mr. Cranston writes, in his Cultural 
Directions for Vie. Rose , which may be followed l>y amateurs 
with a suro confidence: “I have found, after repeated trials 
for some years, that pig-dung is the best of a’.l uauures for 
roses; next night-soil, cow-duug, and horse-dung. These 
should stand iu a heap from one to three months, but not 
sufficiently long to become exhausted of their ammonia and 
salts. Pig-dung should be put on the ground during winter 
or curly spring, and forked in at once. Iu using night-soil, 
mix with burnt earth, sand, charcoal-dust, or other dry sub¬ 
stance. Apply a small portion of the mixture to earii plant 
or lied during winter, and let it bo forked iu at once. Soot 
is a good manure, especially for tho tea-scented uiid other 
roses on their own roots; so are wood-.ishes aud charcoal. 
Bone-dust or half-inch bones forms an excellent and most 
lasting manure. Guano and super-phosphate of lime aro both 
good manure for roses, but require to be used cautiously.” 

Mr. Keynes, of Salisbury, recommends “a good wheel- 
barrowful of compost—two-thirds good turfy loam, and one- 
third well-decomposed animal manure.” He adds—and the 
words of one whose roses, in a favorable season, cannot bo 
surpassed in size or color, should be remembered practically 
—“ It is difficult to give the rose too good a soil.” Messrs. 
Lane, of Berkliampstead, write thus: “ The best method of 
manuring beds is to dig in a good dressing of stable or other 
similar manure, this being the most safe from injuring vege¬ 
tation iu any soil, and it never does more good to roses than 
when it is used ns a surface-dressing. When placed, about 
two inches deep, over the surfaco in Murcli, the ground sel¬ 
dom suffers from drought; but this is, perhaps, by some con¬ 
sidered unsightly.” Mr. George Paul, advises that “ in plant¬ 
ing, the ground should be deeply trenched, and well-rotted 
manure bo plentifully added. If the soil be old garden-soil, 
add good loam, rich and yellow; choose a dry day for the 
operation, and leave tho surfaco loose. Stake all standards, 
and mulch with litter, to protect the roots from frost.” 

Mr. William Paul, in his interesting work, The Rose - 
GirrDn, gives, in the introduction, the results ofliis experi¬ 
ments with manure. “Iu the summer of 1842,” he writes. 
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“six beds of too-scented roses wero manured with the follow¬ 
ing substances; 1, bone-dust; 2, burnt earth; 3, nitrate of 
soda; 4,guano; 5,pigeon-dung; 6,stable manure, thoroughly 
decomposed. The soil in which they grew was an alluvial 
loam. The guano produced tho earliest visible effects, causing 
a vigorous growth, which continued till late in the season; 
the foliage was large, and of the darkest green, but the 
flowers ou this bed were not very ubundaut. The shoots 
did notripen well, and were consequently much injured by 
frost during the succeeding winter. The bed manured with 
burnt earth next forced itself into notice; the plants kept up 
a steadier rate of growth, producing an Abundance of clear, 
well-formed blossoms; tho wood ripened well, and sustained 
little or no ii^jury from the winter’s frost. The results 
attendant on the use of the other manures were not remark¬ 
able ; they had acted as gentle stimulants, the nitrato of soda 
and bones least visibly so, although they were applied in the 
quantities usually recommended by the venders. ... I 
think burned and charred earth tho best manure that can 
be applied to wet or adhesive soils.” 

We concludo this part of our subject, by saying, that tho 
rose cannot be giwwn in its glory without frequent and rich 
manure; and again, we recommend that tho best farm-yard 
dung be dug in toward tho end of November, if tho ground 
be dry, and that tho compost dressing be administered in 
May or June. 


HEALTH DEPARTMENT. 

WnoopiXG-Couon. —This usually sets in with all tho symp¬ 
toms of an ordinary cold, tho characteristic whoop develop¬ 
ing itself in tho course of ten or twelve days. The cough is 
prolonged and convulsive, and returns in fits, that terminate 
in vomiting or expectoration. Whooping-cough is both 
epidemic and contagious. Children are most commonly tho 
subjects of it, and the patient is generally attacked but ouce 
in his life. Sometimes thoro is an absence of the whoop 
altogether; but if the child cough until the face becomes 
swollen and red, and each attack ends ill vomiting or tho 
spitting of a ropy mucus, it may bo pronounced to bo the 
same affection. 

So long as the case is attended with a loud whoop, and 
the child on recovering from tho attack returns to liis 
amusements, or, asking for food, partakes of it greedily, ho 
is comparatively safe; but if the wlioop should suddenly 
cense, the breathing become hurried aud difficult, and tho 
skin hot and dry, then the danger will be in proportion to 
the severity of theso symptoms. Fits and bleeding from tho 
nose and cars in whoopiug-cougli is occasioned by the re¬ 
turn of the blood from the head beiug interrupted. Un¬ 
complicated with pneumonia or bronchitis, whooping-cough 
is seldom fatal, except in very young infants. 

Treatment .—Paregoric aud all preparations of opium 
should be carefully avoided, especially during the first stage 
of the disease. Eraotics havo been found the most useful of 
all remedies in whooping-cough, and may in any case be 
resorted to, however w’eak tho child, once or twico a week. 

A popular remedy for whooping-cough, and one which is 
universally used at the present day, is a mixture composed 
of cochineal and salts of tartar, in tho following propor¬ 
tions: Take of bruised cochineal ono scruple, salts of tartar 
two scruples, barley-sngar half au ounce, water half a pint. 
Give to a child twelve months old a dessert-spoonful every 
four hours, 

Another excellent remedy for whooping-cough is: Tako 
of ipecacuauha-wine one drachm, Brandish’s solution of 
potash forty drops, syrup of tolu half an ounce, water to 
one and a half ounces. Give to a child twelve months old a 
teaspoonful every four hours. 

A stimulating liniment applied to tho chest and spine is 
sometimes attended with the best results, and one of tho 
most useful will be found in tho following: Take of com¬ 


pound camphor liniment two drachms, oil of cajeput one 
drachm, tincture of opium ono drachm, belladonna liniment 
two drachms, soap liniment to two ounces; to be applied to 
tho chest and spine every night and morning. Accompany¬ 
ing whooping-cough there is generally disordered stomach, 
or, perhaps, obstinate constipation, which may be corrected 
with a dose of rhubarb and magnesia, stewed prunes, roasted 
apple, etc. 

Children afflicted with whooping-cough should woar flan¬ 
nel, to guard against cold; they should bo so placed in bed 
as to lie with tho head raised, and their diet should be very 
light and easy of digestion. 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

Every receipt in this Cook-Book lias been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

MEATS AND POULTRY. 

Rissoles. —1. Chop tho moat very fine; if mntton, a littlo 
parsley will bo an improvement; season it, and rub some 
butter in. Make up the rissoles in the form of a sugar-loaf, 
beat an egg and roll i in, and then in bread-crumbs, 
very fine, twice; fry them a nico golden-brown, and servo 
np with good gravy in the dish. 2. Tho meat must bo 
chopped very fine. Take an equal quantity of bread-crumbs, 
a tablespoouful of flour, a little allspice, salt, and half an 
onion, chopped very fine, indeed. First mix tho bread¬ 
crumbs, flour, and spice together, then mix tho meat well 
with it, Bprinkle tho onion over, stir all well together, and 
stir in two tablospoonfuls of bacon fat, ora rasher or two of 
bacon, finely minced. Make the mixture into balls with a 
very little milk, press them flat, roll each in flour, and drop 
them ono at a time into a sauce-pan of boiling dripping, 
frying each simply in this way. When brown take it out 
with an egg-slice, let tho fat drain from it, place it on a pad 
of paper before the fire, so as to become quite dry. 

Pigeons Stewed .—Tako a whito cabbage, cut it as for 
pickling, then rinse it in clear, cold water, drain it well, and 
put it into a sauce-pan with equal qnantitics of milk and 
water; boil it, strain off tho milk, and tako a portion of the 
cabbage and lay it in a stew-pan; soak the pigeons for half 
an hour in cold milk and w r ater, season them well with salt 
and pepper, adding a little Cayenne; then place them in the 
stow-pan with the cabbage, cover them over with what re¬ 
mains, add some white broth, stow slowly until the pigeons 
are tender; thicken with a little cream, flour, and butter; 
let it boil, and serve np tho pigeon with a puree of the 
cabbage. 

Pigeons —Pigeons are better for being freshly cooked; 
their flavor passes off in a day or two. When cleaned and 
ready for roasting, prepare some stuffing of bread-crumbs 
and about three oysters to each bird, n spoonful of butter, a 
little salt and nutmeg. Mix these well together, and fill the 
bolly of tliebiid. They must be well basted with melted 
butter, aud require thirty minntos careful cooking. When 
full grown, and in tho autumn, they are best. For a sauce, 
take the gravy which runs from them, thicken with a very 
little flour and somo chopped parsley. Serve hot. This 
bird is in perfecteon when it has just dono growing. 

CAKES. 

Plain and Crisp Biscuits .—Mix ono pound of flour, the 
yolk of an egg, and some milk into a very stiff paste. Beat 
it well and knead it quite smooth; roll the paste very thin 
aud cut it into biscuits. Bake them in a slow oven till quite 
dry and crisp. 

American Biscuits .—nave ready half a pound of butter, 
four pounds of flour, and a full pint of milk. Rub tho but¬ 
ter into the flour, and add the milk. Knead the dough well, 
and divide it in amail biscuits, which should bo baked in a 
hot oven. 
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Almond-bread Cake. —The requisite ingredients are three 
ounces of sweet and one onnee of bitter almonds, some new- 
laid eggs, the rind of a lemon, one pound of loaf-sugar in 
Cue powder, two ouncos of flour, and a little icing, made 
according to the next receipt Blanch the almonds and dry 
them; beat them fine in a mortar, adding an egg previously 
well beaten, and if a little more ogg be required to prevent 
oiling before the almonds become fine, add it Orate into 
the ulmoud the rind of one lemon, and add the sngar. Mix 
in a well-beaten yolk of egg until the mixture becomes a soft 
batter, and thou add two ounces of flour. Mix all well to¬ 
gether, and pour the batter into little shapes with edges, 
two inches high; bake them in a warm oven, and, when 
they are cold, ice them over, and sprinkle on them some 
nonpareil sugar-plums—those bright little comfits that we 
used, when we were children, to call hundreds and 
thousands. They are very nice cakes for evening parties, 
and look pretty mixed with a few rout-cakes. 

The Icing. —Beat up the whites of four new-laid eggs, and 
boat in a sufficient quantity of finely-sifted white sugar to 
mako the mixture of the consistence of thick cream; con¬ 
tinue to beat it. Beat in, by little and little, the juice of one 
lemon, and beat it until it hangs to the spoon, when it will 
be ready for use. Smooth it well over the cakes, and place 
them in a cool oven for a few minutes, or in a dry room 
until the next day. Before the icing is dry, any candies or 
ornamental figures you please can be placed on the cakes. 

Lemon-Sponge. —Simmer in halfapintof water, half an 
ounce of isinglass, the rind of one lemon, and loaf-sugar 
according to taste, for about half an hour, stirring one way 
all the time; but it should not boil. Then strain it through 
a piece of muslin, and let it stand for a few minutes, adding 
the juice of one lemon; after which, whisk it, without 
stopping at all, till it is quite a thick and nlmost solid froth; 
rinse the mould with cold water, and be particular to put 
the sponge in bofore it is congealed. 

Almond-ilrrrps on Macaroons. —Quarter of a pound of 
sweet almonds, and the same quantity of butter, half a 
pound of lump-sugar. Beat the almonds in a mortar, with 
a little water to keep them from oiling; the whites of eggs 
beaten to a froth. The whole of the ingredients must be 
well beaten. Drop them, about the size of a walnut, on 
paper, and sift sugar over them. They must be baked in a 
very slow oven. Cocoa-nut, instead of almonds, is very nice. 

Hard Biscuits. —Warm two ounces of butter in as much 
skim-milk os will convert a pound of flour into a very stiff 
paste. Boat it with a rolling-pin and work it very smooth. 

R >11 it out thin and cut it iuto round biscuits; prick them 
full of holes with a fork, and bake them for about six 
minutes. 

MISCELLANEOUS RECEIPTS. 

To Clean Pain*. —Provide a plate with some of the best 
whiting to be had, and have ready some clean, warm water 
and a piece of flauncl, which dip into the water and squeeze 
nearly dry; then take as much whiting as will adhere to it, 
apply it to the painted surface, when a little nibbing will 
remove any dirt or grease. After which, wash the part well 
with clean water, rubbing it dry with a soft wash-leather. 
Paint thus cleaned looks as well as when first laid on, with¬ 
out any injury to the most delicate colors. It is fur better 
than using soap, and does not require more than half the 
time and labor. 

To Red a Yard. —Many persons put red on a yard to cover 
green bricks. The green may be removed by pouring boil¬ 
ing water, in which any kind of vegetables (not greasy) have 
been boiled. Persevere in this a few days, and all groen 
will disappear. For red color, make a solution of one ounce 
of common glue to one gallon of water; while hot, put in 
alum about the size of an egg, half a pouud of Venetian red, \ 
and one pound or more of Spanish brown. Try a little on a < 
brick, let it dry, and add color, if too lignt, water, if too dark. 5 


Items Worth Committing to Memory. —A bit of glue dis¬ 
solved in skim-mi ik and water will restore old crape. Half 
a cranberry bound on a com will soon kill it. If an ink¬ 
stand is turned over on a white table-cloth, throw over it a 
mixture of salt and pepper plentifully, and all traces of it 
will disappear. 

To IPosA White Cashmere so that ittoill not Turn Yd low .— 
"White soap must be used, and the cashmere must lie washsd 
with pot too much of It and cold water. When quite* elenu, 
it should be well rinsed in cold water, with a little blue in 
it, then ironed while very damp with a not very hot iron, 
the ironing to bo continued until the cashmere becomes 
perfectly smooth. 

To Clean Marble.— 1 Take two parts of common soda, one 
part of pumice-stone, and one part of finely-powdered chalk; 
sift it through a fine sieve, and mix it with water; then rub 
it well all over tho marble, and the stains will be removed ; 
then wash the marble over with soap and water, and it will 
be as clean as it was at first. 


FASHIONS FOR APRIL. 

Fio. i.— Walking-Dress op Maize-Colored Foulard —The 
skirt has two flounces of black silk, scalloped and bound, 
separated by three narrow mlllcs of pinked silk of tho 
foulard, and headed also by three pinked silk ruffles; tho 
basque is close-fittiug, and reaches to the top rufllo on the 
skirt; it is cut square at the neck in front, and is trimmed 
with a ruffle of black silk. Straw hat, oruameutud with 
black and maize-colored plumes. 

Fio. ii.—Short House-Dress.— The petticoat Is of blue 
silk, trimmed with one deep flounce, piude of an alternate 
hunch of plaits and a plain piece; on the plain piece is a 
bow of tho silk, fastened down by the narrow bias band 
which heads tho flounce. Tho upper-skirt is of blue and 
white striped Algerine gauze, made short in front and long 
at tho back, where it is a good deal looped up; it is trimmed 
with a floss fringe, and bows of blue ribbon down the front. 
The blue silk body is high hut open, square in front, and 
lias a white gnuze basquine over it, which does not meet in 
front; the sleeves reach to the elbow, and are edgod with a 
fail cf deep lace; blue ribbon trimming on tho sleeves. 

Fio. iii.—House-Dress op White Muslin.— The skirt is 
rather long, and is made with a court train, which is trim¬ 
med with a plaited ruffle of muslin, edged with a narrow 
valenciouncs; the front part lias three white muslin ruffles, 
alternating with three ruffles of lilac, organdy, or lawn. 
The body is high and plain ; the sleeves long and wide, with 
; lilac ruffle at the bottom: a lilac ribbon is tied loosely on 
the outside of the sleeve; brood lilac silk sash, edged with 
fringe. 

Fia. it.—Walking-Dress of Violet-Colored Foulard, with 
White Mohair Over-Dress —The flounce on the foulard 
skirt is laid in full plaits, and is deeper at the sides than at 
the back or in front; it is headed by two narrow, white 
muslin ruffles, and a tiny silk ruffle above them; a rosette 
ornaments the sides where the flounce is deejicst. The 
mohair over-dress is cut in Polanaiso style, fitting close at 
the waist. It is rather long in front, and deeper at the back, 
caught up at tho sides with violet rosettes. It is trimmed 
with two ruffles, one of white mohair and ouo of violet 
silk; tho large square sleeves are trimmed to correspond. 
Hat of white straw braid, ornamented with sprays of 
Wisteria. 

Fio. v.—Walking-Dress of Cashmere, of a New Shade of 
Gray. —The skirt is trimmed with five flounces, three wide 
and two narrow ones, which are put on with but little full¬ 
ness. Tlie basque is cut quite deep at the back, in points at 
$ the sides, and opens wide in front. It is trimmed with a 
<; narrow standing-up ruffle of cashmere. This basque opens 
' in a point low down in front, the sleeves are half-wide, and 
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trimmed with a raffle at the hand. Straw hat, ornamented 
with poppies. 

Fig. vi.—House-Dries of Gray 8cmmer Poplin.— 1 The long 
akirt is quite plain; the upper-skirt is cut short, and square 
in front, is open part way up the side, longer at the back, 
but not very full, and is pointed by a narrow bias band of 
the poplin, edged with blue silk cord. The waist and sleeves 
are high and plain; over the waist is worn a sleeveless 
basque of blue silk, open at the sides, with two plain, square 
flaps back and front. This basque is edged with a white 
Maltese Ince, pnt ou to tarn ap. Sash-bows, without ends, 
of gray ribbon. 

Fig. vii.—Walking-Dress.— The petticoat Is of black silk, 
with one deep flounce. Tunic and jacket of gray, trimmed 
with velvet. The tunic has one deep flounce with a high 
heading of fluted velvet. The jacket is double-breasted, and 
fastened with velvet buttons, velvet waist-band, flat basques 
in front, long, draped puff at the back. Tight sleeves to the 
elbow, from thence cut to simulate a rovers unbuttoned, 
trimmed with velvet, and buttons to match. Black straw 
bonnet, trimmed with lace and feathers, and block velvet 
strings. 

Fig. tut.—Walking Costume of Scotch Poplin.—T nrtain 
plaid skirt, with one deep flounce perfectly plain. Bodice 
and tunic of black silk, draped into a large puff at the back, 
and forming four flounces in front. Jacket with basques of 
poplin to match the dress, with silk collar and bow, and with 
deep, square-cut sleeves. Velvet hat, English riding-shape, 
with the D’Orsay curved brim, and ostrioh plumes. 

Fig. ix— Siiawi^Mantlb of Scotch Wool, with Border 
and Fringe Woven in the Tissue.— 1 This mantle is formed 
by a draped tunic and jacket, with long, open sleeves. Plain 
dress of brown poplin, with high, tight-fitting waist, and 
clone sleeves. 

Fig. x.— Carriage-Press op Ashes op Roses Silk, Trim¬ 
med witIi Silk Cords and Buttons.— High, tight-fitting 
waist, with basqncs in front and puff at the back. Sleeves 
open at tho wrist, and cut up at the side. Tonic skirt, 
rounded and flounced in front. Round Bkirt, with double 
flounce. 

General Remakes.— The new Spring goods are as fascinat¬ 
ing as if there had been no war at the very home of fashion. 
Of course, but few new silks or fancy goods have been im¬ 
ported, as so many workmen were called away from the 
looms to the battle-field, and all trade seems demoralized 
just now. Still Murix, of Lyons, went on manufacturing, 
and his house supplies most of the new fine goods. As usual 
tho narrow-striped Spring silks are deservedly popular 
They aro always serviceable, lady-like, and dressy. For tho 
more expensive silks, brocaded stripes are the fashion, if any¬ 
thing can be more fashionable than the lovely, single-colored 
silk, which is ever charming. These last make the most 
lady-like costume, and ono does not tire of a dress of one 
color as soon as if it is more pronounced. But the brocaded 
silks aro vory superb. They are composed of a very wido 
stripe of satin and a stripe of silk, upon which are thrown 
wreaths of shaded flowers. They are made in all colors, 
but particularly in that peculiar shade called ashes of roses, 
in sea-green, and salmon-color. The silk stripe is always 
white. ' 

Since the engagement of the Princess Louisa, of England, 
to the young Scotch Marqnis of Lome, plaids have become 
wonderfully fashionable with her majesty’s loving subjects. 
Of course, all this is out of compliment to the bride elect; 
but plaids are not becoming, nor seasonable-looking at this 
tirao of the year, and we do not prophesy a “great run” for 
them in America. 

Mohairs, poplins, foulards, and alpacas, are all to be seen 
in plenty on oar counters, though there is not so great a ( 
variety of the French goods as we have had for many j 
seasons back. 

Short Deems are much trimmed, but the longer ones 1 


are less ornamented than formerly. We often see on elegant 
silk with no trimming on the Bkirt, and the pannier not 
necessarily so mnch exaggerated as earlier in the season. 

New Corsets are made with decidedly longer waists. The 
introduction of the jacket-waist lias hastened tho increased 
length ef waist. 

Sleeveless Jackets of velvet are made with deep basques, 
and are trimmed with Greek or Maltese lace; these are worn 
without waistbands, bat the waistband without bow or trim¬ 
ming is allowable for young and slender figures. 

Sleeves are all open or meusquetaire. The sleeve a coudrt , 
with the flounce springing gracefully from the elbow, where 
it is confined by a bow and band of ribbon or velvet, is very 
pretty. 

Bonnets have altered bat little since the winter, bat the 
variety was sufficiently great then to satisfy any one. The 
close half-cottage, half-gipsy, is the favorite, and is taking 
the place of the round hat. For spring, bonnets of black 
lace, or of light-colored crepes, are the most popular, whilst 
straw is reserved for later In the season. 

The sttle of dressing liair is undergoing a gradual change, 
and becoming more classical. For a short period the hair 
was worn low on the neck behind; but again there is a 
slight alteration. Wearing the hair low at tho back, allow¬ 
ing it to fall over the top of the dross. Is not cleauly; even 
where pomatum, hair-oil, etc., are not used, the natural grease 
from the hair must soil the dress in time; therefore any 
fashion that leads to the hair touching the dress should not 
be encouraged. Happily, there are indications of a return 
to the antique style of arranging tho hair; chignons, out of 
all proportions with the form of the head, are Wginning to 
be abandoned, and the hair is being arranged more in style of 
the Psyche, with the hAir waved and drawn from the temples^ 
and having the small plaits of a cluster of ringlets fall 
graceftilly, but not low, behind. 

Many ladies are wearing a cluster of plaits at the top of 
tho head, mid a few ringlets escaping from below. Chignons 
of cascades of curls are very generally w'orn in the evening, 
and a small bow, or aigrette, is iuvarlnbly added at the side. 
With the ordinary chignons of thick piaits tho bow is always 
worn in tho center over the forehead. 

If tho forehead is low, the hair is drawn back over a Pom¬ 
padour roll, and the hair that has become short from much 
frizzing is cnrled over a slate-pencil, then combed out to 
look fluffy, and laid back on the roll. For high foreheads, 
short, drooping curls are retained. 

Flower Coiffures have a single cluster for the left side, 
or for tho center of the head, and a broad, trailing vine that 
liangs amidst the curls between the braids. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fig. i.—Dress of Blub Cashmere for a Little Girl.— 
This dress is quite simple, and is suitable for out-doors. It 
has a narrow plaited flounce around the bottom, close coat- 
sleeves, and a small, pointed cape, trimmed with a plaited, 
silk ruffle. 

Fig. ii.—Dress of Light Yellow-Brown Poplin for a 
Youno Girl. —The skirt bos one narrow flounce, with a 
standing-up ruffle above it, lined with a shade of silk lighter 
than the dress; this lining shows plainly, and the noqnco 
is put on with a narrow bias band of this silk. A row of 
brown velvet ribbon is placed a few inches above this 
flounce; above this row of velvet is another narrow ruffle of 
poplin, lined with the lighter shade of silk, and put on in 
the middle by a bias band of silk. Tho high, plain vest, 
and long sleeves, correspond with the skirt. 

Fig. hi.—Dress of Geat Delain, for a Little Girl.— The 
skirt has one iTiffle around the bottom, headed by two rows 
of blue velvet. Waist and sleeves plain. White apron, trim¬ 
med with a band of bine chintz, and fastened at the waist 
by a band of the ehintx, and a rosette. 
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This brand of Alpaca is acknowledged (by the leading J 
fashion authorities) to bo the standard Alpaca now sold in 
the United States. 

They are greatly improved in lustre and shade of black. 
For Spring and Summer wear—being finished alike on 
both sides and made of the very finest material, they far 
surpass all other Black Alpacas sold in this country. 

These splendid Goods are sold by most of the leading 
Retail Dry Goods Merchants In all the leading Cities 
and towns throughout all the States. 

43“ Purchasers will know these Goods, as a ticket 
Is attached to each piece, bearing a picture of the 
Buffalo, precisely like the above. 

PEAKE, OPDYCKE & CO., 
427 & 429 Broadway, New York. 
Sole Importers of this Brand for the United States. 


THE CELEBRATED 


BRAND 

BLACK ALPACAS! 


COLGATE & CO. 

Recommend their New 

“RONBELETIA” TOILET SOAP. 

Sold by Dealers in Perfumery and Fancy Goods 
and First-Class Grocera. 


A Great Offer. 

will dispone of One ITundred Pi anos, Melodeons, and Organs 
of six iirst-class makers, including Waters’, at extremely 
low prices, for cash, durixo this MONTn, or will tako a 
small portion cash and balance in monthly or quarterly 
instalments. 


B OYS or QTIVLS who wish to make a little pocket money 
in a sure and honest way, address 

Box 2793 Post Office, Philadelphia. 



THEA-NECTAR 

IS A PURE 

BLACK TEA j 

with the Geeen Tea Flavor. War¬ 
ranted to suit all tastes. For sale 
everywhere. And for sale wholesale 
only by the Great. Atlantic Paci¬ 
fic Tea Co.. 8 Church St., New York, 
P.O. Box 5o06. Scad for Thca-Ncctar 
Circidar. 



FAlTVINTIIVG-’S 

PATENT 

KID FITTING 

D ©ml -Skeleton 

CORSET. 

The most easy, graceful and 
sensible Corset ever introduced. 




Sample Corsets sent by mall, pre-pa id, on receipt of Two 
Dollars. For circular, prices, Ac., address 


WORCESTER SKIRT CO, Worcwter, Mas«. 



THE BEAVER BRAND 


SILK FINISHED 

PURE BLACK MOHAIRS. 


These GOODS are finished alike on both aides, and are 
distinguished for their silky appearance, brillirnt lustre, 
and pure shade of fast Black. Being made of the very 
finest materiel, they positively excel all other Mohairs 
over sold in the United Matos. 

These splendid Goods are sold by most of the leading 
Retail Dry Goods Merchants in all the leading cities 
and towns throughout all the States. 

43- Purchasers will know these Goods, as a ticket 
is attached to each piece bearing a picture of the 
Beaver, precisely like the above. 

PEAKE, OPDYCKE & CO., 
427 6t 429 Broadway, New York. 
Sole Importers of this Brand for the United States. 


THE 

FLORENCE 

SEWING MACHINE CO, 

Ilave removed their NEW YORK Office to 

39 UNION SQUARE, BROADWAY. 

Agencies wanted where not already established. 


Have you never Heard of it? 

Then inquire at once at your grocer’s for Doolny’s Chrm* 
ical Yeast Baking Powder, the only strictly pure and 
harmless Baking Powder in market, from which good, 
sweet, palatable biscuits, rolls, cakes, or pastry can be made 
uniformly with the same snccess. This article has been 
steadily increasing in demand and pnblic fevor, and stands 
to-day the most reliable Baking Powder in use. Ask your 
grocer for Dooley’s Yeast Powder, and your testimony to 
its practical worth will be added to thousands of others. 


FRESH GARDEN tSTST’bSSS^S 

Evergreen Seeds, post-paid by mail. 26 different packets 
of either class for $1 00. The six classes $3.00. Catalogues 
gratis. Agents wanted. ^ Seeds on Commission. 


B. M. WATSON, Plymonth, Maas. 


REDUCTION OF PRICES 

TO CONFORM TO 

REDUCTION OF DUTIES. 

GREAT SAYING' TO CONSUMERS 

BY GETTING IIP CLUBS. 

4&» Send for our Now Price List and a Club Form will 
accompany it, containing full directions—making a large 
saving to consumers and remunerative to club organizers. 

THE GREAT AMERICAN TEA CO., 

81 k 83 Yesey Street, Kew York, 


P. 0. Box 6043, 
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GET UP YOUR CLUBS FOR 18711 GREAT INDUCEMENTS! 


PETERSON’S MAGAZINE 


^CHEAPEST AND BEST OF ALL.^f 


49 - 7 b every person getting up a Club for “ Petersons Magazine,” (at the prices below ) will be sent , gratis, a copy 
of the new premium Mezzotint (size £4 inches by SO,) “ Washington at the Battle of Trenton.” This is one of the most 
elegant engravings ever offered . To persons getting up large Cubs, an extra copy of the Magazine will be sent in addition. 


“ PETERSON’S MAGAZINE ” gives more for the money , and of a better quality , than any other. It contains every 
year, nearly 1000 pages, 14 steel plates, 12 double sized mammoth colored steel fashion plates, and about 1000 wood 
engravings—und all this for only TWO DOLLARS A YEAR, or a dollar less than Magazines of its class. 

First-Class Original Novelets and Stories. 

The stories in “Peterson” are conceded to be the best published anywhere. Mrs. Ann S. Stephens, Frank Lee 
Benedict, Mrs. It. Harding Davis, Daisy Veutner, Gabrielle Lee, Ilelen Maxwell, Ella Rodman, Katharine F. Williams, 
Emma Garrison Jones, Frances Lee, Mrs. Denison, Rosalie Grey,Clara Augusta, and the authors of “The Second Life,” 
of “Susy L’s Diary,” and of “Kathleen’s Love Story,” besides all the other popular female writers of America, are 
regulur eontrlbutors. In addition to the usual number of shorter stories, there will bo given in 1871, at least Fibe 
Original Copyrighted Novelets, viz: The Rf.ionino Belle, by Mrs. Ann S. Stephens; Tnz Tragedy op a Quiet Life, by 
the Author of “ Kathleen’s Love StoryNo Choice Left, by Frank Lee Benedict; At Mrs. Hathaway’s, by the Author 
of “Susy L’s Diary;” Prince Charming, by Daisy Yentnor. 

In the number and beanty of Its illustrations, “Peterson” is unrivalled. The Publisher challenges a comparison 
between its 

STEEL AND MEZZOTIN1 ENGRAVINGS 

And thoso in other Magazines and one Steel engraving at least is given in each number. 

MAMMOTH COLORED FASHION PLATES! 

Each number has a superb double-size colored Fashion Plate, executed in the highest style of art. Each plate 
contains from five to six figures. In addition, wood cuts of the newest bonnets, hats, caps, etc., etc., will appear in 
each number. Also the greatest variety of children’s dresses. Also, PATTERNS FOB EVERY DAY DRESSES, ill 
Calico, Delaine, Ac., Ac. This is a feature peculiar to Paterson, and makes it invaluable in the family. Also 
dlagmms, by aid of which a cloak, dress, or child’s costume c r ' cut out without the aid of a mantuarmaker, so 
that each diagram, in this way alone, will save a year's subscript 

COLORED PATTERNS IN EMBROIDERY, CROCHET, Etc. 

The Work-Table Department of the Magazine is wholly unrivalled. Every number contains a dozen or more 
patterns in every variety of Fancy-work, Crochet, Embroidery, Knitting, Bead-work, Shell-work, Hair-work, etc., etc., 
etc. Superb Colored Patterns for Slippers, Purses, Chair Seats , «fc., given—each of which at a retail store would cost 
Fifty Cents. Peterson is the only Magazine that gives these Patterns every month. 

“OUR NEW COOK BOOK.” 

The original Household Receipts of “ Peterson ” are quite famous. Every one of these Receipts has been tested. 
Other Receipts for the Toilette, Sick-room, etc., are given. It is economy in housekeeping to take “ Peterson ” 

New cmd Fashionable Music in every number. Also, Hints, on Horticulture, Equestrianism, Ac., Ac. 


TERMS—ALWAYS IN ADVANCE. 


1 Copy for one year. 

2 Copies, “ 

3 “ “ 

A u H 


$ 2.00 

4.00 

5.00 

6.00 


5 Copies, one year, - 

6 “ “ 

8 “ “ 

14 “ 


(* I ’npVc'u£ M 0 $8.00 

/and I to *ctter\ A EA 
V np of Club. ) W.4JV 

(^yasr) 12.00 

(* D up of Club. ) 20.00 


PREMIUMS FOR CLOTS! t EXTRAORDINARY INDUCEMENTS!! 

To every person getting up a Club of two, three, four, five, six, eight, or fourteen, at the above prices, the 
premium engraving, “Washington at the Battle of Trenton,” will be sent gratis. To persons getting up Clubs of 
five, six, eight, or fourteen at the above prices, an extra copy of the Magazine, in addition to the premium engraving, 
will be sent gratis. Ix remitting, get a Post-Office order, or a draft on Philadelphia or New York; if neither one of 
these can be had, send Greenbacks, or notes of National Banks. In the latter case, it is best to register your Utter. 
Address, Post-paid, 

CHARLES J. PETERSON, 

EpMimena lent gratia to thoeo wiihing to get op Club*. No. 306 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 
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First Premium awarded ly Americas Institute, Urate 5th, 1870. 


THE GREAT IMPROVEMENT 

IN 



H. W. JOHNS’ PATENT IMPROVED 


Asbestos Roofing 


This Improved Roofing Material ie ENTIRELY DIFFERENT FROM ANY OTHER and Is TEN TIME8 
STRONGER tlmn any Composition Roofing in nse. It is adapted for steep or fiat roofc, in any climate, and costs only 
About half as much as Tin. Extract from Report of Committee appointed by the American Institute Farmers Club to 
examine the Asbestos Hoofing , December 6th, 1870: 

“The material constitutes, for a cheap roofing, one of unusual merit, much superior to any of the class previously 
brought to their notice, and worthy of trial by those who desire a durable, easily applied, comparatively inexpensive 
and cafe roofing, the material having, in addition to the other merits claimed for it, that of being practically fire-proof^ 
and consequently much less liable than the shingles commonly used on barns and rural dwellings to catch fire from 
flying sparks, Ac.” James A. Whitney, Ag. Editor A ew York Tribune, 

Jos. B. Lyman, Editor American Artisan. 

We also manufacture from the indestructible fibrous mineral Arlrstos, the patent ASBESTOS ROOF COATINQ 
a Fibrous Covering prepared ready for use, which can be applied with a brush, and forms au Elastic Water-Proof 
Felting of any desired thickness. It is adapted for new and old roofs. 

These materials can be readily applied by any one, no heat being required. Liberal terms, and exclusive rights 
will be given to responsible parties. I\iU Descriptive Pamphlets , Price List and Samples sent free. 


ALSO MANUFACTURER OF 

Asbestos Cement, Roofing, Sheathing, and Boiler Felts, 
Preservative and Marine Paints, Black Varnish, Acid 
and Waterproof Composition. * 

AND DEALER IN 

Asphaltum and Asbestos. 


BRIGGS & BRO’S 

Illustrate} & Descriptive Catalope 

aXXtLi 

OF FLOWER AND VEGETABLE SEfc^tako^ 

And Summer Flowering Bulbs. 

FOR 1871. 

Is now ready for mailing. It is printed on elegant new 
tinted paper, and Illustrated with nearly 

FIVE HUNDRED ORIGINAL ENGRAVINGS, 

And Two finely executed Colored Plates —specimens for all 
of which were grown by ourselves the past season from our 
own Stock qf Seeds. All the drawings and Engravings were 
executed by Artists of acknowledged taste and ability , who 
have inode the subject of Floral aud Vegetable representa¬ 
tions a special branch of their business for the last eighteen 
years. In the originality , execution and extent of the En¬ 
gravings it is unlike and eminently superior to any other 
Catalogue or “Floral Guide” extant. 

The Catalogue consists of more than One Hundred Pages, 
and will be sent Free to all who ordered seeds from us by 
mail the last season. To others for Fifteen Cents per copy, 
which is not the value of the Colored Plates. We assure 
our friends that the inducements we offer to purchasers of 
Seeds, as to quality and extent of Stock, discounts and pre¬ 
miums are unsurpassed. Please send orders for Catalogues 
without delay. 

OUR COLORED CHROMO FOR 1871. 

Is now ready to send out The Chromo represents Forty- 
Two Varieties of the most showy and popular Flowers, of 
natural size and color. It is designed to be the Best Plate 
or Flowers ever issued. Sice 19x34 inches. The retail 
value is at least Two Dollars; we shall, however furnish it 
to customers at 75 cents per copy, and offer it as a Premium 
upen orders for Seeds. See Catalogue. Address 

BRIGGS & BROTHER, ROCHESTER, N. Y. 


h. w. johns; 

Sole Manufacturer, 

78 William St., New York. 


rilHK ADVERTISEMENTS In thia Mnpiz.no are all in- 
1 sertod by WM. J. CARLTON, Advertising Agent, Ut 
Park Row, New York. 


AWm«^Mo 225 mMI H) c^ 

BOSTON, MASS., or ST. LOUIS, MO._ 


$ 230 . 


A MONTH with Stencil and Key Check Dies. 
Don’t fail to secure Circular and Sam pies, free. 
Address 8. M. SPENCER, Brattleboro, Vt. 


Agents I Read This I 

W E WILL PAY AGENTS A SALARY OF $30 PER 
WEEK and expenses, or allow a commission to sell 
our new and wonderful inventions. 


Address, M. WAGNER A CO., Marshall, Mich. 


THE DOMESTIC 
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THE WAY TO WIN HIM. 

BT EMMA. GARRISON JONE8. 


“Will you never learn,” said Mrs. Walling¬ 
ford, angrily, addressing her daughters, Clara 
and Augusta, “to be dressed in time for morn¬ 
ing callers? This is not the first occasion I’ve 
had to speak of it.” 

“Nor will it be the last,” answered Clara, 
pertly. “It doesn’t pay to dress so. soon, 
especially when one isn’t sure anybody will 
call. The footman told Mr. Murray to wait.” 

“But gentlemen don’t like to be kept wait¬ 
ing. Nothing disgusts them more. And the 
4 catch’ of the season, too! It’s useless for me to 
work and plan for you, if you act in this way.” 

Clifford Murray, the hero of our story, pos¬ 
sessed every advantage that man could desire. 
He was young, eminently handsome, finely edu¬ 
cated, and the heir to large estates. Murray 
House, his father’s residence, was one of those 
fine old mansions that still linger here and 
there, as mementoes of the past, even in New 
York; it was grand and sumptuous, in a stately 
way, quite different from anything that is built 
now-a-days; and it was adorned everywhere 
with works of the rarest beauty and costliness. 
It was principally for his sake that Mrs. Wal¬ 
lingford had issued cards for what she intended 
should be the ball of the winter* No wonder, 
therefore, she lost her temper when she found, 
the morning he called, that the niece she had 
taken in from charity, had accidentally met 
Mr. Murray, and proved to be an old acquaint¬ 
ance. But for the dilatoriness of her daugh¬ 
ters, she said to herself, this would not have 
happened; and though Clara and Augusta 
laughed at the idea of rivalry on the part of 
Claribel, Mrs. Wallingford was not so sure of 
their superiority. But let us go back and tell 
how it all happened. 

Clifford Murray was going up the broad walk 
that led to the imposing front entrance of the 
Wallingfords’, and was admiring the gorgeous 
green-house bloom and tropical splendor that 
Voi*. LIX.—22 


, met his eye on every side, when his attention 
was suddenly arrested by the sound of a 
woman’s voice, or a girl’s voice, rather, sing¬ 
ing a simple, but moBt exquisite strain. He 
was an ardent lover of music, and paused in¬ 
voluntarily at the base of the marble steps, 
and listened, while the clear, liquid notes 
floated out on the frosty air. He thought it 
the sweetest voice he had.ever heard—and 
he smiled unconsciously in his delight. 

Just at this moment, the drawing-room win¬ 
dow flew up, and a tuft of feathers fluttered 
in and out, and the wondrous singing seemed 
much nearer than before. Clifford Murray 
was a gentleman, but for the life of him he 
coulcf not refrain from looking up, and as eh 
did so, a pair of very brown eyes looked down, 
and the singing ceased all of a sudden. 

“Why, dear me!” cried a pretty, plaintive 
voice. “Wait just one moment, please, Mr. 
Murray.” 

Mr. Murray ran up the steps, and the door 
was opened as he reached it. 

“ Good-morning, Mr. Murray!” said the same 
pretty voice. “You have forgotten me, no 
doubt; but I remember you. Walk in, please.” 

He walked in, and seated himself amid the 
splendors of the Wallingford drawing-room. 

“I was dusting off the furniture when you 
came,” continued his companion, smoothing 
down a pair of very dainty cuffs as she spoke, 
“and the drawing-room is a little cold. Won’t 
you sit closer to the fire ?” 

Murray was at bis wit’s end. This was 
neither of the Misses Wallingfords he had seen 
on his first call. Who could it be? He looked 
at her narrowly. A trim, graceful figure in 
deep black, save the spotless white at the throat 
and wrists. And the sweetest young face, and 
the brightest, sunniest hair his eyes had ever 
beheld. She looked up, and her brown eyes 
twinkled. 

830 
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THE WAY TO WIN HIM. 


“Ah, you have quite forgotten me, Mr. Mur¬ 
ray!” she said, mischievously. 

Clifford Murray oudgled his memory as he 
never did before, ^rpsently a sudden flash lit 
his gray eyes. 

“No, I haven’t!” he exclaimed, rising to his 
feet. “You are Caribel Willoughby, the rec¬ 
tor’s daughter,” 

The young lady smiled, and extended her 
hand.. 

“Miss Willoughby,” he continued, “I am 
very glad to meet you. How is your worthy 
father, and my old friends?” 

Her eyes filled with tears immediately. He 
saw his mistake in an instant. 

“Forgive me,” he entreated, glancing nt her 
mourning robes, “I did not think; and I have 
pained you so-” 

“No, no!” she replied, struggling bravely 
for self-command; “it docs not pain me. I 
love to speak of poor papa; it is the greatest 
pleasure 1 have; but sometimes it all comes so 
sudden.” 

“Ah! I often look back to those happy even¬ 
ings at the old parsonage. How long since?” 

He paused, fearing to give her pain. 

“Over a year now,” she replied, quietly, 
“and I have not been home since. Auntie 
took me away immediately after poor # papa’s 
death, and she is very good and kind; but I do 
so long for my old home. This city life is very 
dull and prosy, I think. Do you know,” she 
added, with a sudden smile, that made her 
face fairly dazzling, “that I grow weary for 
wont of work, Mr. Murray—a plebeian instinct 
that must be uprooted, aunt Wallingford says, 
and I dare say she knows.” 

Mr. Murray laughed, and made some plea¬ 
sant response, which Clnribel failed to hear, 
for she started up, exclaiming, 

“ But, dear me, I had quite forgotten! You 
call to see my cousins, no doubt; and here I 
sit appropriating your visit to myself. Pray 
excuse me. Here, Sanford, take this card to 
the young ladies, and tell them Mr. Murray is 
in the drawing-room.” 

“My dear Miss Willoughby,” said Clifford, 
as the servant left, “you mistake. If I had 
dreamed of finding you here-” 

But Clnribel cut him short. 

“Not a bit of compliment, pleas®, Mr. Mur¬ 
ray,!’ she laughed. “I don’t appreciate it at 
all, and we are old acquaintances, too.” 

“So we are,” responded Clifford, heartily, 
“and on the strength of that I am going to 
ask a favor. Will you sing for me the ballad 
you were singing when I came ?” 


She went to the piano without a word, and 
began to sing in a voice as sweet as the note 
of a nightingale. Clifford was enraptured, but 
bis pleasure was of thort duration, for she had 
scarcely ended the first stanza, when Mrs. 
Wallingford came bustling in, with a look of 
such utter surprise on her face, that the 
young man found it hard work to maintain his 
gravity. 

“ Why, my dear! why, Claribel!” she began, 
as soon as she had given Mr. Murray a gush¬ 
ing welcome, “ what is this? You surely-” 

“Oh, auntie,” cried Claribel, as she rose 
from the piano, “ I used to know Mr. Murray 
when he was at college; he was a friend of 
dear papa, that’s all.” 

“ But your dress, my love—how could you?” 
continued the lady, with an anxieus, angry 
light in her eyes. 

Claribel glanced down at her neat apparel 
with artless surprise. 

“I did not think of that,” she said, inno¬ 
cently. “But it doesn’t signify, Mr. Murray 
called on my cousins, you know. I bid you 
good-morning, Mr. Murray.” 

She left the' drawing-room with a grave 
courtesy as she spoke. Clifford Murray was 
guilty of the gross impoliteness of staring after 
her, to the utter neglect of what his hostess 
was saying. 1 

Mrs. Wallingford grew very red, and the 
angry light in her eyes deepened, and just at 
that moment her daughters sailed in. Fresh 
from a hurried toilet, as the most unobservant 
eye could see at a glance, and over-dressed for 
the occasion, yet very handsome and showy 
girls withal, Mr. Murray did the devoted gal¬ 
lant to the letter, and expressed his pleased 
anticipation in regard to the approaching ball; 
but despite his pleasant manner, he was heartily 
glad when the call was ended. And walking 
back to Murray House, he found his memdty 
wandering batik to his college days, and to the 
quiet evenings he was wont to spend" in the 
little library at the old parsonage; and he mar¬ 
veled within himself that he had not sooner re¬ 
cognized Clnribel Willoughby, having thought 
so much of her in the intervening years. 

The Wallingfords* hall was a great success. 
The Misses Wallingford were absolutely too 
dazzling for description. To play the agree¬ 
able to both at the same time, thought our hero, 
would be rather a wearisome task. But mamma 
Wallingford was too skillful a diplomatist to 
put him in such dilemma. 

“ I shall leave you to entertain Mr. Murray, 
Clara, my love,” she said, when the salutations 
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of the evening were over. “Come,,Augusta, 
I promised to present you to Mr. Falkland.” 

And fairly white with anger and disappoint¬ 
ment, Augusta was forced to obey, while her 
elder sister sailed off with the . prise. Mr. 
Murray did his utmost to be agreeable. He 
waltzed, he promenaded, he talked all manner 
of pretty nonsense—and Miss Wallingford was 
in the third heaven of triumphant bliss. But 
not so her companion.. His eyes wandered, 
and his heart belied the words his tongue 
spoke. At last, when patience began to desert 
him, he ventured to ask if Miss Willoughby 
was well? She was quite well, Miss Walling¬ 
ford said. “But 1 do not see her,” hesitated 
Clifford. The young lady arched her lovely 
brows in well-bred surprise. “No, mamma 
could not induce her to come down; she has 
an idea that it isn’t proper to dance so soon 
after her bereavement. She’s an odd kind of 
a child, you know, Mr. Murray,” added the 
beauty, confidentially. “Mamma is really 
worn out with efforts to improve her; but they 
aeem to effect nothing.” 

The ball went on, with its glittering throng 
of dancers, and its bewildering music, but, for 
Clifford, much of the interest and enjoyment 
was gone. Other girls than Clara and Augusta 
strove to attract his attention. But, though he 
was well-bred to all, he was impressed by none. 
Every face had the same stereotyped look, of 
which he was.already tired; that look, half of 
discontent, half of envy, which prevails so in 
fashionable society. The fresh, sweet, inno¬ 
cent face of Claribel rose up before him con¬ 
tinually. He remembered how it had fasci¬ 
nated him in other days. In his memory, all 
through those long years, had lived a portrait. 
It was that of a young girl, dressed in white, 
sitting musing. He had surprised her in that 
^position, one dAy, and he had never entirely 
forgotten the picture. It vias innocence and 
loveliness enshrined in one. .Often and often 
it had come up to him, in his student-days 
abroad. It was the same face now, only more 
matured, and, therefore* even more beautiful. 
Full of this memory, he stepped out into the 
garden, for the glare and noise of the ball 
began to jar on him. Pacing up and down the 
fragrant walks, he saw an open casement high 
above him, and a fair, sweet face, and still 
girlish figure, dimly defined in the uncertain 
light. It was Claribel, be knew. But the 
figure disappeared immediately, and the light 
was put out. 

Clifford was punctual in making his “party 
call” at the Waliingfords’. But he failed to 


see Claribel. He had asked for “the ladies,” 
as was proper, but only Mrs. Wallingford and 
her daughters'appeared. When he ventured 
to inquire. “ if Miss Willoughby was well,” the 
elderly lady replied, “yes,” indifferently, and 
let the subject drop. Again and again Clif¬ 
ford called, but nearly always with the same 
result. If he saw Claribel at all, it was when 
he surprised her practising in the parlors. 
These interviews soon came to be the great 
objects of his life. They were always the 
result of accident, but he regarded them as 
triumphs, and went away thinking of every 
word Claribel said, and how she looked; and 
on this food be lived till he saw the sweet* girl 
again. Once or twice he overtook her in the 
street, and attended her home. She was always 
the game, innocent, fresh, and unpretending, 
attired with striking simplicity and neatness; 
in all things the greatest possible contrast to 
her dashing, insincere, fashionable cousins. 
It was this difference that won Clifford’s heart. 
He was heartily tired of the shams of polite 
society; of the managing mammas, and the 
scheming daughters—and the very frankness 
and naturalneso of Claribel was & charm that 
was irresistible. 

Claribel little suspected the conquest she was 
mnking. She remembered Clifford as the friend 
of her childhood; she felt always pleased to see 
him; nay, in secret, she began unconsciously 
to think of him a good deal; but she had no 
idea that she was falling in love, or that Clif¬ 
ford was in love with her. Pure, innocent 
darling ! There are a dozen Clams or Augustas, 
we fear, where there is one Claribel. 

At last Clifford determined on a coup d'etat. 
Convinced that the Waliingfords were delibe¬ 
rately keeping Claribel away from him, he 
drove to the house, one morning, quite early, 
and boldly asked for Miss Willoughby. 

“Miss Willoughby done took a long walk 
this morning,” said the old blaok woman, who 
answered the bell, for it was too soon for the 
fine footman to be about. “Sun never catches 
her in bed.” 

“Then ask her to come down, please.” 

And in one brief moment Claribel came, 
neat, fresh, and smiling, # with a sparkle in 
her brown eyes, and a rose-bud in her bright 
nair. Clifford held out both hands to wel¬ 
come her. 

“Sit down, Mr. Murray, please,” she said, 
“ my cousins are not up yet.” 

“ I am not calling upon your cousins, Miss 
Willoughby. My carriage is at the door,” he 
answered. “ I have come to take you for a 
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long drive, away out into the country, if you 
will go.” 

“Ok! thank you so much!” she cried, de¬ 
lightedly. “ I haven’t seen the country for 
ever so long.” 

“Then get ready at once.” 

She tripped away, and in a few minutes re¬ 
appeared very tastefully arrayed. Clifford led 
her out, and seated her in his elegant carriage, 
little suspecting that indignant eyes watched 
him through the blinds of the upper windows. 

And then they whirled away. Hours after, 
on their homeward drive, Clifford gave his 
high-stepping grays the reins, and watched 
ClaHbel, who was intent upon arranging the 
evergreens they had gathered on their journey. 
After awhile he broke the silence. 

“Claribel,” he said, “what I am about to 
say may seem hasty and premature to you; but 
I have lately discovered a secret that has lived 
in my heart ever since my happy, old college 
days. Claribel, I love you !” 

She dropped her evergreens, and looked up, 
her brown eyes wide and startled. 

“You were not expecting a declaration,” 
laughed Clifford, seeing her evident surprise; 
“but please think it over, for I am very much 
in earnest, Claribel. I am something over 
five-and-twenty, and I have seen a great many 
charming women, but never one before that I 
wished to make my wife. What do you say, 
darling? Can I hope?” 


“Why, Mr. Murray,” Bhe stammered, her 
fair cheeks all aflame, “what can I say, it is 
so sudden; and you forget that I—I—am very, 
very poor.” 

“ Money is no object to me, Claribel; I have 
enough, and to spare. I only want you to love 
me. Do you think you ever can?” 

Sho looked up again, as if to read his face, 
and its passionate tenderness dazzled her. She 
clasped her hands, and sat for a moment in 
intense thought. 

“ Speak to me, Claribel,” urged the impatient 
lover. “Can you learn to love me ?” 

She broke into a childish little laugh, though 
her eyes were swimming with tears. 

“Indeed, Mr. Murray,” she replied, art. 
leesly, “I never thought of such a thing in all 
my life; but dear papa thought so much of you, 

and- Well, I don’t think the task will bo 

so very hard. I really believe,” she added, 
with charming confusion, and putting out her 
little, fluttering hand Bkyly, “ since you have 
made me think about it, that I love you 
already.” 

Clifford caught the little hand, and covered 
it with rapturous kisses; and that was the end, 
or the beginning, rather. And just here we 
will drop the curtain, for language would be 
inadequate to portray the amazed wrath, the 
bitter disappointment that overwhelmed the 
house of Wallingford, when it became known 
that Claribel had won the prize. 


MY CASTLES IN SPAIN. 

BY ALEXANDER A. IRVINE. 


I rave castles and castles in Spain, 

Stately with turrets, and tall; 

And I go, with a gallant train. 

Right royal, to visit them all. 

When I come to the outer gate, 

I blow on my horn a blast. 

And straight! the noble and great. 

Throng up from the mighty Past. 

At the summons, from East and from West, 
From North and from South they start— 
King Godfrey, with cross on breast. 

And Richard the Lion-lleart; 

Great Alfred, with Saxon glaive; 

And William, with Norman mace; 

St. Louis; and Bsyard the brave; 

And Sidney, the last of the race. 

All the heroes of olden romance— 

The Cid, on his war-horse again; 

The Kaisar, from ages of trance; 

The peers of the weird Charlemagne; 


King Arthur; tho Round-Table Knights; 

And Launcelot, flower of all— 

With music, and splendor, and lights, 

They greet me in bower and ball. 

For beautiful women are there, 

From the magical realms of old— 

Pale Sappho; and Helen the fair; 

Cleopatra, barbaric with gold; 

The lovely and lost Guinivere; 

Clorinda, crusader and knight; 

Sweet Una; and Rosalind dear; 

And Beatrice walking in light! 

The bards of the Vikings they sing, 

And the minstrels they chaunt their lays, 
Till the oaken rafters ring 
To the deeds of the grand old days. 

Oh! there's never a sorrow or care, 

But flies from the heart or brain, 

When I visit my castles in nir. 

My beautiful castles In Spain. 
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PABT III. 

“No, not angry I You would not bare me 
see or fancy wbat you had not chosen to 
reveal-” 

Juliet Minturn began her sentence in a 
tolerably assured voice, but left it unfinished, 
and stood looking wonderingly at Darral. If 
he could have seen his own haggard face, he 
would not have been surprised thereat. 

He knew that he must speak now; he had 
said too much or too little to make it possible 
that the conversation should end here. He 
strained sight and hearing to patch another 
glimpse of Janet Ashmore's white dress, or the 
sound of her voice, with an odd feeling in his 
bewildered brain that it was for the last time— 
but she was gone. He saw Miss Minturn re¬ 
garding him with that glance of pity and 
wonder. He must speak; he had sealed his 
fate; at whatever cost of suffering he was 
bound to go on now. 

He was trying for words—any; conscious of 
a wondering rage at his own weakness under 
all that horrible despair, when Miss Minturn 
spoke again. 

“I am behaving as foolishly as a girl of 
fifteen,” she said. “I don’t know why I can’t 
speak freely, I have waited so anxiously for 
this time since we first met. I believe if I 
had not been afraid of you, I should have 
plunged into it weeks ago.” . 

She gave him a kindly, reassuring smile, but 
he was too utterly confused by this timo to be 
able to articulate. 

“You may speak with perfect candor, Mr. 
Darral,” she continued, “understand that. I 
don’t think you possess a friend in the world 
who has your welfare more truly at heart. I 
have tried to show you that from the first of 
our acquaintance. I knew, of course, all the 
wise people about us would call it a flirtation; 
but I did not care for that, if I could only be 
the means of clearing up matters somewhat.” 

Darral felt the oppression of growing im¬ 
becility settling down over the tumult in bis 
head and heart. He could only stand there 
conscious that a perfectly insane expression 
was gathering in his face, such as an idiot, 


whose highest faculty was braiding straws, 
might be expected to wear. What did she 
mean? Was she so full of pity for what she 
considered his embarrassment that she was 
making the proposal herself? Was she trying 
to tell him there was no hope. What was it? 
Each question that flitted through his mind 
was more utterly imbecile than those which 
preceded it; but he had no more power to 
control his mental faculties than he had his 
face; he had begun with insanity and ended 
in idiocy. If he banged his addled brains out 
against the stone-pillar where he leaned, per¬ 
haps it would be the most fitting conclusion 
to the ridiculous business. 

“ Please, don’t look at me in that odd way,” 
he heard Miss Minturn expostulate; “ it makes 
me feel as if I had been horribly imprudent, 
or impertinent, in owning that I understood 
what you began to say.” 

“ You cannot feel that you have been either,” 
he replied, and knew that was as senseless as 
all that he had said before. Were they reversing 
the natural situation? Was he to blush and 
encourage her to proceed? I am sure no man 
ever called himself more uncomplimentary 
names than Clancy Darral did during the next 
few seconds. 

“ Frankly, I cannot,” Miss Minturn said. ; 
“ I have been so certain from the first that you 
understood me and my motives for rushing so 
fast into a friendship. I have only been sur¬ 
prised, as the days went by, that you did not 
speak out and get my valuable advice.” 

She laughed a little. He felt an almost over* 
powering inclination to utter or bellow like 
mad bull from sheer stupidity, but, luckily* 
was able to overcome it. 

“ I came here with a grand determination,” 
continued Miss Minturn. “I knew all sort$ 
of things that Janet had no idea I was ao* 
quainted with, and I wanted to do something.’* 

Now that woman’s name was dragged in H 
make the matter more bewildering and die- 
gusting. Miss Minturn did know the old story. 
She was expecting an open confession from hrja 
before he went on with his love-making. H* 
muttered something in the anger it roused t+ 

343 


Digitized by t^ooQle 



344 


NO CHOICE LEFT. 


have Mrs Ashmore’s name spoken, but whether 
it was Greek or Choctaw, his listener could 
not have told. But, though he did not know 
it, there had been from the moment he first 
spoke, such pain and trouble in his face that 
Juliet Minturn’s inind was too full of pity and 
sympathy to be amused by his hesitation and 
inability to talk. 

“For awhile,” said she, “I almost feared 
that iny fine plans fot meddling with what pru¬ 
dent people might consider none of my business, 
would prove a failure—you did the indifferent 
so well; but I watched. Ob, I have been a 
capital spy! I didn’t lose a look, not an ex¬ 
pression of your face. I saw that I had not 
been mistaken, and I tried in every way to 
show you that I would be a faithful ally.” 

Must he propose; or should he tell her tho 
truth, and ask her to despise him? 

“You watched?” he repeated. “Then if you 
have studied me so carefully, you know-” 

“ A good deal,” she interrupted; “but not all 
I want to, of course; as you are only a man, it 
was easier to see through you than a woman. 
I knew it was useless to hope to find out any¬ 
thing from her-” 

“From her?” muttered Dnrral. 

“Yes; she had been silent all these years, 
and would go to the stake, i^aturally, before 
she would give a sign.” 

Oh! she did expect a confession! She wanted 
him to propose, but her woman’s vanity wished 
to make him own that he had forgotten an old 
love and its disappointments the moment he 
looked in her face. He had meant to offer his 
hand, in hopes to prove to a false woman that 
she was nothing to him, and he had fallen into 
the hands of one meaner than the creature 
whose duplicity had crushed his heart. 

“I think you will make me do something 
desperate,” cried Miss Minturn. “Why don’t 
you talk frankly—you know you want to! Oh! 
you are worse than Janet!” 

“Don’t speak her name,” he said; and the 
moment the'words were uttered, he felt that 
he had exposed himself. 

“I thought so,” she retorted. “I never knew 
such a pair of bats! Here you are in a dia¬ 
bolical passion. After my trusting that these 
days of solitude would work wonders, I come 
back and find that between you matters are in 
a worse muddle than they were at first.” 

“You know-” 

“Almost everything, I tell you. Now, look 
here, Mr. Darral, either I am a fool, or you set 
out to have a plain talk with me.” 

“A plain talk? Yes!” glancing hopelessly 


toward the pillar—he should have to come 
to the head-banging yet before they were 
through! 

“Then I can say what is in my mind out¬ 
right. I can’t fence—I have not the address. 
I know you are suffering cruelly, but I am very 
angry with you, notwithstanding—how could 
you behave as you have done?” 

Oh! the head-banging would not answer, 
he should have to take refuge in the Sound! 
Now she wanted excuses because he had made 
love to another woman instead of waiting for 
Fate to bring her within his reach. 

“I can’t help what is past and done,” he 
said, and hoped that seemed a little more pre¬ 
sentable than his former speeches—somewhat 
more romantic and dreary. 

“You could have helped it—you must have 
been mad! You can help it now; at least you 
can say that you were crazy—anything, any¬ 
thing rather than-” 

“Then listen to me,” he interrupted, and 
had a vague idea that he was going to burst 
into blank verse to express his devotion—that 
seemed to be what she wanted; and now that he 
had begun, he must go on until she graciously 
signified that they had done modern Shaks- 
peare enough. 

“No, I shall not listen till I have said my 
say,” replied she, resolutely, shaking her head 
at him, but looking tery sympathizing all the 
while. “You’ll not speak freely if you begin, 
s* let me tell you that I know everything, and 
then you will be quite at ease. There is 
nothing tc explain-” 

“Thank heaven for that!” muttered poor, 
dazed Darral. 

“What did you say?” demanded she. 

“1 said—I said- Well, go on, please.” 

“Wasn’t I doing it? I say there is nothing 
to explain. Mr. Darral, I never heard Janet 
mention your name till we came here—believe 
that. I knew—no matter how—that you had 
once been engaged—that she seemed to have 
thrown you over from coquetry, or for a meaner 
reason, because she wanted wealth and posi¬ 
tion.” 

“Seemed!” thundered Darral, quite beside 
himself. “She did do it.” 

“She didn’t do any such thing,” retorted 
Miss Minturn. “You ought to be ashamed to 
think it; though, to be sure, you could not well 
think anything else under the circumstances.” 

“It is very kind of you to show so much 
leniency,” said he, sneering, and trying to be 
cool and sarcastic. 

“Now, don’t do the Byronic,” said Miss 
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Minturn; “for I am in earnest, and mean to 
clear this business up before 1 leave it. How 
you act must depend on your own feelings, and 
you are perfectly free to choose. If you were 
not, for Janet’s sake, 1 would be silent.” 

“She deserves so much consideration at my 
hands,” he growled. 

“Shedoes. Never woman deserved more from 
any man—and bow you have treated her—my 
poor, proud Janet! Oh, how could you humili¬ 
ate her as you did ? I can see what you thought. 

It seemed a deliberate scheme for revenge to 
her; but I understood that you mistook her 
words, and only wanted to hide your real feel¬ 
ings, and then went so crazy, that it was a 
satisfaction to be diabolical.” 

“ What are you talking about?” cried Darral. 
“Did I prove false? Did I leave her without 
a word-” 

“Oh, let that old story rest for a moment! 
I’m talking about day before yesterday.” 

“Ah !” said Darral, catching a gleam of light 
at last; “so, you have had that scene re¬ 
hearsed.” 

“Don’t Bpeak like that, don’t; you will be 
sorry. See here, Mr. Darral, I can’t talk of 
Janet, if you receive it like this. I can’t ex¬ 
pose her secrets, unless I-am certain they will 
be received with respect. Perhaps I ought 
not to say a word; but I can’t bo silent, when 
I see so plainly how a few words cun right all | 
this doleful business.” ! 

“Perhaps, you will good-naturedly speak j 
them,” said he. ; 

He could not tell what she would be at. ] 
There was to be no proposal. His perceptions, 
dulled as they were, could understand that. 
At least, there was some comfort. 

“I will,” said Miss Minturn. “Janettried, 
the other day, to explain to you the cause of 
her conduct in the old time, and you, with a 
lack of generosity—for which I should like to 
box your ears—you chose to think she was 
warning you against falling in love with her 
again, and asked her not to refuse before she 
was asked.” 

“And that was what she wa9 doing.” 

“For shame! Oh, how shall I make you see? 
Wait! Was it a plan on your part, from the 
first, to lure her on so that you might mortify 
her more cruelly than ever woman was ? Did 
you plan it for revenge ?” 

“No, no!” he exolaimed, in a white-heat of 
passion. 

“It looked so. What else could she think? 
But let that convince you she had no such mo¬ 
tive as you ascribe to her. Mr. Darral, she 


was in earnest. She had longed for years to 
make her explanation ; she could have no 
peace till she bad done it. You seemed so 
friendly and forgiving, she ventured to be¬ 
gin-” 

“By warning me not to fall in love,” broke 
in Darral. 

“She never dreamed of that-” 

“She told me-” 

“ She meant to tell you why she could not 
marry you—a reason that had nothing to do 
with coquetry. Oh, how can I talk, if you are 
so hard and unbelieving? I’ll tell you the 
reason of her marriage. When she left you, 
at the close of that summer, she found her 
brother in terrible disgrace. It took all her 
money to save him. It took more. She had 
to have my brother’s help, and he was not 
generous. He loved her, and used that means 
to secure her. Now, do you understand? Her 
family told her it was the only way to save 
Edward. They showed her how wicked it 
would be, after her money was gone, to en¬ 
cumber you with a wife. Every way she was 
urged on, and she married him.” 

He stood gazing at her, in silence. The light 
had broken so suddenly that he was blind and 
faint. 

“Believe me—you must believe me!” And 
she added a few details, in a hurried voice, 
which showed so plainly that the girl had acted 
as she did, believing that it was best; trusting, 
?.s women so often do, that the hardest step 
must be right because it is the hardest. 

“ In one way and another, I knew the whole,” 
continued xMiss Minturn. “How I pitied Janet 
in my girlish heart; she tried so bard to be 
content. She must have been somewhat so as 
a reward. When my brother made his will, 
something of the old jealousy flamed up, for it 
was a terribly unjust one. She had full con¬ 
trol of his fortune, unless she married ; in that 
case it was to come to me. If I refused it, the4 
it must go to a charitable institution.” # 

Darral tried to bid her continue. He only 
groaned. 

“ That was what Janet meant, the other day. 
She thought that you wanted to be friends; 
that you had forgotten anger and love alike, 
and she wished for your pardon. . She wanted 
to say it was now easy to ask it, because her 
motives could not be misinterpreted. It was 
out of her power to marry you-” 

“Why out of her power?” he cried. “I am 
rich-” 

“For that very reason,” interrupted Miss 
Minturn. “ If she had cared ever so dearly, 
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she would not marry you, since she must come 
to you poor. Don*t you see that it would look 
like another mercenary marriage? 1 ’ 

“ If she had eared for me, that thought 
would not have weighed with her for an in¬ 
stant.” 

“If it was another's case, you could see 
plainly enough that it would.” 

“Does she care? Answer me—does she?” 

“ I cannot answer If I could, I would 

not. Janet is a very proud woman. She would 
have borne this last trouble, as she has all the 
rest, in silence; only, when I came back that 
night, she was so utterly broken down, that she 
had to have help. When she found that I knew 
all about the old story, she could talk freely.” 

“And she believed that my miserable be¬ 
havior was a deliberate plan to gain re¬ 
venge?” 

“Confess that it looked very like it, Mr. 
Darral.” 

“Good heavens!” he exclaimed; “just as 
she spoke I wa9 going to tell her that I loved 
her; had never ceased to love her. She drove 
me mad. I thought she had been playing with 
me—trying to lead me on, and, growing tired, 
made that scene, just to end it.” 

“I knew you thought that,” returned Miss 
Minturn. “ I showed her that as plainly as I 
could. I knew what she did not. I knew that 
you cared for her, in spite of your distrust and 
anger.” 

“Always!” ho groaned. “Always!” 

“You had taken no pains to hide it from me. 
I knew that you meant some day to oonfide in 
me. I thought I could tell you the whole story 
then. So I was glad to see that we grew 
friends so rapidly.” 

There was nothing to be Baid just here. 

“IIow can she ever forgive- me?” moaned 
D.irral. 

“Well,” said Miss Minturn, “women are 
silly creatures; they always forgive just when 
|Jiey ought not.” 

“If you had told me this at first.” 

“ My dear creature, how dreadfully unrea¬ 
sonable! Could I rush up to you the first night 
we met, hold you by the button-hole, and say, 
‘ You were engaged to my sister—you thought 
she behaved ill—this is the explanation.' We 
are not quite near enough the millenium for 
-8".3h frankness.” 

“ l see ! I see!” 

“ How could I know that you loved her?” 

“But I do, with all my heart and soul!” 

“ How can I toll no\V that she cares for more 
than your friendship?” 


“ Do you mean there is no hope ?” he ex¬ 
claimed, ready for a new paroxysm of despair. 

“ I mean that I can give no information in 
regard to Janet’s heart; but I do know what 
gave her courage to speak was the fact that 
she could hot marry you, owing to that stupid 
will.” 

“The will be—burned!” 

“ I wish it had been, with all my heart. But 
you can see what her decision was. If she had 
not regarded any thought of marriage out of 
the question, she could not have spoken. It 
would have looked like asking for a renewal of 
your affection.” 

“Oh, I have been the blindest idiot!” cried 
Darral. 

“No; people are always perverse and do the 
wrong thing. Why. that first night at dinner, 
I was so anxious to bo at my mission, that I 
gave you an opportunity to ask a question, 
which would have cleared up matters.” 

“I don't remember.” 

“Naturally. But I don’t forget my own 
shrewdness. I told you positively and myste¬ 
riously that Janet could not marry. If you had 
asked questions, as you ought, I should have 
told you why.” 

“But after-” 

“Very well; I wouldn't speak. I thought 
you weye biding your time; trying to find out 
if Janet cared for you; ready to flirt a little 
with me, in hopes to make her betray some 
concern, and not to mystify me, because I knew 
you must see that I understood how matters 
were.” 

He could look back and recall scores of things 
that proved that this had been her idea; but, 
in his blindness, he had failed to comprehend. 

“And now I have said I was going in the 
morning. I can’t stay. It would look absurd.” 

“Of course. Besides, Janet takes that as a 
little grace to herself. She asked you to go.” 

“Does she want to be rid of me?” 

“After your conversation, the other day, and 
the opinion she thinks yon have of her, you 
don’t suppose it is very pleasant for her to be 
thrown in your society?” 

“I must see her. I must explain. I must 
ask her forgiveness.” 

“Now, that is English !” cried Miss Minturn. 

“Where is she? I saw her walking with, 
that man-” 

“ What a tragic tone! She is gone into the 
house; she is not at all well.” 

“ Can’t I see her ? Do help me ! I can’t rest 
until she has forgiven me. If you think she 
will not listen to me, do you tell her.” 
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“ Impossible !” laughed she. “ My mission 
ends here. The fates direct me no further, and 
I should be as unfortunate as Joan of Arc, if I 
tried to act by myself.’’ 

“ Don’t tease. I am suffering horribly. Go 
to her. For God’s sake, ask her to see me.” 

“ I will do my best. I will tell her that your 
reason has come back; that you are her 
friend-” 

“ I am not,” he broke in. “ I love her with 
my whole heart and soul.” 

“Bless me! it’s not in my province to hear 
that,” cried Miss Minium, and was ready to 
go, because she had heard the very words she 
waited for. “Go straight into the library, 
there is never anybody there in the evening, 
and wait patiently. I'll do my best.” 

With some incoherent words of thanks, Dar- 
ral rushed away, and Miss Minturn entered 
the house. 

She went up stairs, and into their dressing- 
room, and could hear Janet walking back and 
forthiin her bed-chamber. Miss Minturn went 
into her own apartment, opened her writing- 
case, and took out a New York paper, which 
she had put there that morning in hopes of 
being able to use it. She went to Janet’s door 
and knocked. 

“Who is it?” asked an impatient voice. 

“It’s I,” said Miss Minturn. “ Do let me in.” 

“I’ll be down stairs, presently,” said Janet. 

“I want to speak to you before you go down. 
You must let me in, Janet.” 

Janet turned the key, with an audible sigh 
at the intrusion; but Miss Minturn entered 
without scruple. 

“Did you read the paper to-day?” she said. 

“You know I never read it.” 

“I have found out what Mr. Darral’s tele¬ 
gram meant. Don’t you know somebody was 
speaking of the failure, this morning; it is the 
banking-house of Darral & Oldson. Here it is 
in the paper.” 

Janet took the journal, turned to the win¬ 
dow, and read the paragraph by the dim 
light. 

“ It is absolute ruin,” said Miss Minturn. 

“I did not know that he was a banker,” said 
Janet. 

“ But isn’t it dreadful ?” 

“ Dreadful, indeed 1 Have you seen him ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did he tell you?” 

“ Not a word ; he is so retioent But he was 
so horribly cast down—as white as a ghost. 
Oh, I pity him so!” 

8he could hear Janet's hurried breathing. 


“Why don’t you speak?” oried Miss Minturn. 
“Are you not sorry ?” 

“ God knows I am. But he would not even 
accept sympathy from me.” 

“ He would. He wants it. Look here, Ja¬ 
net, he talked with me about what happened 
the other day. I was right in the construc¬ 
tion he put on your words.” ; 

“ But you told him what I meant.” 

“ I did. I thought I ought. I told him, too, 
just wbat you had meant to explain. Was I 
right ?” 

“ Yes. Thank you.” 

“And now he wants to see you, Janet, dear; 
he wants to tell you how sorry he is.” 

“And we may be friends again. I am glad 
of that,” cried Janet. “ Where is he?” 

“Down in the library. I told him if you 
would forgive him, I knew you would come.” 

“And this dreadful business ! Oh, Juliet, if 
we could only do something. At least, I may 
tell him how I grieve—assure him of my friend¬ 
ship-” 

She was turning away, when Miss Minturn 
caught her dress. 

“ He’ll not be satisfied with that,” she whis¬ 
pered. “He told me that he always loved 
you—always; even when the most angry. Dear 
Jant«, when he is in trouble, you’ll not be 
stately; you’ll do anything to comfort him, I 
know you will. Never mind if it is odd—un¬ 
usual. If there is a feeling in your heart of 
tenderness, let him see it. There will be more 
true womanliness in that than in any reticence 
now.” 

Janet broke away from her without a word, 
and when she was gone, Miss Minturn laughed 
slily to herself. 

Clancy Darral was sitting in the gloomy 
library, when the door opened, softly, and Ja¬ 
net Ashmore entered. He darted forward, and 
clasped her hands, crying out, 

“ Only say that you forgive me—one word.” 

“As freely as you have forgiven me,” she 
answered. 

“I ought to have known there was some 
powerful reason for your actions. I have been 
very unjust and very wioked; but I loved 
you, I always loved you.” 

She allowed her hands to remain in his; the 
voice in which she spoke trembled a little, but 
was clear and distinct. “And in this hour oj 
trouble I may be bold, and say what I could 
not otherwise—I hate'loved you, Clancy!” 

She would have pulled her hands away, But 
lie caught her in his arms, calling her his love, 
his pride, uttering laments for the past and 
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protestations for the future. For a time, she 
could only listen to his dear words, and make 
an effort to give the answers that he would 
hare. At last, suddenly recollecting the dire¬ 
ful news in regard to which she had meant to 
offer her sympathy, she said, 

“I am so 9orry—so sorry; yet I can’t be, for 
if it were not for these dreadful losses, I should 
not have dared come near you.” 

“Losses!” he repeated. 

“Yes; it’s in the papers. Juliet showed it 
to me, though you did not tell her You see 
I could be bold and almost offer you my love, 
now that you are as poor as I must be if I come 
to you.” 

“But—but I have met with no loss, darling. 
I have just liopas of gaining the one prize the 
world has worth possessing.” 

“But the money is gone. I read about the 
failure of your banking-house.” 

“Never had one in my life,” pronounced 
Darral. “My money is safe enough, thank 
goodness! and, oh, my darling! my darling! 
you shall be so happy!” 

He gave her no time to think—to be con¬ 
fused. lie told her over and over of his 
love, his devotion; the dreariness of the past, 
and begged her to have pity on him. 

“And, after all, I shall seem te accept you 
because you have grown rich.” 

“My darling, such folly!” 

“ Oh, that wicked Juliet! I believe she knew 
all the while it was not you.” 

“Bless her! You would not have listened 
to me. You would have held fast to your fool¬ 
ish scruples, if you had not thought I was in 
trouble. But it's too late, too late; you have 
admitted that you care for me.” 

“Oh,” she said, half laughing and half cry¬ 
ing at once, “I believe I proposed to you. after 
all. That dreadful Juliet!” An l she wa 9 so 
hysterical by this time, that she uttered the 
objurgation rather loudly. 


The door opened, while she was speaking, 
and Miss Minturn entered. 

“So he is not ruined, after all,” she said, 
mischievously. 

“I believe you knew it was not so,” ex¬ 
claimed Janet, not very steady in her nerves 
yet, and speaking half angrily. 

“Why, it’s liis name, and it’s in the paper; 
it must be so,” persisted Miss Minturn. “I 
shall buy you a chintz frock, to-morrew, Janet. 
You must learn to economize.” 

Then they all laughed; then both women 
sobbed a little; and I would not swear that 
Darral’s eyes were perfectly dry. 

“And now listen to me,” said Miss Minturn. 
“There’s a codicil to the will that Janet never 
saw. My brother added it the last day of hie 
life. She keep9 half his fortune, whoever she 
marries. Thank me, Mr. Clancy Darral, for 
having this ending in my mind from the first, 
and so keeping the secret from that obsti¬ 
nate girl, or she would never have consented 
to marry you. Now she has no choice left* 

She did not add that it was her persuasion 
which had induced her brother to make the 
change. They were happy, at last, and that 
was all she wanted. 

A little more incoherent talk; a rush and 
whirl of delightful sensations, such as one has 
in a dream, then Miss Minturn said, 

“ Ring down the curtain! Come back to the 
prosaic, good people. We shall all be missed. 
Come away at once.” 

They obeyed her suggestion. But Clancy 
Darral refused to accept a penny of Mr. Ash- 
.more’s fortune—somewhat Quixotic, most peo¬ 
ple thought^but I own I admire him for it. 
Janet did endow a hospital with her share, and 
her sister followed her example. So the charity 
got the benefit of Colin Ashmore’s wealth, after 
all; and Clancy Darral and his wife no more 
remember it than they do the trouble and 
suffering of the past. 


ONWARD! STILL ONWARD! 
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And than it is, from spot to spot, 

Our weary iootsteps go; 

By few beloved, by more forgot, 

And homeless hers below. 

No place so calm, no scene so sweet, 
That we may linger there; 

Our stay is brief, our pleasures fleet, 
For we are strangers here. 

The friends that aid our toilsome way, 
And cheer Its deepening gloom, 


Too bright for earth, pass day by day, 
Before us to the tomb. 

While nibbed of rest, condemned to rove, 
Wc tread life’s weary path, 

We raise our weary eyes above, 

As strangers in the earth. * 

By IDs beset, by dangers pressed. 

By fearful tempests driven, 

Our cheering hope is promised rest, 

A home prepared in Heaven! 
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BY JOHN E. PENRHYN. 


A dulL ? leaden gray sky, overhanging a long 
Stretch of rolling park land; copses thickly 
grown with underbrush; trees, some gnarled 
and untrimmed, and others mouldering where 
they fell; a belt of forest in the distance; a 
neglected garden close at hand: and brooding 
over all, the gray mist and unwholesome damps, 
characteristic of the gloomy English climate 
in the winter time. So much of my domain I 
see as I lean against the window-sill and look 
without. And if I turn my eyes within—what 
then? A long and lofty-paneled room, with 
faded window-hangings, a fire smouldering in 
the huge old fire-place, a piano open, and lit¬ 
tered with music, plentifully besprinkled with 
segar-ashes, a table with ditto; and on floor, 
and chairs, and sofa, packing-cases of every 
size and shape, bursting with bookB and music, 
engravings, and brie brae, and clothing of 
every description, from a costume bouffe , worn 
long ago at a masked-ball in Paris, down to 
the sombre Benedictine habit, with girdle and 
scapulary, which, within a few weeks, will be 
nil the dress of Brother Augustine, Sauntincr 
Nevil, Baron Edmunstyne. What a strange 
future for an English peer? What a dreary 
dwelling? What a neglected domain this, for 
an English landholder, with forty thousand 
pounds a year? 

My heir, in whose behalf I have signed away 
my English estates, and who received the gift 
with an enthusiastic gratitude which shamed 
me, since I gave it not for love of him, nor 
valued what I gave, looked on, I said, amazed 
at all this waste and ruin, and shivered at the 
empty, echoing dreariness of this great house. 
He will change it all, however. As he leant, 
yesterday, against the window-sill where I lean 
now, looking alternately at the gray vastness 
without, and the comfortless solitude within, 
some bright visions of future changes chased 
the awe-struck pity from his face. Pity in¬ 
spired by me, Nevil, Baron Edmunstyne, still 
young in years, as men count youth, for I am 
but thirty-uine, still well and strong, for I have 
wooed death in vain; still handsome, too, if 
ladies looks speak truly. Pity for me who, if 
I willed it so, could dig, and plant, and drain, 
as he will do; see this grass once more velvet- 
soft, these trees pruned and trimmed, this un¬ 


weeded garden bright and sweet with roses, 
and musical with fountains; who could light 
great fires to roar in these cold chimneys, and 
make these deserted rooms soft and warm 
with silken hangings and Eastern carpets, gay 
with paint and gilding, and the thousand 
pretty trifles which women love; who, if I 
willed that also, could marry, as he will do, 
and win beauty and worth to smile on me, and 
light up my cold hearth there; and as the years 
roll on, could take my own children on my 
knee, as he will do. 

Yet not so, either, for the lad loves and is 
beloved, and therefore hath warmth and color 
for his dreams. Well, let him dream. I, too, 
dreamed dreams, and saw visions when I was 
but twenty-four. How is it with me now? 
For the peer's coronet, the tonsure; for the 
velvet robe, the religious habit; for the wide 
lands, the convent-walls; for the marriage-bed, 
the monk’s hard pallet; for the wife's embraces, 
the knotted scourge; for the children’s voices, 
the sound of chants and litanies. It is best 
so, for I Bhould sit cold and gayless as the 
skeleton of old at life’s banquet now. That 
part of me which once loved, hoped, rejoiced, 
is lying buried in a grave beneath the Russian 
snows. Come, still, gray life, the outward typo 
of inward death to earthly hopes and joys; 
welcome calm contemplations of eternal truths 
—contemplations which will banish bright, sad 
memories and restless longings, and starve and 
kill this craving, passionate ego locked within 
my breast, which cries for what I cannot give 
it, and will not be appeased. Yet, ah. suffering 
Christ! Incarnate God! the jeweled image of 
whose last scene of human agony I wear! Thou 
knowest, if, indeed, Thou knowest all things, 
that not for love of Thee, nor for Thy sake, do 
1 throw wealth, and rank, and liberty aside, 
and dose the convent-doors between me and 
the world. Thou knowest, too, that not out of 
remorse for the wild waste of life behind me, 
the hours squandered, the talents buried in 
the dust, do I reclaim this latter part \ Thee. 
No; I must speak the truth. It is but to change 
to another posture in “Life’s long sickness 
it is but in the hope that the cloistered calm 
will quiet certain aching nerves which nothing 
has yet availed to soothe, that 1 seek its shelter. 
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Dare I, then, hope for God’s blessing? He 
knows that in seeking rest 1 am not seeking 
Him; that only in weariness of other paths 
have my feet turned into that Via Cruris, which 
is, alas, the only Via Passis. Shall I find Him, 
then? and in Him peace? It may be so, for He 
is gracious, my abbot says, full of pity for 
Aiuman sorrows, since He knew them here 
below; swift to reward those who seek Him as 
He would be sought, in poverty, chastity, re¬ 
nunciation. But having nothing that I value, 

I can renounce nothing for His sake. And 
would I if I could? I do not know. Not hap¬ 
piness, if I had it. No; for one brief day I 
possessed it, and then it fled away forever; but 
by the memory of that time, so exquisitely 
blest (because no happiness is so suited to our 
mortal state and human needs as earthly hap¬ 
piness) I know that I would not, that I could 
renounce it. Then it is well, perhaps, that 
He tore it from me, and took what I could not i 
give. And now, at the last, I would find Him i 
if I could. | 

Come memory, though thou dost pierce my | 
heart, for the last time we will sit down | 
together. 

Ermengardc, turn upon me once more that 
fairest face, which was my ruin. A few more 
days and it will be a sin against my vows to 
remember thee, and then, perhaps, I may 
forget. But once more, and “that the last;” 
the loveliness which had such power to sway 
my soul thall rise, star-like, out of the mists 
and shadows of the past, and bring with it 
again the days and hours of my youth. 

Back, back! over the years to the time when 
these grizzled locks were dark and soft, when 
I was but twenty-four, and life stretched before 
me fair, fresh, dewy; a vast enchanted land, 
when over mountain and valley, stately river 
and deep, unruffled sea, youth’s golden sun¬ 
shine glowed; when Hope from gardens bright 
*ith fadeless flowers, called in a thrilling 
toice, “Come, come!” when Fame held up her 
laurel-wreath, and Joy her brimming cup; 
and young Love, crowned with roses, held 
out passionate, tender arms. Ah! love faded 
first; and when love is gone, all is gone. 
But I will not recall that now. Love sprang 
into being, when I saw her first in that 
did cathedral-tower beside the rushing Rhine. 
All Europe heard that voice then, saw that fair 
face, drank deep draughts of delight from its 

unequalled loveliness—and I- The fifteen 

years which lie, a desert waste, between me 
and the supreme moment when first I saw her, 
malt away at the touch of memory, and its 


mingled agony and rapture return to me once 
more. The vast, dim cathedral arches above 
me; the life of the eager, expectant multitude 
which waited for her coming, throbs in my 
consciousness; the deep hush of strained ex¬ 
pectation, “aches” upon my ear. I lift my 
eyes to the organ-gallery, and as the first long, 
low chords of the Mass peal out, she rises as 
if in visible embodiment of their deep pathos 
and solemn beauty. The mighty organ behind 
her, with its wilderness of silver pipes, rising 
tier above tier; its carved angels, phalanx upon 
phalanx; the vast, dim arches above her head, 
dark with age, seemed the only setting for her 
beautiful face, which shone in its marble pale¬ 
ness, fair as a lily, out of the surrounding gloom. 

I had seen beauty before, but never such beauty 
as this; so passionate, yet so pure; so tender, 
yet so beautiful; so human, yet so divine—a 
face which blended the faultless symmetry of 
the antique model, with the majestic sadness 
of a later era, the era in which suffering has 
been made Divine. The dark eyes, deep as 
dark, were uplifted, as if looking into the 
heaven at which hetvvoic^was to intercede for 
us; and those eyes alime seemed to live, until 
the divine lips parted, »nd tones, entrancing, 
yet heart-piercing, more than human for their 
purity, yet all human for their sadness, dis¬ 
pelled the silence which had deepened as wo 
gazed upon her. When first her face, in its 
immortal beauty, dawned upott % me, I had 
struggled with myself, lest I should-shame my 
young manhood by sudden tears. 'Pul °f 
that did I think now. Scarcely brW^* n K— 
scarcely living, but in her life—I hd#g upon 
the tones whieh rose and swelled thro^bout 
the vast cathedral, fell thrilling upon enc\® ttr > 
and gathering in intensity, seemed to |* ar 
upon their rise and fall the heart of every n|l* 
ener. When it was over, when 8omewher\, 
far above our heads, at the gate of heaven i£ 
seemed to be, the last divine note melted into^ 
stillness; when the fair face faded out of sight, i 
I returned to life once more, but not to the old ^ 
life, for—I loved her. 

That night, sitting at my window, with the ; 
sound of the rushing river in my ears, I heard * 
from a man who had loved her well, but vainly, | 
the story of her life. Something I bad known, 
for the fame of her transcendant genius went 
hand in hand with the fame of the spotless 
purity which encircled that genius with a halo 
of whitest lustre—but that night I heard the 
story of her life. She had lived and loved, and 
the passion and the pain of her early youth lent 
their pallor to her beauty. The husband, whom 
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she had passionately loved, and ns passionately 
wept, beautiful and gifted, axd a singer, like 
herself, slept, far away in his grave in Italy, 
and two, out. of the throe children she had 
borne hitn, slept at his side. Her father, old 
and worn—worn, alas! as much by degrading 
debauchery as by age—alone was left to her. 
He had been chapel-master, and still played 
whenever a transcient gleam of sobriety en¬ 
abled him to display his really wonderful 
powers. Her deep shame, her deeper sorrow 
for him; her ceaseless, trembling anxiety, gave 
to her face its divinest power, that iook which, 
in my journey through life, I have seen but iu 
few faces, and in none as I saw it in hers—the 
look of sorrow which innocence wears for the 
guilt of which it, is altogether guiltless; sor¬ 
row, of all others, most divine, because most 
like the sorrow of heaven. 

The day following. I went to the theatre, and 
saw her rehearse for Alceste. She sat, until it 
was time f6r her to sing, in an arm-chair, at 
one of the wings, muffled in a long, black 
cloak, her little son leaning at her knee. I 
shall never forget the grace of that picture, as 
she sat absently drawing his golden curls 
through her long, white hands, and listening 
with unwearied gentleness to his childish 
prattle. Until then, I had really seen nothing 
of her but the heavenly face, which I now car¬ 
ried ever in my eye, sleeping or waking ; but 
as she rose, threw aside her mantle, and ad¬ 
vanced to begin her aria, a new sense of de¬ 
light was opened to me. The Grecian dress 
which she wore harmonized perfectly with her 
tall, slender figure, the faultless moulding of 
which threw her drapery into long statuesque 
lines, and when she moved, it was with a free, 
stately step, and a consummate grace, which 
was as expressive as beautiful. 

Then, for the first time, I learned what art 
might be, when beauty aud genius were its 
handmaids, and snpreme enthusiasm inspired 
it. Night after night, as she rose upon the 
scene, she drew my mind, my sonl, my heart, 
to her, as the moon draws the tides. And, day 
after day, I studied my music—to me divinest 
art, and dearest—dearer than ever now, since 
it was her mistress, too. And when I wearied 
of the study, I went to the Grafin strasse, and 
lounged about an old hotel there, looking up 
at the windows in the third story, where white 
curtains hung, and gay, many-colored flowers 
bloomed in the blackened balconies. Some¬ 
times I caught a glimpse of her dark, noble 
head, or heard a burst of childish laughter, 
and sometimes of glorious staging, and as the 
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deep, rich tones floated out upon the air, the 
passers-by paused to listen, the children hushed 
their play; her voice held all hearts there, 
even as it did mine. 

And soin2tirae3 I would sec her issuing from 
the door-way at her father's side, her hand 
upon his a,rm, her noble head bent toward him, 
her dark eyes full of a sad, tender anxiety, 
keeping her graceful way at his side, like some 
watching guardian-angel, through the crowded, 
busy streets. 

But when night came, when the foct-lights 
blazed before her face, when the vast audience 
lrnng breathless upon her tones, then she was 
all my own. She lived for everyone of her 
hearers then, thrilling the coldest, refining the 
coarsest, purifying, for tho time, even the 
basest; but she lived for none as she lived for 
me; for me she was all of life, the essence of 
its passien and its pain, its aspiration and its 

joy- 

Those still, calm days of tho late summer 
shine calm and bright in my memory, like stars 
over a tossing waste of waters. No such days 
preceded, no such days followed them, in my 
sad life. With the dim dnwn I awoke each 
morning, and the sweet dreams which had 
lapped ine all the night dissolved into sweeter 
hopes; for the passion which was rising in my 
breast bore upon its bosom, I thought then, an 
argosy of fairest promise. And as the matin- 
bells pealed out, as morning blushed red in the 
eastern sky, a new love of the sights and 
and sounds of this fair world possessed me; a 
strange ecstasy of living, born of the bliss 
of loving. Ermengardel if for your sake life 
has been a long agony to me, yet to that 
life ysu lent its only joy—joy transient as the 
morning dew, yet sweet as that alone is sweet. 

Before the summer-days had all run out, I 
had been received by her father as a pupil, and 
saw her daily in her own home. Destiny willed 
it so—destiny, and a young man’s passion; for 
on the very day I first mounted tho stair-case, 
which led to their apartments, trembling lest 
the chapel-master should refuse to receive me 
as his pupil, I heard a ery of terror above 
me, a fall, and a child’s voice in distress. The 
next moment I had caught the child, and 
restored him to her, safe and unhurt. I was 
turning away, but a gentle touch withheld me, 
and all that beauty of face aud voice addressed 
itself to me for the first time, and in gratitude. 
A moment after, she had drawn me into her 
apartment, and put the bey in my arms, bid¬ 
ding him thank me. It is long years ago, but 
I can feel still the clasp of those tender, chill- 
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ish arms; I recall distinctly the aspect of the 
long room, -with the organ at one end, the 
ptnno, the piles of music, the music-stand in 
the window, with a low chair before it, and a 
square of carpet, littered with toys and flowers. 

I see old Barsheim rising from the organ, and 
lifting his black scull-cap from his gray locks; 
I hear myself preferring, in hesitating tones, 
my request to be received as his pupil; I hear 
a sweet voice seconding my request, and then 
his low assent; and I feel hope bounding 
once more like fire through my young veins as 
1 descend the stairs. 

Day after day, I came, and it was a master- 
musician who guided me, though he was old 
and broken down. Do learned soon to look 
eagerly for my coming, and to welcome with 
his slow smile, a pupil whose enthusiasm 
brought back his youth. Little Hermann always 
sprang joyously into my arms. And she? She 
always turned upon me those wonderful eyes, 
which lit up at my approach, with a smile 
which seemed a grace from heaven. 

If I had loved her before I knew her, I loved 
her a thousand times more now.. The beauti¬ 
ful, even tenor of her life, her gracious house¬ 
hold ways, gave to her loveliness its crowning 
charm. I was but a boy then, and she had 
past her first youth, and had attained the splen¬ 
dor of that maturity which youth adores: but 
what to mo were the ten years which lay be¬ 
tween us? 

I was happy then. I could see her day after 
day, and offer her my silent homage in a 
thousand harmless ways; and as time wore on, 
I had the deep delight of hearing her beloved 
voice interpret my own melodies. There they 
lie before me now, that bundle of songs, which 
first made me famous, with the E. and H., her 
yiitials and mine, emblazoned on the cover of 
£acli, and fancifully intertwined with garlands 
of immortal flowers. How long it seems since 
I sat playing her accompaniments, and she 
stood behind me, blending her glorious voice 
with the passion of the ttrain, and inter¬ 
preting my thoughts like a second self. Since 
tho day, when, for the last time I heard her 
sing these songs, I have not looked at them, I 
would have forgotten them, if I could ; but, last, 
summer, in the streets of Paris, I heard a girl, 
singing one of them, in a shrill, high-pitched 
voice. She rattled her tambourine as she sang, 
and the tinkling bells and harsh street noises 
drowned all but the loudest notes. Alas, poor 
melody! Divinest lips—lips turved like an 
archer’s bow—once parted to give utterance to 
thy notes; a deep, pathetic voice caressed, and 


lent passion to them, as it poured them forth; 
and now, this is thy fate, to be sung by a harsh 
voice to a coarse audience, who rattle their 
coffee-spoons against their cups in time with 
the music. 

Well, it is best so! Those sweet lips are 
dust; the youth, the hope, the gladness of that 
time, are dead; but as I sit here alone, to¬ 
night, the winter wind wailing at my window* 
a dirge, sad enough for the burial of my lost 
youth, I forget, for a moment, that it has been 
dead so long. It returns to me again, crowned 
with the glory of those brief, bright days. 
That fair vision, too, is at my side once more, 
and hope points to her and whispers that she 
maybe mine; and a proud joy thrills my heart 
at the thought of the princely possessions, the 
ancient name, the mighty love which I can lay 
at her feet. And yet, I am silent. I dread to 
disturb the calm which enfolds us both, and in 
which that dearest face is gathering peace and 
repose. And I was still silent during the days 
whiclj followed, when death knocked at her 
door, and bore away her father, and my mas¬ 
ter, to his last home. Through long days and 
longer nights, I shared her watch beside that 
couch of pain. I could linger, if I dared, over 
the very moments of those last days, so strangely 
sweet tome, (although she suffered,) because 
we were toget her for the last time. And when 
the end came, and Hermann Barshcim’s soul 
went out into tho black night which swallows 
up alike success and failure, I alone was with 
her. I alone, stood beside her, holding her 
quivering, shaking hand in mine, when tho 
clods fell heavy upon his coffin. I alone, wit¬ 
nessed the burst of anguish with which she 
sank upon his grave, when all wa9 over. 

Ermengarde ! I w'ould have sold my soul for 
one of the crystal drops which poured from 
your dear eyes upon that heap of clay; and, 
yet, I was silent, even then. But not for long. 
As she sat, that evening, calm and still, her 
pale, weary face turned toward the setting 
sun, I told her all the history of my love, and 
plead for love, or at least for pity in return. 
What sad, amazed, compassionate eyes she 
turned upon me! How gently and tenderly she 
remonstrated with me, for what she believed 
to be but a boyish passion; and at length, alas! 
with what deep blushes, in what a trembling 
tone did she falter forth that she loved and was 
beloved; that if he, that far-distant lover, was 
faithful to her, he would be with her before 
another week ran out. 

And to the possibility of his faithlessness, 
the very thought of which made her voice 
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tremble and her cheek blanch, I clung for all 
my hope. I refused to obey her, when she 
bade me go. I stifled the voice of terror in my 
own breast. I multiplied iny prayers for pity. 
Her very hesitation made me love her more, 
and when I left her, I had wrung from her an 
unwilling permission to return alter six weeks 
and sue once more for pity. Oh, my lovely one! 
She was full of tender conpassion for me then, 
and through that compassion I hoped to win 
her. When reason whispered that a wife so 
won would bring no blessing in hand, I 
Bilenced the gloomy warning. For me, to live, 
meant to love her; to hope, meant to struggle 
to possess her. And I would possess her! How 
often, during the six weeks cf my absence, did 
I swear that she should be my wife! and I be¬ 
lieved that she would be; it seemed to me so 
impossible that any other man could love her 
as I loved her. In youth, hope clasps hands 
with love, and it is easy then to persuade our¬ 
selves that what we long for must be ours, 
through the mere power of that longing. 
Strange delusion! and sweet ns strange. With 
what bright dreams, with what wild hopes, it 
whirled away the weary h®urs of my banish¬ 
ment; how closely it clung to me to the very 
last; what power its memory has to torture me 
still! 

The last day of my probation expired, and 
I returned Lome. It was late in the afternoon 
when 1 reached there, and I went to the cathe¬ 
dral, where I knew that she would be singing. 
As I approached, the crowd came pouring out. 
Vespers were over, and stillness reigued within. 
But I heard her voice once more. Cle ir and 
pure, as an angel’s note, it severed the silence, 
and poured about me in fullest measure, that 
intense ecstasy that is almost pain. It ended 
all too soon; and when the last, echo died away, 
I rose and began to ascend the choir stairs. 
My heart was beating violently, but not with 
fear. Hope reigned supreme within me, even 
then. On the first landing of the stairs \ paused 
and wa^d for her, as I had waited often be¬ 
fore. She was long in coming, but she came 
at last, graceful and stately as ever, her beau¬ 
tiful head turned away, her dark eyes raised 
to the tall, fair-haired man, who followed her, 
carrying her music books. 

She was at my side before she saw me, 

then- Ah! she could not have known that 

I loved her with more than a boy’s love, or she 
would not have smiled so radiantly as she 
drew him forward, saying to me, “ He has been 
faithful, you see; shake hands with my English 
brother, Alexis.” I did extend my hand to the 


man who, all innocently, as I was just enough 
te acknowledge, had robbed me of all I held 
dear. A noble face he had—fair, open, stead¬ 
fast, looking as if he were worthy of all her 
love. But I could not linger there to pierce 
my heart, with their happiness. I could not 
be her friend, her brother, as she prayed me. 
No! either her lover, her husband, or nothing. 
One long, last look I fixed upon the face which 
I knew I must see no more. Tho shadows of 
evening were gathering fast, but where she 
stood, a ray of sunlight passing through a 
stained window, and dyed crimson in its pas¬ 
sage, lit up her youthful beauty with a strange 
mystic glory, llow long I stood gazing at her 
I do not know. The anguish of the moment 
mastered me at last, and I pressed my lips to 
her hand and fled. Night saw me far on my 
way to Paris, struggling vainly with the de¬ 
spair which I was destined never to vanquish 
or forget. I plunged into dissipation, but I 
could not drown that fair face in wine or 
revels. I relinquished dissipation then. It 
had no draught of Letlie in its golden cup. 
And then from country, to country I fled, seek¬ 
ing rest and finding none; seeking in wild ad¬ 
venture to forget, and seeking in vain. The 
vast forests of Africa, where lions roar, and 
foot of man has rarely trod, hold many a stream 
in their dark depths, but not one of which, 
drinking, I could forget my fatal love; that 
love which was myself, and which, unsatisfied, 
rent me in its agonized efforts to be free. 

The years crept on, I know not liow. I saw 
her no more. I did not wish her to be un¬ 
happy. I would not have torn her from the 
man she loved with such deep love, even if I 
could. I did not wish him to die; to have done 
that would have been to wish her to suffer; 
but still I waited, since, while she lived oa 
earth, the future held some possibility for me. 

If ho had died—God knows I did not wish' 
him to die—but if he had died, she must have 
loved me then; she must, in pity, have listened 
to me. And had I waited years ere she was 
free; yes, until she was old and faded, still I 
would have taken her to my arms, and brought 
back youth with love. 

Oh, Erraengarde! how much of hope lived 
still amid despair I did not know until they 
told me you were dead; that in the flesh I 
might look upon your face no more. 

And then my life was ended, my restlessness 
forever stilled. I went then to the land of her 
adoption—the land where she had lived and 
loved. In the cold winter evening I stood 
without tfie house where she had lived her 
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married life; where she had borne children, 
wept, smiled, suffered, been happy. Through 
the windows I saw the fires glow, and childish 
faces gathered round. I could not look at that. 
I turned away to where, a few yards off, in the 
church’s shadow, she hud found her last home. 
The bells were ringing the Angelus; their 
silver voices borne through the cold, still air, 
alone brok(? the silence of the spot. Even ray 
footsteps, falling on the deep snow, made no 
sound. Then, midway between her church and 
home, was the casket of my lost jewel. No head¬ 
stone marked the mound; a fall of snow, cold 
as her chastity, covered it. As I approached, 
two men passed out. I knew them both, one was 
Hermann, the other her husband. 

Their hands had laid that garland of fresh 
flowers upon her grave; their footsteps were 
upon the surrounding snow. Even here she is 
not mine alone. No! The red gleam which 
rests upon the foot of the grave, comes from 
the home where she lived and died; where 
he, that man she loved, lives still. There sit 
her children—his and hers—close at his side, 
tho sweet memory of years of married life 
ciingiug to everything lie touches. 

Oh, Alexis Sankavitcte! Alexis Sankavitete! 
you could afford to lose, for you onee possessed 
her! It is I, despised, unloved, unsatisfied, 
who have the right to violate this monumental 
calm with cries and tears, to rave against this 
harrier of earth and snow, which divides her 
from my arms. 

She is cold, but I would warm her in my 
breast; pale, lifeless, but I woald bring roses 
buck to those blanched cheeks with kisses. I 
would keep death, corruption, at bay with a 
love stronger than either. Am I raving? I 
would not rave. I would drink in calmness 
the last dregs in my cup of woe. It is true, 
she is dead, this earth at my*feet received her 
fair body, the hoavens above a soul as fair. 


Strange mystery of our humanity, this linking 
of crumbling dust with tho high heavens; the 
breath of God with perishable clay ; yet not so 
strange in such an one as Bhe, where a supreme 
genius and a soul of fire inform so fair, so 
transparent an earthly tabernacle, in the 
resurrection she will wear, I think, unchanged, 
though stripped of its mortality, the outward 
beauty which i held so dear. But that mystio 
reunion is ages distant, and the loveliness I so 
longed after, is resolving into dust. Once more 
I turn my glance toward heaven. Oh, Ernien- 
garde! in which of those bright spheres do you. 
dwell? Where is that paradise where, far ami 
safe, "God keeps his saints until the resurrec¬ 
tion-day? I, too, would drop my body in the 
cold earth; I would cross the river of death, 
and search throughout the ages of eternity if, 
at the last, I might hold you once more in my 
arms. Vain hope! In the highest heaven; in 
the farthest sphere to which the souls of the 
redeemed attain in their progress onward, you 
would turn from me to him you loved here on 
earth. Neither on earth nor in heaven, then, 
shall I call you mine! Sweet love of all my 
years! bright vision of “ excelling excellence!" 
God sent you here on earth to show how fair 
a thing true womanhood could be! And with a 
great lovo I have loved you; wit h a love un¬ 
dying as my soul, I love you still. 

Yet I may not glory in that love. All men 
who saw you, loved you well; worshipped you 
with worship wild aud deep as mine; but, per¬ 
haps, never loved you as I have loved you. 
Others, perhaps, who failed to win you, may 
have loved some other woman, I but you alone 
forever. No other b&s so longed after you, 
adored you. No other has poured out youth, 
and hope, and genius, all be had of life and 
love, in one libation at your feet. 

And I would not recall it, even if I could, 
Ermengar,de! 


TEACH ME TO FORGET. 

BT ELLEN STANHOPE. 


On ! nsk me not to sing the songs 
I sung in former years; 

I could not sing those songs to-day, 
Except through falling tears. 

In calmer hours their tones may dwell 
Within my memory yet; 

But. oh! to-day my heart is sad, 

Aud fain would I forget. 

You tell me to forget the past, 

And all its wrongs forgive; 

An 1 n.»v*r -hall a thought unkind 
Wi>l..u my memory live. 


But still the thought of happier yean 
Will linger with mo yet— 

Tis easy to forgive the past, 

But not so to forget. 

Tis vain to think of former days 
We now can know no more, 

Or seek again the happy hours 
We passed in days of yore. 

Tho years that dimmed my eyes with tears 
Will linger with me yet: 

As thou hast caused tho>e tears to flow, 
How teach mo to forget. 
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A MARRIAGE NOTICE. 


BY E. B. RIPLEY. 


I. 

At her father’s death, everything devolved 
on Margaret. Her mother was utterly overcome 
by the shock, and, far from affording the young 
girl the least support, was but another burden 
on her hands. The boys, hastily summoned 
from school and college, looked in their be¬ 
wilderment and grief to her. In the midst of 
her own sorrow, she soothed, as far as she 
might, the bitterness of theirs. 

The funeral over, came the inevitable dis¬ 
cussion of affairs. Mr. Leighton’s income had 
beeu good, but the greater part of it died with 
him; very little property had been accumulated 
on which the family could rely. As this be¬ 
came evident, one cherished plan after another 
was given up. Edmund must leave college, it 
was plain, and devote himself to some remunera¬ 
tive pursuit. Margaret felt this almost as much 
as did the youth himself, for she had great pride 
in his talent and faith in his future. She tried, 
but in vain, to discover some feasible method 
of continuing him at his studies. Robert was 
willing enough to give up school and accept a 
situation in the counting-house of a friend. 
But then there were her mother and the two 
little girls—the helpless, invalid mother; the 
children, who were still to ba educated, brought 
forward to an age when they could care for 
themselves. The means for doing it were ut¬ 
terly inadequate, and as Margaret recognized 
this fact, her own part in the sacrifices of the 
time became painfully apparent. 

It was just six months since she had engaged 
herself to Philip Hearn. IIow entirely happy 
bad been the first days of that engagement! 
Through all the sorrow of these weeks what 
solace she had found in his affection! And 
now to give it all up! How could she? She 
racked her brain for an alternative and found 
none. If it were in any way possible, the littlo 
capital must be preserved intact; and to do 
it, some means of eking out the income must 
be contrived. The boys bad, for the present, 
enough on their hands—up*n her the responsi¬ 
bility devolved. She could not- forsake them 
and seek happiness in her own way; it was a 
selfishness of which she was incapable. And 
to take them all with her to a new home—to 
impose such a burden on a husband; that, too, 


was impossible. One simple solution of the 
difficulty appeared—to sacrifice herself. Then 
she could stay at home, could care for them 
all; husband, to the utmost, their scanty means, 
and earn what she could to add to them. 

She had not expected that Philip would ac¬ 
quiesce, quietly, in this arrangement, but she 
was hardly prepared for such determined op¬ 
position. How much it cost her to argue against 
him, and herself! He urged, first, their im¬ 
mediate marriage; finding her unyielding on 
that point, he took another tone. 

“I will wait, then,” he said, “and you 
yourself shall set the limit. How long will it 
be before you consider yourself at liberty? 
before your sisters can take charge of the house 
and of your mother?” 

Margaret shook her head, sadly. “Too long 
for you to wait,” she said. 

“That is not an answer to my question.” 

“ Helen is eight, and Gracie ten; you can see 
it is hopeless.” 

“Not at all. Six or seven years will surely 
be sufficient; and I will wait ten, if you say I 
must. Anything, rather than give you up.” 

Margaret’s eyes thanked him, though her 
lips still refused assent. 

“And you leave unconsidered all the for¬ 
tunate chances,” he continued. “Your mother 
may regain her health and be able to guide 
her own house and the children. The boys 
may so prosper that no efforts on your part 
will be necessary. Wait and $ee. I ask nothing 
of you but delay.” 

It was hard for Margaret te resist the temp¬ 
tation. But, no! she would not hold him, all 
through his youth, to an engagement that 
promised so little to liis advantage. If he 
should see any whom he could prefer, he should 
net feel himself fettered and give up his wishes 
for her sake—should not come back, when the 
ten years were over, to keep faith with a dower- 
1 ;ss and faded bride. She was firm in her de¬ 
cision. Philip, not unnaturally, was indignant; 
he accused her of self-will and of indifference. 
Self-will! when she would have given the 
world to yield. Indifference! when her 
heart cried out, every moment, against her 
reasons. 

He went away—not tenderly; and Margaret 
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was left to find what consolation she could in j 
the belief that she had acted for the best. j 

II. 

Occupation is said to be the surest remedy 
for grief. If so, Margaret’s should soon have J 
been allayed. But, busy as she was, she found 
time to remember and to suffer. 

“Philip Hearn has not been here for a long 
time, it seems to me,” Mrs. Leighton observed, 
one day. 

“No, mamma.” 

“It is very strange that he should choose 
such a time to neglect you, Margaret.” 

“It is not neglect, mother; it is by my own 
wish that he has ceased to come. I have not 
liked to trouble you with it, or you should have 
known before.” And she briefly explained the 
new aspect which their relations had assumed. 
Mrs. Leighton’s mind was divided, as she list¬ 
ened. Philip was a promising young man, and 
it was a pity that Margaret should give up her 
prospects; still, the convenience of the arrange¬ 
ment struck her very acceptably. Margaret 
could now devote herself to her own family, 
who had certainly the best claim upon her; 
and there would be no outside considerations 
or interests to interfere. “ I must have been 
mistaken, though,”sho thought, “in fancying 
her so attached to Philip. If she had been, she 
could not have given him up so readily. I 
aever could have done it; but then, Margaret 
isn’t like me. Well, these cold-hearted people 
have the most comfortable time, after all.” 

“I hope, mother, you do not disapprove what 
I have done,” said Margaret, anxiously. 

“Disapprove? Oh, no, dear! I think it was 
all for the best, if you could do it. 1 am sure 
we shall be glad to have you to ourselves again. 
But you might have left him a little hope, 
Maggie; you might have said that, in case of 
any fortunate circumstance occurring, or some 
unjooked-for turn in our affairs, you would re¬ 
new the engagement.” 

“But don’t you see, mother, that it would bo 
only another way of binding him? He would 
have been very glad of such an opportunity, 
and would have considered himself still pledged 
und waiting for better times.” 

“Very well, dear; you know best what 
suits you. I must speak to the doctor about 
my drops, the next time he comes. They are 
affecting my appetite; and yet I don’t know 
how I am to rest without- them. There is the 
difficulty—what helps in one direction, hurts 
in another. Be thankful, Margaret, that you 
keep your health, at any rate.” 


“I am, mamma,” she answered, kissing the 
pale, pretty cheek. Mrs. Leighton had been, 
beautiful in youth, and still retained many 
traces of her ©harms. Perhaps she had never 
a fonder admirer than her daughter. 

“I believe I could sleep now,” she said. 
“Draw down the curtain, please, and throw a 
shawl over my feet. I’ll not keep you any 
longer; and don’t trouble yourself to come up. 
I will ring if I need anything.” 

Margaret went down. She had«told her story 
and received her sympathy—all she was likely 
to receive, if not all she longed for. Perhaps 
it was for the best, she told herself; perhaps 
any warmer expression might have overcome 
her, unfitted her for all she had to do. Poor 
mamma! She had been ill so l^ng that any¬ 
thing outside her own room seemed strange and 
foreign to her; probably to any one w'.io 
suffered much bodily pain, mere matters of 
feeling did not look very important. Her 
; thoughts flew back, how sadly, how fondly, to 
that last happy evening with the dear father— 
the evening before that dreadful day which 
had seen him cut down in the midst of health 
and strength. Could it be that all that love 
had vanished utterly from the world? That 
he, safe in the serene heavens, cared no longer 
for the sorrows of those he had left behind? 

: Oh! to see him just once more! To feel once 
again the rest and protection of his presence! 

III. 

Margaret's life soon assumed its routine. 
With the aid of her little sisters she performed 
the labors of the household, and found, or took, 

5 time to give lessons in music to a few pupils. 
With the means thus saved and earned, she 
hopid to get through the year without trench¬ 
ing on their slender capital. 

The invalid’s room was the center of the 
fawily; everything was arranged with refer¬ 
ence to it, that mamma might not feel the dis¬ 
comforts of their altered fortunes. Margaret 
< could no longer devote her time to the work of 
nursing, but Grace and Helen were trained to 
fill her place. Mrs. Leighton, little as her 
thoughts were busied with ordinary affairs, 
had shrunk from having Margaret undertake 
domestic labor. It was such a coming-down in 
the world, such a confession of poverty! Could 
she not take more scholars, and contrive to 
keep, at any rate, on© servant? But Margaret, 

; who had looked the field carefully over, was 
: convinced that her own plan was the safest. 
Moreover, she was unwilling to expose to a 
stranger the economies she was obliged to pr&c* 
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tise. Of these her mother knew little. It was 
not difficult to keep them from her; her recluse 
life gave her few opportunities of observation, 
and she did not inquire closely into the details 
of the menage . While her own little repasts 
were served as usual; while she missed no com¬ 
fort to which she had been accustomed, it never 
occurred to her that the ways ef the remainder 
of the family were different from what they 
had always been. The children bore the 
change well; but they could not help casting 
wistfal glances, sometimes, at the delicate faro 
which contrasted so strongly with their own. 
Margaret felt for them, and contrived, as often 
as she could, some simple little treat; or if 
this was out of her power, seasoned the plain 
viands with a extra portion of cheerfulness and 
companionable talk: comforting herself with 
the thought that what they lost in material 
gratifications they gained in self-discipline and 
thoughtfulness for others. 

From their brothers she heard often. Robert 
had taken kindly to the change in his pros- \ 
pects, anl wrote in buoyant strain of all ho I 
meant to do, ere long, to advance his own and I 
the family fortunes. Edmund, less confident, 
still hoped, another year, to lighten his sister’s 
burdens. Both wrote affectionately; to both, 
home was still the chief place, the most to be 
desired; and in that homo she was supreme. 
It was she who planned, provided, decided all; 
to whom the rest looked ns their authority 
and protection. There was comfort, in this, 
surely; it was much to be so useful, so import¬ 
ant. But was it enough? Could it quite fill a 
young heart and content it utterly? Perhaps 
it would not have done so but for a secret, 
half-acknowledged hope. Philip had left her, 
as has been said, in some displeasure, but a little 
reflection made him do her justice. He wrote 
then a long, earnest letter, Buying that she 
could not, at any rate, prevent his constancy, 
lie should wait, and watch for the first ray of 
hope. Meanwhile, he kept up a correspond¬ 
ence with Robert, through wfyom he learned 
and communicated any news of importance. 

Margaret had read the letter a hundred 
times, more or less; and every time she said to 
herself, “ He thinks so now, but will he in six 
or seven years? He may see many who are a 
great deal more attractive than I—and those 
who have fortune and connections—to marry 
whom would aid and advance him. Not that 
he would ever marry for such reasons; but he 
might like such a person. And I shall be get¬ 
ting older; when he secs me, he may find me 
changed. No; it would be most unwise to de¬ 


pend upon it. It is only reasonable to suppose 
that he may tire of waiting. Dear Philip!” 
And then she thought how good he was, how 
constant, and how generous; and. spite of all 
these prudent resolutions, kept her faith in him. 

H e came to the place within a year, visiting an 
old friend of his family. “I shall not lose sight 
of you,” he said, to Margaret, “though you 
are such a despot. I suppose you will hardly 
forbid me the town.” 

“No,” she answered, smiling. “I have nob 
the least desire to do so.” . 

“ I don’t trust you. I believe you would like 
to pass a sort of five-mile act, forbidding me to 
come near any city, village, or fortified town 
that contained you. Oh, Margaret!” he added, 
more seriously, “how cold and divcrect you 
are! Can’t you bestow just a crumb of on* 
couragement? I give you everything—not 
much, perhaps, but all I have, and get nothiug 
in return. Do you call that generous?” 

Margaret trembled. It was easier to be firm in 
Philip’s absence than when his voice sounded 
in her ears, and her own wishes all the time 
seconded his pleading. This time, however, 
circumstances decided for her; some one came 
in, and the conversation was interrupted. 
When they next met, she had resolved afresh. 

“It is the merest matter of form,” ho de¬ 
clared, at length. “I am engaged to 3 * 011 ; and 
all you gain is to deprive us of the pleasure we 
should have in belonging openly to each 
other.” 

IV. 

Foun years went by. The children grew tall 
and helpful. The boys, in their separate ways, 
were prospering—with a modest prosperity, it 
is true, but such as they were eager to share 
with those at home. Margaret’s efforts sufficed, 
as she had hoped, to meet inevitable wants,' 
and the means which her brothers contributed, 
served to add to the comforts of the household, 
and give the girls the advantages which their 
increasing years demanded. Economies, though 
strict, were no longer so grinding ns at first. 
Margaret had become accustomed to her posi¬ 
tion, and a hundred things, once difficult and 
perplexing, were now met with perfect ease. 
In Mrs. Leightoa’s health there had been some 
slight improvement, and the daughters were 
left more at liberty than for years previous. 
Altogether, the world was brighter, the pros¬ 
pects more cheering than at any time since 
their great calamity. Margaret sometimes al¬ 
lowed herself to think that in another year or 
two, if all went well, and Philip still wished 
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it, there need be no serious obstacle to their 
marriage. 

Sho sat, one afternoon, busy with her sew¬ 
ing, her thoughts straying involuntarily toward 
the future, when Helen came in. There was 
som thing peculiar in her manner. 

“Why do you look at me so mysteriously?” 
Margaret asked, half smiling. 

Helen was troubled. “I don’t like to tell 
you,” she said; “and still, perhaps, you ought 
to know. I have been at the Seymours, this 
afternoon, and Julia has just come home from 

spending a week at A-, with Emily Deane. 

Emily has been in Chicago for two or three 
months past., aul she heard a good deal about 
Philip. She did not see him, for she never 
knew him hero, and her friends were not ac¬ 
quainted with him-” She paused. 

“Very well,” said Margaret; “go on.” 

“But she heard—oh, Margaret! I hope it 
isn’t true; I don't believe it can be—that ho 
was attentive to a young lady there, and people 
theught they would be married very soon.” 

Margaret turned deadly pale, but controlled 
herself. “ Did you hear more?” she asked. 

“Only a little—about the girl. That she was 
very pretty, and accomplished, and very young; 
only just out of school. I shouldn’t think Philip 
would want any one like that.” 

“Why not?” said Margaret, trying to smile. 
“There is no harm in being young, surely.” 

“No; but—no matter. Her father is very 
woll-oT, it seems, and sho is an only daughter; 
bo that people said it would be a good thing 
for Philip. Oh, Maggie, I hope it isn't true!” 

“There is no reason why it should not bj 
true,” said Margaret, slowly, balancing the 
probabilities in her own mind. She had tol l 
herself, many a time, that this was what she 
had to expect. And yet—oh, how foolish she had 
been—sho had hoped on, trusting in Philip’j 
love for her. It was her own fault. She would 
not allow him to bind himself, and ho had only 
used his freedom, Yet the very last time they 
met—but it would not do to think, of that. He 
might have told them, though; they were old 
friends; they should not have been left to learn 
such a thing from common rumor. Tho next 
moment sho owned in candor that it was not a 
topic he could well broach to them. Such a 
young girl, too! Ah, yes! there was a charm 
in that first freshness of youth, and she, with 
her twenty-five years, had lost it forever. 
Then sudden incredulity came over her. It is 
not so; it cannot be so, she thought. There 
was some mistake; reports were so little to bo 
trusted. 


If she could but know thetruih! And she 
looked with anxiety for Robert's next letter, 
which must, she thought, throw some light 
upon the question. 

It came at last—a newspaper with it. “ I 
wonder what he has sent this for?” exclaimed 
Grace, opening it, as Margaret read the letter. 
“It must be something especial. Oh, here is a 
marked paragraph!” She laid down the sheet, 
with a look of dismay. 

Margaret had no need to ask. ■She had 
learned already from her letter why the faper 
was sent, and what it contained. 

“My dearest sister,” Robert wrote, “I don’t 
know how this will affect you. Without talking 
much of the matter, Philip always gave me to 
understand that he considered himself engaged 
to you, and should urge you to marry him ns soon 
as home-cares left you more at liberty. I own I 
never supposed that he would urge in vain, and 
looked upon tho affair as settled. Perhaps I 
was mistaken; I am sure, I hope so. I cannot 
but think he has behaved ill to us—very ill. 
His last letter, dated not a week ago, contained 
not the slightest intimation of anything of the 
kind. I had not answered it, and shall never 
do so, now. If ho could leave us to learn 
this event from the newspapers, our corres¬ 
pondence cannot bo very valuable to him.” 

Grace and Helen echoed tho exclamation. 
They looked again and again at the little para¬ 
graph, as if 8oi>.ething new could be elicited 
from it, but found nothing save the one unoom- 
promising fact, that Philip Hearn, of Chicago, 
had been married, on a certain day, by a cer¬ 
tain clergyman, to Mary, etc., etc. 

Margaret made no comment. Suspense was 
now ended, indeed; but till this moment she 
had not known how her whole future had been 
identified with Philip: this moment, which 
forced her to relinquish even his friendship; 
to feel that she had no longer right to any in¬ 
terest in him. Sho was devoid of neither 
pride nor courage; she made no moan over her 
sorrow, even to these who felt for and with her. 
After the first shock, she gathered up her 
strength and went resolutely about her duties. 
Nothing was omitted—nothing slighted; but 
tho heart was gone out of all; the world looked 
so weary and hard. 

Thus a week or two went by—long, dreary 
weeks. Then, as she sat one day in her room, 
trying to fix her thoughts on the letter she was 
writing, Helen came in, greatly excited. 

“Oh, Margaret!” she exclaimed, “do you know 
what has happened? Philip is down stairsL. 

Margaret sank on a seat almost fainting. 
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How was she eYer U meet him ? Why couldn’t 
he stay away and spare her this, at any rate ? 
Yet, siuce he was here, it would be best to see 
him, not to appear to dread the meeting; best 
too, to have it over as soon as possible. 

He came forward to greet her, just as of old. 
He seemed the same Philip she had known and 
loved all these years. She wished to show no 
coldness—nothing that should lead him to think 
she felt a right to complain; but it was impos¬ 
sible that the constraint should not be visible 
in her manner Philip speedily observed it. 

“Are you quite well,” he asked. 

“Quite well,” she replied, trying to be na¬ 
tural and at ease. “ Have you been here long?” 

“Only an hour or two, as you might have 
guessed,” he*said, smiling. “1 am never hero 
very long without making you aware of it.” 

And lie could speak thus, as if nothing had 
happened! It was quite time, Margaret thought, 
to remind him of their altered relations. 

“Mrs. Hearn is with you, I suppose?” she 
asked, in a voice which she strove to render 
perfectly calm and steady. 

“Excuse me,” said Philip, perplexed, “I 
don’t understand,” 

She repeated the question. 

“ Mabgaret!” he cried, excitedly, rising and 
standing before her, “what do you mean?” 

“We 9aw it in the paper,” she explained, 
rather confusodly, “and I thought you would 
not be here alone.” 

Philip put his hands behind him and looked 
at her with a bitter smile. 

“Yes, yoa saw it in the paper! and that was 
enough, of course. If you had seen that I 
committed forgery, or murder, it would never 
have occurred to you to doubt it. Being printed, 
it must be trua !” 

“Oh, Philip, you know we would not! But 
this was so different.” 

“Different? Yes ! But you ought to have felt 
the impossibility even more. Is this all your 
faith in me, Margaret? all I deserved of you, 
after these years of constancy ?” 


“ Don't be angry,” she entreated. “ Then it 
isn’t true ?” 

“It is true that a Philip Hearn was married, 
in Ciiicago. I don’t kuow him, but he is a very 
good fellow, I believe. Oneo or twice we have 
received each other s letters. I read the notice 

myself, and thought that by-an l-by- Ccr* 

tainly, I could not have dreamed that any friend 
of mine would suspect me of being the person.^ , 
Robert, too,” he added; “ he has not answered 
my last letter. I suppose hesaw the paper, also.” 

“Yes,” Margaret admitted. “ Don’t blame 
us too severely. There was your name, your 
residence—what could we think?” 

“ You ought to have thought anything, rather 
than have credited an impossibility.” 

“ I am very sorry,” she said, humbly, holding 
out her hand. 

And she was sincere in saying so ; she re¬ 
gretted to displease him. But it was a sorrow 
so light in comparison with what she had been 
enduring for the last few weeks, that it seemed 
very like happiness. 

Philip was propitiated, in time ; but would 
accord his full forgiveness only upon one con¬ 
dition—Margaret must consent to marry him, 
as soon as the necessary preparations could be 
made. He should never trust her out of sight 
again, for any length of time, since it was im¬ 
possible to foresee what dreadful things she 
might be imagining again:st him. It was re¬ 
quisite that he should be always close at hand, 
and ready to explain away any suspicious cir¬ 
cumstance that arose. 

Margaret laughed at this reasoning, and 
suggested numerous objections to the plan, but 
Philip overruled them all. She should arrange 
as 9I10 chose ; leave her mother and sisters, or 
take them with her ; receive them into her own 
home, or provide another for them, near at 
hand. Only, one thing was settled—she could 
be allowed such dangerous liberty no longer. 
And Margaret protested against such despot¬ 
ism—but submitted ; and then, of course, there 
was another Marriage Notice. 


SONNET. 


BYT 

Those dayB of settled Antnmn, warm and rare, 

*Arc sanctuaries of memory and prayer; 

For when by morning roads the rustling loaves 
-Gleam in the sunlight, cheery aud simple-clear, 

Lo! soon the village church-bells’ swinging sound 
Floats undulating over the dry sheaves, 

Just as of old wo hoard its solemn sound, 


When life was new, and whoo our friends were neh& 
All day the soft sun-dials peace around 
From blue hill, troo, and shrub; the heart all day 
Beats low with ploasing sadness, and at times 
Pulsates to early pleasures past away, 

Then melts in prayer, when come ngain those chimes 
Across tho quiet evening, starred aud gray. 


/ 


Digitized by v^ooQLe 



THE CROQUET SLIPPERS. 


BY LAURA MBLV1LLE. 


It was a warm, dusty day in June, when 
father, having found a good seat on the shady j 
Side of the car, and deposited my bag and wrap ! 
beside me, kissed me “good-by,” and, with an j 
admonition, “not to get into any more scrapes,” j 
left me to myself and my thoughts. 

Having cried a little, not enough to make my 
eyes rod, I began to get impatient lor the train 
to start; even in uiy then state of mind the 
gloomy depot was anything but agreeable. 

I was going, (1 may as well confess the truth 
at once.) I was sent to Massachusetts, by father, 
to spend the summer with an old couple, 
farmers, with whom my mother, being in ill- 
health, had once boarded. A sort of intermit¬ 
tent correspondence had existed until mother’s 
death, which happened some two years before 
the time of which I write. Siuce then we had 
heard nothing of them till father wrote, asking 
if it would be agreeable for them to receive his 
daughter into their family for a few weeks, as, 
owing to a slight delicacy of health, etc., etc., 
he wished her to spend a short time in the 
seclusion and quiet ol the country; then a letter 
came with a hearty invitation for me, and 
father also, if lie could spare the time, to make 
their house our home for as long a period as we 
could be contented. 

I had no idea of being “contented,” sent off 
as I was in order to break up what father called 
“a sentimental, childish fancy,” that had 
sprung up between my cousin Charlie and me. 

Charlie was studying medicine with father, 
and lived in the same house with us, and, of 
course, we were thrown much together. I do 
not think father would have hindered the match, 
for Charlie was talented, tine-looking, compara¬ 
tively rich, had he not been my cousin. But 
father had a dislike, almost a horror, of cousins 
marrying; and ihe very day he found we were 
“making eyes” at each other, he wrote that 
letter to Mr. Henderson. 

As I sat thinking—having just come to the 
determination to remain true to Charlie forever, 
in spite #f persecution—I became conscious of 
the fixed gaze of a pair of dark eyes, which 
were visible over the top of a newspaper. Now, 
I should not have cared a speck about those 
eyes, had they belonged to one of my own sex; 

860 


but, unfortunately, they didn’t, so I blushed, 
(I always did blush ridiculously easy,) and 
tried to look very unconsciously out of the 
wiudow. 

My thoughts once diverted, Charlie and all 
my troubles were soon forgotten, aud, after a 
few minutes, 1 could not help steuling a glance 
to see if that impudent fellow was still staring 
at me. No; his eyes were fixed upon his paper, 
and the long, dark lashes, too handsome for a 
man, lay against his cheek. Alt^r several co¬ 
vert glances, 1 began to wish that he would 
lower his paper, that 1 might see the rest of 
bis face—it must be handsome with such a pair 
of eyes. 

Pshaw! What had I to do with any man’s 
eyes, except Charlie's; so 1 looked out of the 
window again, and tried to britig my mind to 
a proper degree of melancholy. It would not 
do, however, aud my eyes stole back to my 
neighbor across the aisle. There! he hud 
lowered his paper, and his face was plainly 
visible—not a handsome one, 1 was a little 
disappointed in this at first—but a fine, strong 
face, with a nose slightly Roman, and a heavy, 
dark-brown mustache. I enjoyed looking at 
him, being something of a physiognomist, and 
remained scarcely conscious that 1 was the one 
who now “stared impudently,” until he again 
raised his eyes. 

As I turned away, I saw that he was rising, 
and 1 felt instinctively that he was going to 
speak to me; my heart leaped to my throat, I 
clenched xnj hands together, and felt the blood 
surge into my face. He crossed the aisle, and 
bending over, said, gently and respectfully, 
even now I recall the gentleness aud perfect 
respect in his tones, 

“ You looked so lonely, that I thought I would 
venture to otfer you this magazine.” 

As he held it toward me, my self-possession 
returned, and, throwing back my head with 
what I considered a very dignified gesture, 

“Thunk you,” I said, “I have literature in 
my satchell if I wish to read.” 

He bowed, smiled slightly, bit his lip, as if 
to hide the smile, and returned to liis seat. I 
felt very uncomfortable, I scarcely knew why. 
His manner had so well revealed the perfect 
; gentleman, that I need not have been afraid to 
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receive bis advances with a little more gracious- 
ness. He laughed at me, toe; I had made my¬ 
self ridiculous in his eyes. Bother! I was 
always doing something that I afterward re¬ 
gretted. 

I sat and quarreled with myself, while the 
minutes passed and lengthened into hours. 1 
never moved. It seemed as if I could think of 
Bothing else but the full tones and handsome 
eyes of the stranger. 

“Stop twenty minutes for dinner!” roared j 
the conductor, and slammed the door violently. 

I started. Dear me! I was so hungry! How 
good a cup of coffee would taste; but I was 


Presently, he came again to take my cup and 
plate; he seemed to wish to linger, but the 
“all aboard !”*of the sturdy conductor started 
him off. 

How I wished that I could ask him to sit 
beside me, but it would not bo proper. "What 
would Charlie say .if he knew how my thoughts 
were wandering. Poor -Charlie! Was I be¬ 
coming fickle ? I, who had always so strongly 
professed and advocated constancy! Nonsense! 
Charlie possessed .my love; but'was that a 
reason .that other men should not -claim ay 
admiration and respect.. 

All day the air had been exceedingly oppres- 


afraid to go into that great eating-room alone. 

I sighed, and leaned my head upon my hand, j 
I expect I looked weary and disconsolate, for 
“Mr. Impudence,” as I had mentally desig¬ 
nated him, who was just going out, stopped, 
looked at me rather doubtfully, and then, in 
spite of his former repulse, approached. 

“If l can be of any service,” he said, “pray, 
command me.’* Then, before I could reply, 

“ would you go into the saloon with me, or shall 
I bring you something?” 

“It seems so much trouble to give you,” I 
said, blushing; “but if you could get me some¬ 
thing to drink—tea or coffee—I should be ex¬ 
ceedingly obliged; I so dislike going in there 
among all the crowd.” 

He smiled fully now, showing a set of white 
teeth, and owned that it was disagreeable, 
especially to a lady. 

As I looked after him, I wondered if he was 
going as far as “Melford,” it would be so 
pleasant to know that there was some one near 
who took an interest, however slight, in me. 
Instinctively, I felt that I could trust him. \ 


While he was gone, I took a hand-glass out 
of my bag in order to have a peep at myself. 
Horrors! what a fright! My dress was covered 
with dust, my hat was awry, there was a black 
dab across my nose, and my neck was as grimy 
as a coal heavers. I straightened my bat, 
brushed myself off with my handkerchief, and 


i 

i 

< 

i 
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endeavored to remove the black from my nose; i 
but the more I rubbed the larger it. grew. 1 « 
was in despair. Suppose “Mr. Impudence” j 
should come just at this critical moment? I j 


sive, and now black clouds began to gather in 
the west, and low, distant murmurs were heard 
at intervals, forboding a thunder storm. 

My only hope was, that it would not break 
until I arrived, at least, at the station. Vain 
hope! The clouds grew larger and blacker 
till they obscured the whole sky; lightning 
darted hither and thither, followed by peal 
after peal of thunder, and the rain poured in 
torrents. 

I thought that, the storm being so violent, it 
would soon expend itself; but there had been 
very little rain for a fortnight, and it seemed 
determined to make up for lost time. Instead 
of abating, the storm grew worse, and, in the 
meantime, I was fast nearing my destination. 

“Stramwell!” shouted the conductor. I con- 
sulied my time-table, and found that Melford 
was the next station, with about forty minutes 
between. 

Would the rain never stop! Suppose they 
had an open wagon; or suppose there was no 
wagon there at all to meet me. But why an¬ 
ticipate trouble, it was time enough to fret 
when it came. 

Only five minutes more! I put on my “ water* 
proof,” and gathered up my various articles oi 
luggage. Even in my nervousness I noticed 
that the stranger arose and walked out on the 
platform—to view fhe weather, perhaps! 

“ Melford!” I gathered my skirts about 
me, pulled the hood of my “ water-proof” over 
my head, and hurried out of the car. 

“Mr. Impudence” assisted me to alight, and 
held an umbrella over my head until I was 


moistened my handkerchief with my Cologne- under shelter. 

bottle, and tried again. He wal coming! A “Do yo* expect a carriage here to meet 
few more vigorous rubs and the smear dis- you?” he said, kindly. 

appeared; but a red nose was decidedly un- I shook my head, and looked about me. The 
becoming. station was very small, and very desolate; one 

I expect I looked guilty, for he eyed me room with three large windows, through which 
curiously as he handed in by the window a the rain beat as freely as if they had had no 
eouple of biscuits and a cup of coffee* sashes. There was ve-vign of a vehicle of any 
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kind, though I scanned the road as far as eye 
could reach. We had stood but an instant, 
when the locomotive gave a snort and a whis¬ 
tle, and began to move. 

I stretched out my hand to my friend. “ You 
have been very kind to me,” I said, my voice 
trembling at the thought ef his going, “and I 
thank you very much. The train is leaving, 
and you must leave also. Good-by.” 

He took my hand. “Do you think I can 
leave a lady in such a plight ? I cannot go till 
I see you safely on your jay.” 

I expostulated ; I insisted he should go ; but 
he was obdurate, and in the meantime the 
train whisked out of sight and left us. 

I was embarrassed. I think any young lady 
of seventeen would have been embarrassed 
under the circumstances; but my friend (how 
pleasant the title sounded) was as cool as a 
cucumber. He asked me what distance I had 
to ride. I did not know; but thought about 
five or six miles. 

I suppose a family lived over head, for we 
hoard.a great trampling of little feet. 

My companion knocked on the wall, and 
brought from the upper regions, not an angel, 
but a burly man, in cowhide boots and black 
corduroys. I kept as far from him as possible, 
for I never could abide the smell of corduroys. 
He apologized for not coming down sooner; 
said he “ thought Bill was here.” He gave the 
information that the nearest farm-house was 
two miles distant, and no conveyance to be had 
any nearer. If we waited till six o’clock, we 
might be accommodated, for old farmer Green 
had a 'Mew-seat consarnc” that he called a 
“buss,” and he sometimes came to the station 
of an evening, to see if there “moughn’t be 
somcun what wanted a lift.” 

My friend consulted his time-table. “ There 
is a train stops here at six,” he said, ‘which 
I must take, if possible, and I want to see you 
safe before I go.” Turning to the countryman, 
“ How far did you say it was to the nearest 
farmhouse ?” 

“Wall—let’s—see: There’s farmer Green, 
as I told you on, he lives nigh on tew miles 
over there, and then there’s them Higgenses, 
they live tew miles and a piece in tother direc¬ 
tion; but I wouldn’t advise yew to try ’em— 
them Higgenses be an awful set; an’ there’s 
the widder Briggs, yew ken see the ’• ouse ef yew 
speerover the hill. Now she mought let yew hev 
her ole dapple nag and rock iway. Be ye goin’ 
fur?” he added with nil inquisitive glance at me. 

“Iam going to Squire Henderson's,” I an¬ 
swered, “do you know where that is?” 


“Oh! law sakes, yes! He lives nigh on six 
miles, and old marm Henderson was took with 
the gripes last night, an’ mebby thet’s the rea¬ 
son they didn’t send to fetch ye.” 

I turned away to hide a smile, and my com¬ 
panion’s voice was unsteady with suppressed 
laughter, as he said he thought he would try 
the “ widder Briggs.” 

I did not, at first, comprehend what he was 
about to do, until he buttoned his coat tight 
across his chest, tucked the legs of his panta¬ 
loons into his boots, and asked me if I could 
wait there for half, or perhaps three-quarters 
of an hour: then I understood that he , and not 
the countryman, was going out in the driving 
storm for me. 

“ I cannot let you go,” I said, earnestly, “it 
is too much to expect of any one; you will get 
wet to the skin. I will wait here until farmer 
Green comes, or, if he should fail, I am sure 
this man will get some kind of a conveyance 
for me.” 

“Pshaw! It is nothing; and if I should 
leave you thus, you might be obliged to remain 
here all night. Do not think anything more 
about the Mrouble,’but wish me ‘Godspeed!’ 

I I shall be back as soon as possible.” 

He touched his bat and was gone. I watched 
him over the hill. What a fix to be in! 
Father’s parting words, “Don’t get into any 
l.rnore scrapes,” occurred to me. Certainly, 

I this scrape was not of my own invention. 

! How slowly the time dragged along! 1 
! looked at my watch every two minutes, and at 
! the brow of the hill in the intervals. The cor¬ 
duroys had ascended to the upper regions 
again, and I heard a gruff voice in lively dis¬ 
pute with a shrill female one. At length the 
rain ceased, the sun came out with renewed 
splendor, and the birds began to sing, and hop 
about in the trees that surrounded the station. 

Something appeared on the top of the hill; 
I strained my eyes to the utmost. It was a.topr 
wvgon. Was that the “widder Briggs’con- 
sarn?” It wound slowly down the hill, and 
drove up to the station. On the front seat was 
my friend, and by his side a bright-looking 
farmer’s lad of about my own age. How much 
older girls are at seventeen than boys. 

I went ou^ upon the platform to welcome 
them. “ Did you have much trouble in getting 
the wagon ?” I asked, more for the sake of 
saying something than from a desire for in¬ 
formation. 

“No.” he answered, springing out “the 
w’dow Briggs lent me it immediately she 
heard there was a lady in distress. Allow me.” 
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As he assisted me into the carriage, I ox - 
pressed my gratitude for his services, and my 
regret that he would lose so much time on my 
account. “How can I thank you enough!” I 
said, warmly. 

“ By accepting my card, and giving me a 
hope that our acquaintance may be renewod at 
some future time. Do not be offended,” ho 
continued ; “ but I have known your father for 
a number of years, and he has often spekon of 
making me acquainted with his daughter. Had 
I dreamed that the acquaiutance would be so 
pleasant, believe me, I should have sought an 
introduction long ago.” 

I could not choose but acknowledge the com¬ 
pliment, although I was considerably “taken 
aback” by his announcement; and, as he bid 
me “ good-by,” he pressed a card into my hand. 

The whip cracked, the old horse started, and 
we were off, leaving my friend alone. I se¬ 
cretly watched him until we passed over tho 
hill, then I looked at the card: “Edwin II. 
Gray, barrister.” So this was “Gray, the 
lawyer,” of whom father was always talking. 
I wondered how he knew me. Ho must have 
seen father place me in the car. 

My thoughts were so busy with my new ac¬ 
quaintance that I failed to note how time was 
passing, and, before I thought we had gone 
half the distance, my charioteer drew up before 
a large, old, stone house, which stood without 
even a wooden fence between it and the road, 
and announced “Squire Henderson’s!” 

II. 

It waB about a month after my arrival at the 
farm-house, when I determined, after dinner, 
to have a long ramble in the green woods adja¬ 
cent, and to meditate upon the hard fate that 
had separated Charlie and me so long. 

Strange to say, I had noticed, lately, that I 
was thinking less and less of Charlie, and that 
I was also feeling less compunction at the 
change than I had been wont to feel. Formerly, 
when I noticed that my warm love was cooling, 

I always became very much alarmed, and de¬ 
voted myself constantly, for the next few days, 
to thoughts of my absent love; now l even be¬ 
came impatient when my conscience upbraided 
me with a want of constancy. j 

This day I had decided to devote to him, and ] 
to the books which he had praised. So, I 
tucked a relume of “Tupper” under my arm, 
and, throwing a thin scarlet-cloak over the 
other arm, I set out. 

It was intensely warm, until I reached the 
Wood, and, by contrast, I found its cool shade j 


delightful. I kept near the border, for I had 
a wholesome fear of being lost. When I was a 
child, the story of the babes in the wood always 
affected ine to tears, especially the part where 
the wolves howled so dismally. 

Presently, I found a lovely, shady place, 
through which flowed a pellucid stream, that 
murmured over a pebbly bottom. By its side 
was a fallen tree, which served as an excellent 
seat, and spreading my cloak over it, I pre¬ 
pared to enjoy myself. 

I considered that I had devoted enough time 
to Charlie during my walk ; so, now 1 estab¬ 
lished myself upon the stump, and composed 
my mind to comfort and “Tupper.” 

Some people donotlike “Tupper;” butl must 
confess I do; he lays down the law so forcibly, 
and lets people know what they should and 
should not do, (in his opinion,) so definitely, 
that it is impossible not to feel a satisfaction 
in reading, although you may not intend to 
follow his advice in a single particular. 

I wished I had a friend such as he describes. 

I wonder if “ Edwin II. Gray, Barrister,” would 
not make such a friend? I was sure he would 
fulfill the requirements more nearly than any 
one I ever knew. What! more nearly than 
Charlie? Yes; lovers were not friends. • 

As I sat musing, I thought I heard a rustling 
in the bushes near me; I turned, startled, but 
could sec nothing. However, this broke my 
revery, and I gathered my thoughts back to 
the present. 

The sun was nearly setting, and the air had 
grown quite cool; I shivered, threw my cloak 
about me, and tucked my volume of “Tupper” 
again under my arm, as I turned my face 
homeward. 

While I-wended my way out of the woods, I 
reflected that I was some distance from home; 
that I was alone; that even if I reached home 
unmolested, I would almost certainly catch 
cold, as my shoes were thin, (I had on a pair 
of croquet slippers,) and the dew began te fall 
so early. ^ 

Now, my fear of being molested was non¬ 
sense, as I was as safe in that quiet country as 
in ray parlor at home; bat, you see, I was used 
to the “wicked ways” of a city, and did noi 
stop to reason on the subject. 

My last objection was more serious, as a cold 
always settled in my head, and I would go 
about the house, with a pocket full of handker¬ 
chiefs, perpetually weeping, yet never able to 
drain my “well of tears.” I wept not only 
like a woman, through my eyes, but like a man, 
through my nos©. 
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Taking all these things into consideration, 
I concluded to make a short cut across the 
fields, and, accordingly, I climbed a fence into 
a nice meadow, where some harmless cows 
were quietly grazing at a distance. I always 
liked cows, and never felt that senseless fear 
of them which some people display; they look 
so meek and gentle with their soft, dark eyes 
and sleek skins. 

I had gone nearly across the meadow, when 
I heard, behind me, a heavy trampling, and a 
low, growling sound, like the rumbling of dis¬ 
tant thunder. 

I turned, quickly, and beheld, coming toward 
me, full tilt, one of the harmless cotcs } with head 
down, heels flourishing in the air, and tAil 
lashing the reeking sides. I knew in an in¬ 
stant that it was a bull, infuriated by the sight 
of my red cloak, and, with a cry, I made for 
the nearest fence. I dropped my book; lost my 
hat ; my comb came out, letting my hair fall 
upon my shoulders; and my cloak streamed 
upon the air, waving a signal of combat to my 
pursuer. On—on he came! tearing up the 
ground with his hoofs; bellowing and roaring, 
till even nature caught up the sound and echoed 
it back from hill to valley, from sky to plain; 
while to my horrified ears, it seemed that forty 
bulls were after me. 

Nearer and nearer came the enraged ani¬ 
mal—faster and faster I flew. If I could only 
Tench the fence! Ho seemed almost to touch 
me. I felt his hot breath upon ruy neck. Oh, 
that I had wings! The very air seemed to 
beat me back as I ran. The fence was gained at 
last. Springing on it, I stood upon the top; but, 
as I essayed to jump, I beenmo conscious that 
the tiny heels of my slippers had caught in a 
crevice of the board, and I was held fast. With 
one wild shriek of despair, I reeled slightly 
backward; but, summoning all ray powers, I 
regained my balance, threw myself forward, 
and consciousness fled. 

As my senses slowly returned, I became 
aware that some one was chafing my hands, 
and pouring, what seemed like fire, down my 
throat. I opened my eyes a little way, but 
quickly closed them again. Was I dreaming, 
or was I in the rail-cars? Surely, this was 
the face of “Edwin H. Gray, Barrister.” I 
opened my eyes again—this time a little wider: 
it was that face; but where was I? I glanced 
about. There was the field, the fente, my scar¬ 
let cloak upon the ground. I shuddered at the 
red coler, as everything rushed back upon me, 
and starting up, I exclaimed, wildly, 

“Oh ! I’m so glad you’re not the l*ill!” 


“ Mr. Impudence,” (I must still call him so,) 
laughed merrily, though his face was very 
white, and said, he “thought I was fast reco¬ 
vering: did 1 not think I could rise?” 

I did rise, with the assistance of his strong 
arm ; but what made my feet feel so queer ? I 
glanced down at them : I had no shoes. 

My companion laughed again, seeing my 
look of blank amazement. “ There are your 
slippers,” said he, pointing to the fence. 

Sure enough, there sat my slippers on the 
fence, as coolly as if they had not nearly been 
the cause of ray being gored by a mad bull. 

Mr. Gray disengaged them from the board, 
and brought them to me. 

Alas, poor slippers! they were both slit from 
top to toe, right down the instep, and the lovely 
rosettes, with their great steel buckles, that I 
had so prided myself upon, were dangling from 
the rent. 

I could have cried from regret, had I not 
been so mortified. 

“ I was near by, when your first cry startled 
me. Seeing your danger, I ran as fast as pos¬ 
sible to your assistance. I reached the fence 
just in time to catch you as you fell. You came 
bodily out of your slippers,” (his eyes twin¬ 
kled,) “ leaving them as a butt for the bull.” 

“I think yjou are making a butt of them,” 1 
said, pouting; “but pray, how am I to get 
home? 1 can’t walk over those stubbly fields 
without shoes; and Bee, the sun has already 
set.” 

“True,” he said, thoughtfully, “what will 
you do? Why, I<;ould carry you.” 

I laughed at the idea; but, at the same time, 
a little, queer thrill throbbed at my heart. 

“You would repent of your bargain before 
you were half-way home,” I said. “ Besides, 
I don’t want to be carried. I am almost toe 
large a child for that.” 

“Could you not manage to keep the Blippers 
on until you reached home ? Try.” 

I did try. At every step the slippers went 
flop, flop, beneath my heels. At last, having 
walked about two yards, I stumbled, and 
nearly went over on my nose. 

“ I don’t think I can walk with them,” I said, 
dolefully, and sank down upon the ground. 

“Let—me—see—” said Mr. Gray, “I havo 
it! We’ll tie them on.” 

He fumbled in a game-bag that was slang 
over his shoulder, and brought out a piece ot 
twine. Making some holes in the kid with his 
penknife, he laced the string back and forth, 
over the instep, thus fastening the slipper on 
securely. 
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At the loach of his fingers on my foo', I felt 
the same strange thrilling at my heart I had 
felt once before, and my eyes filled with unac- 
Gountable tears. 

When he had tied the last knot, I rose, and 
walked with perfect security. 

“ You have lost your hat,” he said; “ wait an 
instant, and I will get it.” 

He placed his hands upon the top of the 
fence, and leaped lightly over. If I could 
have leaped as easily, I would have been saved 
all this bother; men always do those things 
better than women. 

I called to him that I had lost my book also. 

* Yes,” he said ; “I know” 

I wondered how he knew. He soon returned 
with book and hat, and we walked slowly home. 
Mrs Henderson stood in the door waiting for 
me. 

“Well,” she said, “I thought you was never 
a coming: tea’s been ready this hour, and you 
two wandering around as if there was no such 
thing as tea this side of China. How, for 
goodness! did you meet?” 

I looked at Mr. Gray. He seemed to be bet¬ 
ter known to my hostess than he was to me. 
“By what chance was he here?” 

“We will tell you all about it, after tea, 
aunty,” he said ; “ but we are both ravenously 
hungry, and I have no doubt that Miss would 
like to retire to her room before she sits down 
to eat.” 

I ran quickly up stairs, bathed my face, fast- j 
ened up my hair, and untied my shoes. As I 
I picked out the knots of cord, I kept wonder¬ 
ing how h » came to be here, why he called Mrs. 
Henderson “aunty,” and, last of all, what ha 
thought of me. 

I learned at tea that Mr. Gray had once 
spent some time, when he was about twenty 
years of age, at the farm, sketching, studying, 
and recruiting his strength, after a long college 
course, for his anticipated practice in the city. 
He had become a great favorite with the old peo-^ 
pie, and had often since spent a couple of 
weeks at a time with them lie had long called 


tiousty along, until I approached a lovely, 
shady nook, through which a stream murmured 
softly, and here I saw, not a rabbit, but a 
young lady seated upon a fallen tree, over 
which was flung a scarlet cloak. Her white 
dress fell gracefully about her; her head was 
bent, aud one white hand lay beautifully de¬ 
fined against the purple biuding of the book 
upon her lup. It was a lovely picture.” 

He paused, and looked steadfastly out in the 
moonlight. I leaned my head upon my hand, 
and felt so thankful that he could not see me 
blush. Presently he began again. 

“I sat down quietly on an old stump, took 
out my pocket portfolio, which, you know, I 
always carry, and began to sketch. 

“I was just finishing off the drapery, and 
the little foot in its high-heeled slipper, that 
rested upon the turf, when I accidentally 
dropped my pencil-case. As I stooped to pick 
it up my sleeve caught in the underbrush, and 
made a great rustling. This startled my un¬ 
conscious model, and she glanced hastily 
around, but, fortunately, I was completely 
screened by some laurel bushes. She seemed, 
however, unwilling to renew her revery, so she 
rose, threw her cloak about her, and walked 
slowly away. 

“I followed, until we came to the open 
ground, theu I kept in the shadow of the wood, 
uu willing to let her know she had been watched. 
She climbed a fence into a field where some 
cattle were grazing; and went quiet.ly on. I 
had lost sight of her for an instant, as I pushed 
through the bushes, and just then I heard a 
scream. I ran out and saw what I had dreaded; 
she was pursued by a bull. 

“I dropped my gun, and ran for the fence, 
toward which she turned. The bull was so 
close to her, that I felt as if it would be almost 
impossible for me to reach her in time. She 
gained the fence, sprang on it, and attempted 
to jump; but her heels caught in the board, 
and held her fast. She gave one shriek, and 
fell forward. I was just in time to catch her. 
She came right out of her slippers, leaving 


Mrs. Henderson “aunty,” although there was 
really no relationship between them 

“Come,” said the above-mentioned lady, as 
we sat upon the porch in the moonlight, “you 
haven’t told me yet how you came to meet each 
other.” , r 

“Well, aunty,” he answered, “it came about 


i 


them upon the fence.” 

“Mercy!” interrupted Mrs Henderson, “it’s 
a wonder she didn’t break her ancle!” 

“It is a wonder; but she only fainted. 1 
gave her a little French brandy, which I had 
in my flask, and she soon revived; then I tied 
on her shoes', which, for reasons best known 


in this wise. I was wandering about in the > to her, would not stay without tying. Then, 
woods, ever there, in search of squirrels and j like good children, we came imnyidiately 
rabbits, when I saw the glinting of something home.” 

white through the trees. I made my way cau- j Mrs. Henderson gave a sigh of relief, i 
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laughed the matter off as best I could, and soon 
returned to my room. 

Mr. Gray had called me “fair,” and said I 
made “a lovely picture.” I looked in the 
glass. I was fair, as far as complexion went; 
but wft9 I fair in t!«e other acceptation of the 
word? 

Light-brown hair, brown eyes, a good mouth 
and nose, and a well-shaped head set on a me¬ 
dium long neck: not bad-looking, certainly. 

He had praised my hand. I laid it out upon 
the bureau-top, and inspected it with more in¬ 
terest than that member had ever before awa¬ 
kened. It was pretty, and very white; thanks 
to gloves. And yet, with all his praises, he 
seemed, half the time, to be secretly laughing 
at me. 

I went to sleep, and dreamed that Mr. Gray 
sat beside me on the tree in the woods, wlien, 
all of a sudden, he turned into a bull, with 
croquet slippers instead of horns, tossed me 
upon his back, and plunged into the stream, 
which had become a mighty river. 

He swaui with me like Jupiter did with Eu- 
ropa, but, unlike the fable, when we rcaclie 1 
the middle of the river, he sunk, dragging me 
with him. I struggled, and awoke to find my 
head rolled up in the bed-clothes. 

The days passed delightfully. Mr. Gray and 
I became excellent friends; we walked, talked, 
read and sang together. I had been taught, 
from a fancy of father’s, to play on the harp, 
an«l he had sent my instrument up to me. Mr. 
Gray was no mean performer on the violin; 
and we had some concerts to which any one 
might have been pleased to listen. 

How swiftly the days went by ! It was the 
middle of August, and Mr. Gray had not even 
proposed going home. 

I stood in the porch looking at the moon, 
which was again at its full. Mr. and Mrs. 
Henderson had gone to a weekly meeting, Mr. 
Gray on business to a neighboring town, and I 
was left alone, except for the “help” in the 
kitchen. 

As I stood dreaming, a figure came swiftly 
along the road, in the moonlight. I retired 
into the shade of the porch, and strained my 
eyes to see what it was. As it came nenrer, I 
recognized the figure, and then the face of Mr. 
Gray. 

“I thought you were not going to be home 
till late,” I said. “You quite startled me.” 

He took my hand. 

“Were you lonely? I thought, perhaps, you 
would be here alone, so I hurried through ray 
business, and took an earlier train.” 


1 acknowledged that I kiul felt lonely, and sat 
down upon the steps. He sat down, too, throw¬ 
ing his hat on the floor. Presently, he spoke. 

“I am going home to-morrow.” 

I was startled, ,but I felt his eyes upon me, 
so I sat quite still. 

“Yes, I am going home; yet I am loth to go; 
do you know why?” 

He beirt forward, and laid his hand softly 
upon a curl that fell over my arm. My heart 
throbbed so, that I could not have replied, 
even if I had known what to say, so I shook 
my head, dumbly. 

“ Because,” he continued, with a subdued 
intensity of passion that frightened, while it 
thrilled me, “because I love you; have loved 
you from the first; and because I want you to 
be nty wife. Oh, my darling! My darling! Do 
you, can you love me?” 

Was I doing wrong to listen to his words? 
Was I not, in God’s eyes, bound to Charlie, 
though no form had passed between us? Yet 
I loved Mr. Gray: loved him with a fervor of 
passion, compared to which, my feeling for 
Charlio was as a summer breeze to a whirlwind. 

He had taken both my hands, and was bend¬ 
ing forward, waiting for his answer. I could 
feel his breath stir my hair; and the hands 
that held mine trembled like aspens. 

What shtuld I do? I would tell him all—that 
would be the best. So, drawing away from him, 
for I could not speak calmly while he held me 
so close, I confessed everything. 

He did not seem to be the least disturbed. 

“I have known it all, for a long time,” he 
said. “ When I returned to the city, after 
meeting you in the cars, I went to your father 
and asked his permission to pay my addresses 
to you. lie granted my request, saying that 
he would be glad to have me for a son, could I 
gain your love; and then he told me about 
your liking for your cousin. Charlie is pay¬ 
ing attention to a young heiress, to whom your 
father introduced him, and you are free as air. 
•Will you now tall me if you love me ?” and be 
drew me toward him. 

“You know I do,” I said, resting my head 
upon his shoulder. 

“Thank God!” he said, reverently, as he 
bent his head, and kissed me. 

We arc to be married in a month; I shall be 
over eighteen then. 

One of the first presents that my future hus¬ 
band gave me, was a pair of croquet slippers. 

Among my treasures is another pair, slit 
down the instep, aud some old white cord in 
them, just as he knotted it. 


b 


Digitized by 


Google 



WOMAN’S RIGHTS. 
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“Woman’s rights! The greatest humbug 
of the age! I, for one, don’t believe in them.” 

“You don’t, don’t you?” Jack said, puffing 
rings of smoke from his segar, and admiring 
his feet, daintily arrayed in slippers, with a 
brown dog's head on a scarlet ground; said 
slippers having been embroidered by roy 
fingers, and a Christmas present to their 
wearer. “ You don’t, Kitty ? Considering 
how many times you have stood up for your 
rights, and, what is more, have won them, that 
is an uncommonly strange assertion for a 
strong-minded woman like yourself.” 

“ I am not strong-minded; and in the next 
place I spoke the truth.” 

He put down his segar to stare at me. 

“A queer way of doing it, Kitty! To my 
certain knowledge you have stood up for your 
rights time and again.” 

“ I can prove the contrary, Jack! You ought 
to be ashamed of yourself.” 

“ Why? Come, I*II leave it all to you, Kitty. 
Here are pen, ink, and paper; make out your 
oase, and we’ll see who’ll win. I think there 
will be no doubt as to the results.” 

“If you only would let me explain-” 

“ You certainly may—on paper.” And with 
that Jack resumed his segar, actually turned 
his back upon me, picked up the newspaper, 
and left me make out my case as best I might. 
Ho I sat awhile and nibbled my pen-holder. 

“Jack!” very quietly and shyly —that was 
all pretence, too! “How am I to make out my 
oase? Goodness knows, I am no lawyer.” 

“A good thing you’re not, you stupid Kitty! 
What I want is a sketch of your own experi¬ 
ence.” 

“Oh, is that all? Here goes, then, and I 
know already who will win the case.” 

“ So do I.” 

“We shall see.” So I gave Jack’s hair a 
pull as he went back to his book, and dipped 
my pen into the ink. And here is what Jack 
asked for—the brief, uneventful story of my 
life: 

Six years ago, I, Kate Lee, was just twenty- 
one, and, what is worse, alone in the world. 
My atfnt Katherine, whose name I bore, had 
died, and the little annuity which had sup¬ 


ported her expired with her life. With strict 
economy, it had kept her; and out of it she had 
given me what she justly considered better 
than money, thfc best educat ion she could afford. 
Left an orphan—doubly so, for father and 
mother had died before I was two years old,—I 
had known no parent but aunt Kate, and she 
had been in truth a mother to the child left to 
her care, the one legacy of her only brother. 
In losing her I lost everything. She was the 
only person, save a distant cousin, on whom I 
had any claim, and her death, depriving me 
as it did of my home, of her protecting care 
and love, was a crushing blow to me. ,She 
could leave me nothing save the memory of all 
she had done for me, and the careful, thorough 
teaching I had received; and so I was forced to 
put my grief aside, and cast around me for 
ways and means to live. My time had come to 
bear my part in the great, and ceaseless strug¬ 
gle for existence which goes on continually in 
the world. Like others, I must live, move, and 
breathe. There must be some place for me to 
fill, else I never would have been brought into 
existence, I said. So, putting aside my grief, 

I resolved to win my bread in the one way left 
open to me, by teaching. Possessing youth 
and health, and a fair share of perseverance 
and determination, I answered an advertise¬ 
ment which I found in one of our daily papers, 
headed “ Nursery Governess Wanted,” and, as 
everything fortunately proved satisfactory, 
Mrs. Morris, to whom the advertisement di¬ 
rected me, engaged me to superintend the edu¬ 
cation, and take the ennre charge of her two 
children, little girls, aged, respectively, eight 
and ten years. 

It was bread hardly earned that I ate there, 
for Mrs. Morris was a worldly, fashionable 
woman, hating trouble, and not fond of chil¬ 
dren. She had bought and paid for my lime, 
and so the little girls were left wholly in my 
hands. I had not a moment to myself. The 
childreu were pretty; but having, till my arri¬ 
val, been left to their own devices, and to the 
servants, they were spoilt, and were unman¬ 
ageable, and looked upon me, at first, as a sort* 
of jailor or ogre, whose only object was to pun¬ 
ish and make them uncomfortable. Aided and 
abetted, as I have reason to think, by the ser- 
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vants, who resented my presence in (he house 
because my position, paid dependant though I 
might be, was yet better than theirs, these two 
children managed between them to make my 
life anything but a life of ease and pleasure. 
I fairly earned my living, and earned it, too, by 
hard work. 

Of course, 1 was dissatisfied. Perhaps this 
was, in part, my own fault. I cannot say. My 
pupils and I had two rooms in the back part 
of the house, looking out upon back-buildings 
and attics, to which we wero expected to con¬ 
fine ourselves closely. Mrs. Morris entertained 
a great deal; scarcely a day passed, scarcely 
an evening came, that her handsome parlors 
were not thronged with company: but all 1 
knew of the gay party there assembled was 
occasionally hearing their merry voices. I was 
apart from them, and 1 learned, at last, to look 
upon the gay world below, of which Mrs. Mor¬ 
ris wus the presiding spirit, as a sort of en¬ 
chanted., fairy-land, whose magical borders I 
could p.evcr, wish it as I might, cross; and 1 
began to wonder why I was not, and could not 
be, as happy as the richly dressed and beauti¬ 
ful women and handsome men who were ad¬ 
mitted- into this seeming Paradise, and of whom 
I occasionally caught glimpses, as 1 went to 
and fro along the brightly lighted passages. 

And.then-but Mrs. Morris would never 

have dreamed of inviting me into her parlors. 
In her eyes I was only a sort of upper servant, 
a paid menial; and although she always treated 
me with scrupulous politeness, it was a polite¬ 
ness which made one feel that in her eyes I 
was only a governess, not a woman, like herself. 

Yet it was hard for me, very hard, accus¬ 
tomed, as I had been to the freedom of ray 
home, where aunt Kate had so gently presided, 
and where 1 had equalprivileges with herself: 
it was very hard to siml to my appointed level 
in my employer's house. It seemed to me that I 
ought to have a right to, and a share in, the same 
pleasures and enjoyments of life as Mrs. Morris. 
Only a longer purse!—there lay the difference; 
and 1 could not understand why this should be. 

At last, whenever the increased stir and 
bustle in the house, attendant on one of Mrs. 
Morris’ receptions, came to my ears (I had for¬ 
gotten to say Bhe was a widow, rich, handsome, 
and only twenty-eight) at last, I would, on these 
occasions, close roy doors, so as to shut out from 
«ny hearing all sound of the gayety in which I 
could not share. 1 knew 1 was expected to 
keep the children quiet—they must be neither 
seen nor heard. , They were, by-tbo-way, be¬ 
coming more manageable, ani a sort of affec¬ 


tion was growing up between us. To keep 
them quiet, I would tell them stories by the 
hour, till my memory was exhausted, and I was 
compelled to use my powers of invention. 

But, oh 1 what a dreary, weary, monotonous 
life it was! One day so like auother that they 
seemed cast in one mould; one ceaseless, un¬ 
changing routine—one unvarying round of 
duties. To get up in the morning; to dress 
myself and the children; to teach for hours; 
give each a music lesson, (for my skill at the 
piano secured me better wages than a nursery 
governess can generally command;) to dine; to 
walk in the park at an hour when there was 
nothing to be seen in it; to come back to the 
house, and never to be separated from my two 
little charges; to know that all around me were 
life, lovo, pleasure, in which I had no part nor 
share, and which no one more than mysrlf 
would have enjoyed, though, by a mere acci¬ 
dent of fortune, an invisible, unsurmonntnble 
barrier, I was cut off from them. 1 thought it 
all over till 1 became more discontented than 
ever, and asked myself if I had not as much 
right to be happy, and as much capacity for 
enjoyment as any other woman in the world. 

And yet, with it all, I was too conscientious 
to neglect my duties. Nellie and Louiso grew 
fond of me; and after awhile, as I began to lovo 
them—for you cannot work and care for any¬ 
thing without becoming fond of it—I became a 
little more contented. But now 1 began to 
notice that Mrs. Morris was brighter and gayer 
than she ever had been before; and as pccplo 
who live in the same house, and under the same 
roof, littlo as they may be thrown into contact, 
see and hear a great deal about one another, I 
soon found, from a word here, a rumor there, 
that it was all owing—all this brightness and 
gayety—to tho visits of a certain Dr. Haynes, 
a distant cousin of the lady, to whom—so said 
the gossips of tho servants’ hall, which I could 
not prevent at times reaching my ears, through 
the talkative maid who waited on Mrs. Morris 
and her children—she would some day be mar¬ 
ried. 

Now, strange as it may seem, I had heard of 
this Dr. Haynes before. I have not mentioned 
it., but I had a cousin living in tho city, w lit 
whom I spent my few precious, leisure after¬ 
noons. Bhe kept a small school for girls, and 
my intention was to join her as soon as I should 
save five hundred dollars, and between us, to 
make the Misses Grants’ school an education;’l 
power in the city. A castle in the air, of 
course; yet it pleased cousin Rachel, woman 
of forty-five though she was, as much as myself. 
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We enjoyed talking it over. Through her I 
heard of Dr. Haynes, for she had become ac¬ 
quainted with him by meeting him occasionally 
at the bedsides of the poor—for poor though 
she was, she yet managed, by careful economy, 
to taste the blessedness of giving to those poorer 
than herself. She was never weary of speak¬ 
ing in his praise. Consequently, I had been 
somewhat anxious to see him; I was now even 
more curious on the subject. 

My curiosity, “after many days,’ 1 was to bo 
gratified. Late one evening, as I sat over the 
fire reading, for the children were asleep, and 
I was at liberty, Mrs. Morris came to the 
. nursery. Surprised at seeing her at this hour, 
for I knew she had company that evening, I 
sprang to my feet, wondering what she could 
possibly want with me. She did not waste 
many words on her explanation. 

“Miss Grant, you play, I know. My pianist 
has failed me, and having promised my friends 
a dance, I cannot disappoint them. You will 
oblige me by coming to the piano.” 

Courteously enough spoken, yet equivalent 
to a command. I had no choice but to obey; 
and a few moments later I stepped into the 
parlor, and unnoticed, unheeded, I seated my¬ 
self at the piano. 

A list of thq dances desired lay on the instru¬ 
ment, And 1 played on, and on, not daring at 
first to raise my eyes from the keys. At last I 
did look up, and, oh! how I longed to enter the 
bright scene before me—it was such a pretty 
picture! The women, in their rich dresses, 
moving gracefully over the soft velvet-carpet., 
looking, under the dazzling gas-light, as though 
toil, care, And trouble were things wholly un¬ 
known to them; as if pleasure and enjoyment 
were the only things to be desired and lived 
for—the men, handsome, gallant and refined; 
is it wonderful that seeing this, all my old dis¬ 
content returned, and that, as the rapid galop 
and voluptuous waltz-music flashed from my 
flying fingers, I should rebel in spirit at the 
thought, that I, a woman like other women, 
should be thus cut off from the life they lived, 
and for which I thought myself as well fitted 
as they? 

That they heeded me no more than they did 
the piano I played, I soon found. A gentleman 
was standing by the instrument—I heard his 
name mentioned by his partner, it was Dr. 
Haynes—and I took advantage of this to ex¬ 
amine him closely. I liked his face—not hand¬ 
some, but manly; but I had soon something 
el«e think abont. He was talking to his 
ht/ ' never thinking I could, if I chose, 


overhear every word. At last I did hear tba 
lady say, 

“Where did Mrs. Morrisfind her musician?” 

“I don’t know; but she plays very well.” 

“ Like all professionals—no credit to her; 
yes-” 

“ Hush!” Dr. Haynes said. “ She may hear 
you.” 

“What matter? She would consider it a 
compliment, and a good advertisement. But, 
doctor, rumor says many things, and predicts 
more, touching you and our fair hostess.” 

“ Rumor knows and repeats many things in¬ 
correctly. We are cousins, you know.” 

“ Cousins will marry. Witness Miss L-’s 

last novel. She writes well, don’t she?” 

“Her pen has done wonders,” Dr. Hayne9 
said. “One year ago sho was unknown and 
poor; now she has secured for herself a most 
enviable position, and makes, I am told, a com¬ 
fortable livelihood.” 

I heard no more. These few words had 
given me, as it were, a glimpse into the future— 
a hope for something better. One short year 

ago, and Miss L-, now so well known, had 

been as humble and insignificant as I, Kate 
Grant, was now. The way she had trod was 
as open to mo as it had been to her. Could I 
not follow where she had led, and win myself 
a name? I thought over this while I played. 
I do not know how the rest of the evening 
passed. My new idea absorbed me. I longed 
to carry it into execution. I could scarcely 
wait for my release to cotne. It came at last ; 
but it found me with hands and wrists aching 
so wearily that I could do nothing—only batho 
them in cold water to relieve them. Writing 
that night, for I had resolved at least to try it, 
was simply out of the question. It was only 
deferred, however, and, to make a long story 
short, after two or three weeks, during which 
I devoted every moment I could spare to my 
pen, I succeeded in producing a short story, 
which I scat to An eYtor, and then I waited. 

Easily told, less easily borne. It is far from 
pleasant. Only those who have tried it know 
how much patience simple waiting requires! 

But my waiting and patience bore fruit. A 
letter to “ Miss Grant”—the first letter I had 
received in my year’s life at Mrs. Morris’ 
house—came at last. It was opened trem¬ 
blingly—fearfully; but out of its enclosure 
fell—not what I feared to see, my manuscript 
returned—but a ten dollar bill! 

But it was worth far more than its face to 
me; it was a promise of better things—an 
earnest of the future. It was not spent—*t wa 8 
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far too precious for that. No; it was looked 
at, admired, even kissed! and then placed in 
the Savings Bank. How proud I felt of it! I 
had never before been able to deposit so much 
at once, and I called it a nest-egg for my fu¬ 
ture: for I had a right, surely, to a fortune, 
if—hateful word—if I could make one. 

Encouraged by this beginning, I went on 
with my work. The more I wrote the better I 
liked it, and it was all tho better for my writ¬ 
ings that I could only devote a limited time to 
my pen. Yet I was not always successful. 
Articles would come back marked “unavail¬ 
able, returned with thanks,” as, I suppose, 
happens at times to every one who writes. But 
I was not discouraged by this, for every now 
and then a story or sketch would be not only 
accepted but paid for. I took no cne into my 
confidence, except cousin Rachel; there was 
no one else I could have told; and, to avoid 
remarks, I had all my correspondence sent to 
her house. Sho was much interested in my 
literary efforts, and at last she advised mo to 
try my hand at a novel. I hesitated at first, 
but the more I thought of her suggestion, tho 
better I liked it, and finally I began my story. 
It, too, was finished; written, nust of it, lato 
:it night, during lonely watchings; for little 
Louiso was delicate, and a low, lingering fever 
hung about her; and, loving the child as I now 
did, I could not leave her to the care of the 
servants. In the very midst of her illness, my 
book was finished and accepted. 

I had not, at first, spoken to Mrs. Morris, 
thinking that perhaps the child’s illness was 
but trifling; but at last I begged her—sho was 
rather reluctant, too—to call in a physician, 
and Dr. Haynes was sent for. He came; 
looked at Louise, spoke encouragingly to her 
and her mother, and then called me aside, un¬ 
der pretence of preparing a prescription. 

“That child will ncod careful nursing,’* ho 
said. “ If you are willing to undertake it. Miss 
Grant, you will be her best nurse, as she seems 
fond of you, and Mrs. Morris cunuot stand it.” 

That was all. I doubt if Mrs. Morris ever 
realized how ill her child really was. I am 
sure sho did not wish to seo Louise. There 
was no acute suffering; only a low fever, at¬ 
tended with constaut restlessness and irrita¬ 
bility, trying alike to the nerves and patience 
of nurse and child. Dr. Hayne’s visits were 
frequent, as I thought, because Mrs. Morris, at 
tertain hours, hung devotedly over Louise's 
bed. She looked the loving mother, in her be¬ 
coming morning dress, to perfection; and had 
£ only been admitted to the nursery occasion¬ 


ally, instead of being there at all hours, 1 
should have greatly admired tho maternal soli¬ 
citude, which, as I sometimes suspected from 
certain saucy flashes in Dr. Hayne’s black 
eyes, did not wholly impose upon him. 

And so it happened that, N seated by Louise’s 
bed, my book was written and it3 proofs cor¬ 
rected. It was but a simple story; nothing 
sensational, dramatic, or romantic in it. Yet it 
pleased the public fancy, and was read, and— 
which is probably more agreeable to authors 
and publishers—it sold well. I heard the book 
discussod, one day, by Mr3. Morris and Dr. 
Haynes. They wondered greatly who tho un¬ 
known author could be. 

I enjoyed my growing reputation. I rather 
liked the little excitement about tbe mystery at- 
tendingit. What girl would not? But, meantime, 
my close confinement and constant attendance 
upon littlo Louise, was beginning to affect rny 
health. Cousin Rachel urged me to give up 
my situation, and make my homo with her. I 
was strongly tempted to consent. My health 
required it. Mrs. Morris, never more than 
barely polite to me, had of late treated me 
more coldly than ever, and in a way, which, a 
few months before, would have made me resign 
my situation, and shake tho very dust off my 
* feet in leaving the house. 

j But I could not conscientiously leave Louise 
while she was so helpless. Tho child clung to 
me, refusing to allow any one else, even her 
mother, to perform the simpl r it duty for her. 
So, though I saw plainly enough, that Mrs. 
Morris would willingly have parted with me; 
for the child’s sake, I swallowed my pride, and 
remained. But—let the truth be told—I was 
influenced in part by another motive. 

I had seen much of Dr. Hnynes—coming in 
and out, as he did, at all hours, during these 
loug months. The best test of a man’s charac¬ 
ter. is in his conduct to a child; nnd before I 
fully realized what I was about, I began to ad¬ 
mire Dr. Hnynes, for his gentle treatment of 
Louise, and to enjoy hearing him talk. And, 
so, by slew degrees, unconsciously to myself, 
admiration ripened into respect, respect into 
interest, and interest finally changed—must 
I tell it?—into love ! 

But I do not think that Dr. Haynes even sus 
pected this; though occasionally he spoke to m*. 
But women are very clear-sighted under suck 
ciroumstances. I saw that Mrs. Morris not only 
disliked this, but that she had discovered my 
secret, and this had caused her changed man¬ 
ner to me. What heart she had, was given t* 
Dr. Haynes. Rich, talented, young, sought 
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after, as he was, no other woman should wia 
him: she had seleoted him for herself: so, what 
right had I—I, Kate Grant, to look at him— 
even to think of him? What right had 1? The 
right of womanhood; the right to win love, if 
I could—happiness, if I might! But the golden 
glory I longed for was as far off from me, and 
as unattainable as is the sun from the dower 
which lovingly follows it. Like it, I might 
look at him—long for him—never win him. He 
might not stoop to me. 

But meeting as we did, every day, a 9ort of 
acquaintance grew up between us. Over and 
over I asked myself, if, had we met on equal 
terms, should I have won his friendship? One 
morning. Dr. Haynes came au hour earlier than 
usual. Mrs. Morris was out, and* he sat, 
talking to Louise, who was now slowly recover¬ 
ing, and to me. 

Presently, Mrs. Morris came in, and she saw 
the situation at a glance. She was a woman 
of marvelous tact. She sat down quietly, talked 
to her cousin, wholly ignoring me. Yet I knew 
at once that my fate was, as far as it lay in her 
hands, decided. But she waited—she was 
polite; she would not confess, even in action, 
(thoughts may be concealed,) that she, Mrs. 
Morris, need fear anything from the rivalry of 
Kate Grant. Things followed their usual course 
for a week, and then I was informed that my 
services were no longer needed. I was not 
surprised; had Mrs. Morris’ dearest friend 
stood in her way, she would have set her aside, 
unhesitatingly. I could expect no considera¬ 
tion for my feelings—no regard for my future 

Of course, I could make no appeal from this 
decision. Silent obedience aloue was left to 
me; yet knowing, seeing, conscious of all, I 
would have been willing to lay aside my pride, 
to bear and suffer anything, to remain where 
1 was, for the mere chance of sometimes seeing 
or exchanging a word withjLhe man whose love, 
to Mrs. Morris and to myself, was the one thing 
in the world we most desired. 

Cousin* Rachel received me with open arms, 
yet I never told her why I came. She thought— 
and I rather encouraged her in the thought— 
that it was in compliance with her wishes. I 
had one consolation—that, though I was thus 
dismissed, it was because Mrs. Morris feared 
me—fearad, lest some of Dr. Haynes’ thoughts 
might wander from her to me, and that was 
why I was sent away. 

So I waited. What else could I do ? My repu¬ 
tation increased. I kapt my secret., still. I had 
no wish to be known; it was enough for me that 
only cousin Rachel and I shared that knowledge. 


I hoped, yet I had small grounds for hope. 
Only this, that among the letters sent through 
my publishers, was one bearing Dr. Haynes’ 
signature—a letter thanking the anonymous 
author for the pleasure her book had afforded 
him; praising it in words I will not here re¬ 
peat, and concluding with the hope that some 
day, the friend my pen had won me, might 
know me personally. I gave the letter, much 
as it gratified me, no reply. I laid it aside 
among my few treasures. I kept it as a sacred 
relic, because his hand had written it; it was 
all I had of him; he had thought this of me, 
yet not of me! 

Only a piece of romantic folly, after nil! As 
Kate Grant, Dr. Haynes had probably never 
wasted a thought upon me. Y r et I built, and 
enjoyed my castles in the air; though what 
fruition would ever crown my hopes? I had 
worn my laurel-crown—ah, me! how faded 
and worthless it seemed, compared with the 
fragrant myrtle-wreath, only to be given by 
love! 

Yet I was not unhappy. My time was fully 
engaged; and I enjoyed, ns only those wh* 
have been deprived of it can enjoy, the horn 
cousin Rachel shared with me. And so, dn 
after day went by, till sir months had passed, 
in a sort of tranquil calm. 

Then the calm was broken. Returning fror 
market, one morning, cousin Rachel slipped o 
the icy pavement, and broke her leg. She w . 
brought home, and no physician would si 
have but Dr. Haynes! Send for him I mus 
She had seen him; she knew he was kind at 
gentle; and have him she would. So, om 
more, Dr. Haynes and I met at the bedside • 
one of his patients. 

He was surprised, I think, at meeting me 
but no question did he ask till the broken li 
was set, and his patient made comfortabl 
Then, he gave me such directions as he co: 
sidered necessary, he said, 

“I know you ere a good nurse, Mrs.-” 

“Miss Grant,” I said, “if you please: I ha 
not changed my name, if I have my residenc 

“ Strange!” he said, “I understood from M 
Morris that you bad left her on your marriage. 

“ Mr9. Morris was mistaken,” I said, quietly. 
“ How is Louise ?” 

“ Louise is well, once more. It's a pity you 
left her. She often speaks of you.” 

“I could not do without her, doctor,” cousin 
Rachel said. “ Hew could I get along now 
without Kitty?” 

And “Kitty’s” hands were full for the n 
sir weeks. Cousin Rachel was patienee - 
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goodness itself, but she was as helpless as a 
babj. But if my hands were full, my days 
busy, the latter were brightenod by Dr. Haynes’ 
visits; and I learned presently that he enjoyed 
those hours .as much as I did; for at last he 
asked me, Kate Grant, to be his wife. He 
would have spoken, he said, while I was still 
with Mrs. Morris; but, leaving her unexpect- 

edly, and being told I was married-” 

I did not say “yes.” I said my heart was 
no longer mine to give. It belonged to—would 
he like to know to whom? He called me heart¬ 
less, cruel, unkind.. At last I began to laugh, 
and opening my desk, I selected a letter, which 
I requested Dr. Haynes to read, as he who 
wrote it had long possessed my heart. 

It was his own letter to me, as an authoress. 
Explanations are such stupid things! I will 
only give the grand finale. 

Mrs. Grundy scolded Dr. Haynes for marry¬ 
ing a nobody, said “nobody” being Kate Grant. 


But everybody called on her, and even Mrs. 
Morris is polite. 

And Jack—Dr. Haynes’ name is John, but 
I call him Jack—and I are very happy. So is 
cousin Rachel, who has made her home with 
us, and who thinks us a model couple. 

“Convicted, by your own confession!” and 
Juck laid down my manuscript, triumphantly. 

44 Can’t see it,” I said. “I’ve surely proved my 
case.” 

“Yes, in my favor,” Jack laughed. “Here 
are ‘woman’s rights,’ in plenty.” 

“ Not one, I’m sure.” 

44 Humph! ” turning the leaves quickly. “ 4 To 
live,’ 4 to be happy,* 4 to enjoy,’ 4 to have a 
home—” 

44 Jack! Jack ! if those are 4 woman’s rights,' 
I do believe in them! ” 

“And clahn them, Kitty, as your own.” 

“Thauks to my husband, yes.” 


DISENCHANTED. 

BT MBS. ELLEN M. M1TOHELL. 


Oh! crnel fate, one year ago 
My life was crowned with rare oontont; 
Now all my bliss is turned to woe, 

My heart with mortal anguish rent. 

Hor soft, brown eyes are cold and strange, 
Her red lips we.ir a mecking smile; 

Oh! wlieuce has come this sudden change? 
Could that sweet voice deceive, beguile? 

We stood boneath the starry night; 

Shu softly pledged herself as mine; 

The moon, with silvory shafts of light. 
Illumed the face I thought divine. 

My pulses throbbing wild with joy, 

I clasped her closoly to my breast; 

Oh! must all pleasure know alloy ? 

Can mortals ne'er on earth bo blessed ? 


I felt a thrill of sadden pain; 

A dim foreboding stirred the air; 

A mist seamed clingiug to my brain— 
Was this prophetic of despair? 

I shuddered. Soft she raised her glance, 
The evil spell at once was o'er; 

She held.me in a dizzy trance— 

The future golden glamour wore. 

The glory of that hour is dead; 

The woman that I worshiped cold; 

To hoary age her youth is wed— 

An old man bought her with his gold. 

Well, bo it so; why should I moan ? 

Is false-love worth such fearful cost? 
Shall I regret enchantment flown? 

Was not her heart a thing well lost? \ 


PLEASANT SOUNDS. 


BY A. 
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The sound of the church-bolls pealing 
In the crowded city's way. 

Speaking peace to the weary spirit, 
And bidding it rest to pray; 

The chime from the hoary belfry 
O’er smiling villey and hill, 

When the reaper rests from his labors. 
Or the busy plough stands still; 

Tno rush of the riin in Summor 
On the parclie I and thirsty earth, 

Like the toar< that lighten the bosom 
Of the sorrow that gave them birth; 


The drowsy caw from the elm-trees, 

Th? song of the lark at morn, 

And the sound of the breezes rustling 
The billows of russet-corn; 

The echo from breezy uplands 
Of the tinkling sheep-bell's chime; 

Tho hum of the bee as it goeth 
To and fro o’er tho fragrant thyme; 

The song from a lip thou lovest; 

The sound of the simple lays 
Thou hast warbled and loved in childheod. 
And the voice of infant praise. 
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00IfTI50ED FROM PAG* 310. 

CHAPTER IX. ) “ Does Mrs. Laurence live here ?” inquired 

“Mother! mother! come here!* 1 ! the tall footman, striking his gloves together. 


Ruth lifted her sweet voice a little, and spoke 
with some excitement, for she was taken quite 
by surprise by the appearance of a magnificent 
carriago before the gate; a carriage that 
seemed half made of translucent glass. Two 
pretentious menials in livery sat between the 
glittering lamps on each side the coachman's 
seat, And a pair of chestnut horses arched their 
necks, tossed their heads, and made their gold- 
mounted harness rattle again with their proud, 
impatient movements, while one of those so¬ 
lemn personages let himself to the ground and 
opened the carriage-door. 

“This is the place, ma’am. It doesn’t seem 
possible, but this w the place. I only hope Bat¬ 
tles will be able to hold the hosses; but they 
don’t like it.” 

“Just stand aside, keep my dress from the 
wheels, and mind your own business, Jacob,” 
said Mrs. Carter, with an imperious wave of 
her hand, as she rolled herself through the 
door of the carriage, and lighted heavily on 
the pavement. “If I know myself intimately 
you were hired to open doors, and shut your 
own mouth. So this is the place, is it? And a 
lovely place it is! Quite a rustic cottage! 
There, now you may open the gate!” 

While she was delivering this reprimand to 
her servant, Mrs. Carter shook out her flounces, 
drew the lace shawl more jauntily over her 
shoulder, and swept through the gate with all 
the magnificence and glory of an empress 
about to honor some subject by her presence. 
Half-way up the path she remembered what 
was due to herself, and stepped back into a 
flower-bed, waving Jacob forward with her 
hand. 

The tall footman cast a look of unutterable 
disgust at his fellow-servant on the box, and, 
striding up the path, gave a pull at the humble 
little bell that filled the whole house with its 
tinkling. Mrs. Laurence came to the door, 
grim and gaunt, but neat in her dress, and com¬ 
posed in manner. 


ns if the bell-handle had left offensive dust on 
them. 

“ I am Mrs. Laurence.” 

“Ah, indeed ! This is the lady, marum.” 

Mrs. Carter came forward, smiling blandly, 
and holding out her straw-colored glove with 
an ail* of sublime condescension. 

Mrs. Laurence took the tightly-gloved hand 
stiffly enough, and let it fall from her clasp 
without a smile. She had suffered, this poor 
widow, and smiles did not come easily to her 
face; but if cold, she was well-bred, and stood 
aside that her strange guest might enter the 
little passage-way, and pass through the open 
parlor-door. 

“ How cozy—how exquisite!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Carter, glancing around at the snow-white 
muslin curtains and the neat furniture, which 
would have been poverty-stricken in other 
hands. “No wonder my dear brother was so 
charmed. ‘Such a contrast!’ he said, when 
he found me in my boudoir-bower; ‘chamber,’ 
he says, ‘they used to call it, in old times. 
Such a contrast,’ says he, ‘between you and 
them—between this and that! You wish every- 
thing grand and sumptuous; they uothing but 
taste—pure, aesthetic taste! Their little room 
is a parlor!’ Just as I find it!” 

Mrs. Carter seated herself as she spoke, and 
turned her full-blown, smiling face on Ruth, 
who answered her appeal with a look of gentle 
welcome; while her mother stood by, evidently 
waiting to learn why her humble home had 
been so grandly invaded. Mrs. Carter observed 
this, and waved her hand benignly. 

“Sit down! sit down, Mrs. Laurence; have 
no hesitation about it. I have been a poor 
woman myself; so, never mind the apron, but 
sit down. My call is for you as well as the 
young people!” 

Mrs. Laurence took a seat near the door, and 
muttered something about being “ a hard-work¬ 
ing woman,” which Mrs. Carter took up at once. 

“ ‘Hard-working!’ Don’t mention it, my dear 
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m&dttm ! Your little housework here is nothing 
to what I have thrown upon me. What with 
receptions, shopping, promiscuous calls, regu¬ 
lating servants, the torment of dress-makers, 
and entertaining Carter’s friends, I am just 
worn out. Sometimes I think the happiest 
time of a woman’s life is when she lives in two 
rooms, and carries her baby about on one arm, 
‘While she does her work with the other!” 

“Still,” said Ruth, with a quiet smile, “we 
seldom find ladies willing to give up prosperity 
and go back to that life.” 

“Well, n—no!” answered Mrs. Carter, 
glancing through the window at her two ser¬ 
vants perched high upon the carriage, and 
softly pluming herself under the thought of all 
they represented, “one can’t quite expect 
that. When a dog gets his day he likes to keep 
it, of course. Besides, it’s awful hard to come 
down.” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Laurence, in her dull, low 
tone, “ it is hard.” 

“ But this young lady is not all your family? 
My brother spoke of another.” 

“That is so,” said Ruth, with animation. 
“She is busy in the day-time.” 

“Yes, yes!—now I remember: of course, 
she could not be here now. An awful bright 
girl. I saw her once: pretty ns a pictur! took 
a fancy to the turn of her head. My! how she 
does carry off a shawl! That girl is what I 
call superb!” 

“She is good!” said Mrs. Laurence, with 
hard emphasis. 

“Yes, goad as gold, I haven’t no doubt,” 
chimed in Mrs. Carter. “That is why I have 
called. ‘That girl is a born la»ly,’ says I to 
Carter, when we were making out a list of in¬ 
vitations for my great party, ‘and I’m bound to 
have her come.’ So here is the invitation ! 
Brought it myself, because brother Ross said a 
call was necessary, and I want to do everything 
cornmc il fou 

Here Mrs. Carter took a squarely-folded en¬ 
velope from her pocket, on which was a flaming 
monogram in red and gold, which she held out 
to Mrs. Laurence, who took it gingerly, as if 
she feared the fiery letters would burn her. 

“If this young lady ever goes out, I have 
another for her,” said the visitor, beaming 
with satisfaction. 

“ I never do,” said Ruth, with a faint quiver 
of pain in her voice. 

“Spine?” questioned her visitor. 

Ruth bent her head a little from the pillow, 
and a look of sadness came into her eyes. 

“Don’t look down-hearted about it, my dear; 


you’ll soon get about again. I feel sure that 
I’ve got a receipt for spine complaint some- 
where, and I’ll send it to you.” 

Ruth smiled very mournfully, but thanked 
her. 

“It’s you, I suppose, that’s beginning to 
make picters. Ross told me about it, and L 
promised to have some done for my boudoir. 
Those I have cost A'or-so-inuch, but he don’t 
seem to like ’em. 1 Something small and deli¬ 
cate,’ he says; such as you can do beautifully 
if I’ll only give you time—which I’m bound to 
do.” 

The warm, pure blood flashed over that gen¬ 
tle face, and Ruth half rose from her pillow in 
overwhelming surprise. 

“You do not mean it! Did the gentleman in 
truth think anything ef the little things I sent 
to him. He asked me, or I would not have 
dared.” 

“‘Think anything!’ Of course he did: 
‘Gems,’ he said, ‘they would be, with a little 
touching-up,’ which he meant to show you 
about. Though how a bit of canvas can be 
turned into * gems,’—which are rubys, and dia¬ 
monds, and such like, I take it, beats me. 
But that was what he said; and where picters 
is concerned, Ross aint to be disputed, let me 
tell you. It was all I could do to keep him 
from turning half of my picters out of doors; 
though mercy knows the frames, alone cost 
Carter enough to break a common man : for we 
bought good-sized ones, generally, meaning to 
have enough for our money.” 

Ruth lay on her couch while the woman was 
speaking, lost in a soft glow of gratitude. The 
one dream of her life gave promise of realiza¬ 
tion. How diligently she had worked out the 
little knowledge of drawing and color, which 
had been a part of her education, when she 
was able to study, and before the great afflic¬ 
tion fell upon her. How much thought she bnd 
given, how earnestly she had toiled, in this one 
pursuit, because the passion and forlorn hope 
of her life. Oh, it was heavenly! God had 
given some power even to her! Those delicate 
fingers which she clasped over her bosom in a 
sudden rush of gratitude, had the subtle craft 
of creating beautiful objects, which, in their 
turn, melted into gold. Could this be? Was 
the woman yonder, with all that flutter of lace 
and fringe about her, a reality? 

The girl lifted herself slowly from h$r cash- 
ions, and looked around the room. Mrs. Lau¬ 
rence had left it. Something in the kitchen 
required her presence, and she was getting 
restive under the infliction of that gorgeous 
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woman's conversation; so she had glided out 
like a shadow, scarcely oaring whether she was 
missed or not. 

“She has gone—mother, I mean.” 

Mrs. Carter turned her head with a little, 
disdainful toss. 

“Yes, I see. Not very good manners; but 
to be expected.” 

“Mother is so much alone, she sometimes 
forgets.” 

“I should think as much. But that is nei¬ 
ther hero nor there. If old women choose to 
cut up rusty they are welcome for anything I 
care. But we were talking about the picters for 
my boudoir. How long will it take you to 
paint ’em ?” 

“Then you were really in earnest? You 
meant it?’’ cried Ruth, catching her breath, 
and clasping her hands in an ecstasy of delight. 

“Meant it? Of course I did. Ross has 
just ripped every one of my picters off of the 
wall, and says they aint worth the frames, 
which are lovely, Miss; and I'm sure the 
paintings were just as bright as red, and green, 
and yellow could make them. But, hoity-toity! 
my gentleman just pitched them into the coach¬ 
house; and I solemnly believe they are hung 
up in Battle’s room this minute. ‘Now,’ says 
he, ‘fill them empty frames with something 
worth looking at.’ 

“ ‘But where are they coming from ?’ says I, 
huffy as could be, for I didn’t like them empty 
frames lyin’ in a heap on the floor. Theii >.e 
brought down two or three of the things,— 
‘rough gems’ he called ’em,—that you had sent 
to him, and put them in the frames. I aint no 
judge perhaps, (so don’t be offended!) but, 
really, bow, they did not make half the show 
that the others di*.; but he said, there was 
‘downright genius in them,’ and I gave in 
tbout it. So, if you could come to ray house,— 
which, of course, you can’t,—them four picters 
are all you would see in my boudoir, instead 
of them he had turned out of doors. Now, my 
dear, bow much am I to pay you for them?” 

“ How—how mnch ? Oh. mndani, I—l-” 

Then Ruth put both hands to her face, and 
burst into a passion of warm, sweet tears, that 
•hook her slight frame from head to foot. 

“Well, now, I never did,” said Mrs. Carter, 
half starting from her seat. “He thought you 
would be delighted.” 

“And so I am—the happiest, happiest crea¬ 
ture that ever lived. Oh, madam, you seem to 
me like an angel.” 

Mrs. Carter lifted her head and plumed her- 
self like a bird. 


“I’m sure I don’t pretend to anything of 
that sort, being just a trifle stout, and not given 
to flying. But if you like to think so, and it 
makes you happy, I won’t disturb the idea, be¬ 
cause it reminds me of things Carter used to 
say years and years ago, when we first went 
to housekeeping in two rooms, with a closet in 
the cellar for wood and coal. Then—then-” 

All at once, even to her own astonishment, 
the woman broke down, her eyes filled with 
tears, and her bosom heaved with sobs. Im¬ 
patient with herself, she snatched a handker¬ 
chief from her pocket, and swept its rich lace 
across the redness of her eyes, and gave out a 
gurgling, hysterical laugh. 

“I wonder what’s come over me,” she said, 
at last, shaking out her moist handkerchief. 
“There is no telling about me. Carter says I 
always was a sensitive cretur. Well, Miss 
Laurence, we were speaking about them pic- 
turs. How much now? Ross thought that 
twenty-five dollars apiece would be little 
enough.” 

“Twenty-five dollars!” exclaimed Ruth, and 
her large eyes widened like those of an aston¬ 
ished child. “Oh, madam, you cannot mean it!” 

“What! you don’t think it enough? Well, 
say thirty; though I have seen picturs twice 
their size sell for less. Will thirty satisfy 
you?” 

“Oh, madam, I know you are too kind; but 
it seems as if you were mocking mo. The 
amount you mentioned first is so much that I 
can scarcely believe it.” 

The poor girl really could not believe in her 
good fortune; she trembled all over. Her great 
eyes were bent on Mrs. Carter, with pleading 
entreaty, that this cruel, cruel trifling might 
cease. 

Mrs. Carter could not understand all this, 
but had a vague idea that the price she offered 
was satisfactory. 

“Well,” she said, drawing a reticule-purse 
from her pocket by its gold chains, and taking 
from that a roll of money, “if you are content 
with twenty-five, I don’t mind throwing in a 
trifle, so we will make it thirty. There it is— 
six twenties; and I must say, it does me good 
to pay it over. Just roll it up, and buy your¬ 
self something nice with it.. There! there!” 

Mrs. Carter came close to Ruth, and bent over 
her with the money fluttering from her gloved 
fingers; but, instead of receiving it with smiles, 
as the good woman expected, the young crea¬ 
ture, half rose from her cushions, wound both 
arms around that short neck, and kissed the 
smiling face with a passionate outburst of grati- 
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* tude, which awoke all the warm, genial woman- curiosity, and just a little jealous that so mueb 
hcod of Mrs. Carter’s nature into active life. distinction had come to her friends, in which 
11 Why, why, dear child! what have I done, site had no part. Standing thero in the entry- 
that you should smother me with kisses, nud way, she hesitated, overpowered by a first 
hold on to me as if—asifyou were my own child? glance of the richly-dressed lady who seemed 
There, there! Don’t set mo off again. Docs a to fill up the little parlor with the splendor of 
little money make you so happy? Well, just her presence. 

at first, l remember, it does. But then one gets Mrs. Carter had hastily put on her company- 
used to it. By-and-by you won’t care. Come, manners, and sat in state, fanning hi'self with 
now, put up your money, and the next picturs her still moist handkerchief. All at once, Mrs. 
will bo worth more. Rosa is going to show; Smith started forward, her eyes glistening, and 
you how to touch ’em up; and he can do it, if; the shawl floating away from the grasp of her 
any one can, for he belongs to some great pictur hand. 

academy across the seas, aud is A, number one, ; “Mrs. Carter! Well, I never did- M 

at painting.” “ Mrs. Smith! Is this you?” 

In a soft, motherly fashion, Mrs. Carter laid For the moment, both women were natural, 
the young girl back upon her couch, and began Mrs. Carter forgot herself and her finery in the 
smoothing her beautiful hair with one plump honest delight of meeting an old friend. Mrs. 
hand, answering back with broad sympathy Smith, a littlodazzled nnd bewildered, came for- 
the smiles that came around those parted lips, ward with both arms held out, and would have 
and the look of ineffable happiness that filled embraced her former crony, but for a sudden 
those dove-like eyes, with something more consciousness of the silks, laces, nnd heavy gold 
beautiful than sunshine. bracelets with which the latter was metamor- 

“ It is true! it is real! and l am good for some- j phosed. This brought the arms slowly down to 
thing!” murmured Ruth, holding the money \ her side, and left her lips, from which the 
up that she might feast her eyes upon it. “Oh, : broad smile was vanishing, half apart, 
madam! God sent you here! I was weak and \ Mrs. Carter broke into a mellow laugh, and 
helpless; while others worked, I ceuld only j held out both hands. 

pray. See how the good Lord has answered “So you didn’t raorc’n half know me, Mrs. 
me! I know it is not my poor little pictures, but Smith? No wonder! Sometimes I don't know 
your goodness that has done this—my prayers < myself. But how do you do ? How are the 
and your goodness!” j children aud Smith? Is he stout and jolly 

“You are just a lovely little darling, any- j a s ever?” 
how; but here is some one coming. There, J Mrs. Smith remembered that, she bad been 
now, we are ready.” j cutting cheese just before she left the grocery, 

Mrs. Carter gathered up the floating notes, ; and wiped one hand on the corner of her 9hawl 
crushed them into a ball, and hid them under ; before she gave it into the clasp of those straw- 
the pillow; then she wiped Ruth’s eyes with : colored gloves, smiling gingerly, as if she were 
her cobweb handkerchief, passed it over her afraid of hurting them. But Mrs. Carter was 
own wet lashes, and called out, “Come iu!” as : herself that day; a breath of secret human sym- 
& vigorous knock came from the frout door. j pathy had swept the chaff from her really good 
The door opened, and Mrs. Smith stood in the heart, and, for the time, her magnificence was 
passage. From her place behind the counter j forgotten. 

she had seen the splendor of that carriage be- j “Well, now,” said Mrs. Sraitji, recovering 
fore Mrs. Laurence’s gate, and could stand the } herself under this hearty treatment. “It’s 
cr&viugs of her curiosity no longer. She had j good for weak eyes to see you again, Mrs. 
held herself as a sort of proprietor of the Lau- j Carter; I went round to the old house, nigh on 
runce family after that famous supper, and felt j to a year ago, and inquired about you, but 
that any visitor who stopped at that little gate they said you hail moved away, no one knew 
was a guest for herself. At first she rather j where; so I gave you up for a bad job.” 
hesitated to put in her claim; but when a half j “A bad job, ha! Well, I wonder what Car- 
hour, then an hour went by, and that glitter- j ter would say? He don’t think it a bad job, 
ing mass of black and gold still kept its place, j you bet! Just look out there, Smith, and tell 
the position became tantalizing. Leaving Boyce me what you think of that?” 
behind the counter, she tied on her best bonnet, Mrs. Smith leaned toward the window, and 
flung a shawl over her broad shoulders, and \ took in a view of the carriage, with the two 
made her way down the street, burning wiiji j men sitting impatiently in the coachman’s seat. 
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“Do you really mean that, Mrs. Carter?” 

“That, and an open-carriage, besides a cou- 
per for Carter, and two saddle-horses, in case 
Carter and I might want to take lessons, and 
ride in the Park together.” 

“But how, Mrs. Carter, how?” inquired 
Mrs. Smith, open-mouthed with wonder. 

“ You know Carter got into the feed-business; 
that led him to bosses and mules, and sich. 
Well, the army wanted bosses; Carter went in 
under contract. Then the bosses wanted feed, 
lie went in under contract again. Then he got 
into produce, which kept a running up and 
down, for ever-so-long; there he made and 
made, keeping his eye-teeth sharp, you know.” 

“Mercy on me! You take away my breath, 
Mrs. Carter!” 

“No wonder; it took mine away more than 
once. After this, he hooked in with a clothing- 
house, and that was the best of all. Every¬ 
thing substantial but the clothes. Well, these 
things rolled up, till this is just what it has 
come to.” 

Here Mr?. Carter spread her two hands, and 
rustled her garments with a jovial laugh, while 
her old friend stepped back and surveyed her 
from head to foot, with glowing admiration. 

“And you don't seem a bit different,” she 
broke forth at length. 

Mrs. Carter flushed v®d, and drew the lace- 
shawl about her with emphatic protest. 

“You think so, Mrs. Smith; but others are 
of a different opinion.” 

Mrs. Smith, for the first time, felt rebuffed, 
and answered, meekly, 

“ You were asking about Smith. He’s been 
a-doing very well—very well, iudeed ; in the 
grocery-line, though. You can see our store 
from the front-yard here.” 

Mrs. Carter leaned out of the window, and 
took a survey of her friend's pluco of business, 
which had a respectable show of prosperity. 

“ That looks like living,” she said; “and I’m 
right-down glad of it.” 

“ We live over the store, snug and comforta¬ 
ble,” answered Mrs. Smith, highly pleased. 

“Children all alive?” inquired Mrs. Carter, 
with hesitation. 

“Alive and hearty, thank goodness !” 

Mrs. Carter heaved a deep sigh. “Smith,” 
she said, “ I should like to take a look at your 
young ones I'm not used to seeing children, 
in these days, crowding the doors by dozens, 
as they did in our old neighborhood, where 
Smith and Carter were such friends, and you 

and I- Well, never mind about that. I 

haven’t forgotten it. Wait a minute, I’m going 


home with you. Good-by, little girl. Don’t 
she look like a lily, lying there?” 

“She’s got a lovely color,” answered Mrs. 
Smith. “I never saw the like of it on her 
cheek before. But where is Mrs. Laurence ? 
Always at work? Mrs. Laurence, I say! My 
friend, Mrs. Carter, is going.” 

Mrs. Laurence came into the room, stiff and 
cold as marble. The softening effects of her 
illness had wtrn off, and so had the little gleam 
of sunshine, brought to her door by the kind 
woman*who had called her from the kitchen, 
to which she had retreated the moment Mrs. 
Carter became interested in Ruth; thus she 
was entirely ignorant of the event which had 
so suddenly lifted the invalid into Paradise. 

“ I had something to do,” she said, by way 
of grim apology, as Mrs. Carter held out her 
hand. 

“Never mind that! I know what it is to do 
my own work—don’t I, Smith ?** 

“I should rather think so,” answered Mrs. 
Smith, bowing with intense satisfaction. 

“With regard to the young lady, of course, 
we shall expect her, I will send the carriage 
round, and Ross shall come with it. Be sure 
that she is ready. He has set his heart upon 
it, and so have I.” 

Mrs. Laurence muttered something about 
being hard-working people, and quite out of 
the way of such things; but Ruth interposed, 
and made confident by the money in her bosom, 
lifted her sweet, radiant face, and said, with 
a thrill of triumph in her voice, 

“Oh, yes, mother, dear! Eva will go. She 
will like it. Please do not refuse till we have 
talked it over.” 

“That’s right! I leave it all with you, my 
pretty darling; so, good-day; I mean to call 
again, very soon. Come, Mrs. Smith, we’ll 
drive round the block, and see how you like it.” 

Mrs. Smith settled her shawl with great 
anxiety, and going up to the little mirror, 
smoothed out the bows of her bonnet-strings, 
which, certainly appeared all the better for it. 
Then the two old friends went out together, 
and the tall footman came down from his seat 
with a thunder-cloud on his august brow, and 
opened the carriage-door with a protest in 
every gesture, at which his mistress chuckled 
inwardly, and gave Miss Smith the sent of 
honor. She, good soul, drew a deep, deep 
breath, as her calico-dress came into contact 
with the bright silken cushions, and sat bolt 
upright, as if afraid that their yielding springs 
would swallow her up, and leave Jerusha Maria 
an orphan. 
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“Dear me, bow it gives !” she said, casting 
a half-frightened look at her old friend, who 
laughed with glee, and leaned back in her own 
luxurious corner, whila the carriage moved on. 

The ride was brief but glorious. Seldom did 
a turn-out of that description come within 
blocks and blocks of the corner-grocery; and 
Mrs. Smith had the satisfaction of knowing 
that every window, which bore upon that 
point, was occupied when she came through 
the carriage-door and swept into her husband’s 
place of business, side by side with that gor¬ 
geously-dressed lady. 

Boyce, who was behind the counter, posed 
himself at once for an unlimited order; but 
Mrs. Smith passed him by with a wave of the 
hand, and led the way up stairs to her own 
apartment, where Kate Gorman was busy fry¬ 
ing ham for dinner, and James Laurence was 
carrying in Jerusha Maria in his arms, trying 
to hush her into silence, if not sleep. 

“Our last,” said Mrs. Smith, taking the child 
into her motherly ar.nt, and jerking down its 
long frock with one hand, as she presented the 
young 1 tdy, who began staring at the stranger 
with all her might, and, finally, broke into a 
smile, as a watch, set thick with diamonds, 
went swinging to and fro before her face. 

“Give me a kiss now, and you shall hear it 
tick,” said Mrs. Carter, gathering the child to 
her own bosom, and throwing the watch-chain 
over its neck, where it fell in glittering links 
adown the low frook. “Give me another; there 
now, take it in your tointy, tointy little hands. 
Smith, this is splendid ! Such a weight! Oh, 
you little rogue, biting at the diamonds, ha? 
If you were only mine, I’d feed you with ’em!” 

Here Mrs. Carter dropped into a Boston 
rocking-chair, and laying the child’s face close 
to her arm, began to sing, and chirp, and kiss 
her into sleepiness, after which she still cradled 
her lovingly in both arms, dropping in a word 
of gossip, nowand then, with the mother, while 
her chair kept in motion. 

“That brother of yours—whatever became 
of him, Mrs. Carter? I remember how anxious 
you and Carter were. How did he turn out?” 
inquired the mother, when Jerusha Maria had 
drepped off. 

“That brother? Our Ross? Why, Smith, he’s 
back again, the most perfect gentleman that 
you ever set eyes on, You know I told you 
often how he was given to books, studying 
night and day; how he painted picters, and 
went into the country, every year, making 
sketches, as he called it. Never was worth a 
cent for business; but so handsome, and so 


wonderfully good! Well, he went off all of a 
sudden, and, somehow or another, got beyond 
seas, where they think more of picters than we 
dfi, and made a wonderfully great man of him ; 
but not under the old name. He took out a 
nora-de something, as such people do, nowand 
then, and left off the last end of his name. So, 
instead of Herman Ross Baker, we call him 
Herman Ross, which cut9 him loose from the 
old poverty-stricken life, that makes him shud¬ 
der when you mention it.” 

“Proud, I suppose?” 

“No; that isn’t it. He’s the last man on 
earth to care about being poor. We are none 
of us mean enough for that, high as we hold 
our heads among rich people. But there is 
something that I don’t quite understand about 
Ross.” 

“A love-secret, I should not wonder!” said 
Mrs. Smith. 

Before Mrs. Carter could answer that, Gor¬ 
man put her head into the room. 

“Dinner's ready, and Mr. Smith not home 
yet.” 

Mrs. Smith arose, blushing and embarrassed. 

“ Only ham and eggs,” she said ; “ but would 
you. just for the sake of old times-” 

“Would I?” cried Mrs. Carter, huddling the 
baby into its cradle, and taking off her gloves. 
“Won’t I?” 

CHAPTER X. 

Ruth Laurence kept the secret. An idea 
had entered her head which she was resolved 
to carry out, unaided and alone. At first she 
longed to tell her good fortune to her mother; 

; but Mrs. Laurence was never sympathetic or 
impulsive enough to win that loving confidence 
which Ruth longed to give. She had thought 
her own thoughts, and suppressed her natural 
impulses, so long, that this precious secret be¬ 
came as gold to a miser, after she had dwelt 
upon it, unspoken for a few hours. One thing 
was certain : Eva should go to this great party 
dressed like the lady she was. Enough of the 
money under her pillows should go for that. 
Her own frail fingers had earned this great 
happiness for her sister. Tears came info her 
eyes as she thought of it; tender, sweet tears, 
such as the good and unselfish alone can shod. 
Sue murmured to herself; “Yes, it shall be 
snow-white, and fleecy as foam. I have the 
idea in my mind, with & contrast something 
brilliant and rich. Still, she does not need 
that to make her the most beautiful of them 
all. Dear Eva! what a surprise it will be ! 
Here she comes, looking so tired !” 
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Eva came into the little parlor weary and 
sad; for the duties of her position were fre¬ 
quently galling to the pride of a high-spriited 
girl; and every hour some painful contrast 
was forced upon her which disturbed her sense 
of justice. While the family had been in abso¬ 
lute want, this feeling was held in abeyance by 
all those active sympathies that trample down 
minor causes of grief under great afflictions, 
but now the proud nature of the girl asserted 
itself, and strongly cynical and bitter feelings 
were rooting themselves in her heart. 

Eva took off her bonnet, and, kneeling down 
by her sister’s couch, kissed her tenderly. 

“Why, Ruthy, how warm your cheek is! 
How your arms cling to me! What is the mat¬ 
ter? It seems like joy—but how can that come 
here ?” 

“A pleasant thing has happened, Eva, dear. 
You are invited to a splendid party in the 
Fifth Avenue. Look here!” 

Eva caught her breath. An invitation to 
her! She took the square fold of paper, and, 
dazzled by the monogram, began to examine it 
with that nervous curiosity which makes so 
many people hesitate to learn the truth at once. 

“ It is from Mrs. Carter, the sister of that 
gentleman who looked over my drawings. 
Such a cheerful, kind woman! She brought it 
herself, that there might be no mistake, and 
will send her own carriage for you. Isn’t it 
delightful?” 

“ Oh, how I wish it was possible!” exclaimed 
Eva, dropping the invitation from her hand 
with a pang of absolute despair. “ That is what 
so many people were talking about: all the 
customers were full of it. I think Mr. Harold 
has an invitation. But it is of no use; I wish 
stie had not brought it.” 

“ Ob, Eva!” 

“ It is just cruel,” answered the girl, throw¬ 
ing herself into a chair, and clasping both 
hands over her eyes to hide her tears. 

“ But you are going, Eva. I promised it.” 

“ You promised! poor darling!” 

“ I did, indeed. So just wipe your eyes, and 
let me tell you something. Look here! Hush, 
now I do not cry out!” 

Here Ruth took a twenty-dollar note from 
under her pillow, and held it up before Eva’s 
eyes. 

“ Ruth, Ruth, where (Aid you get that ?” cried 
the girl, in utter amazement. 

“Oh, / have been doing bits of work for it 
on the sly. Eva! Eva! I won’t keep anything 
from you. Look here! and here! I have 
earned it all with my pictures, that you thought 


so pretty. This is for you. Stoop down, and let 
me whisper what I mean to do with the rest.” 

Eva stooped down, and lifted her head again, 
all in a glow of delight. 

“Oh, Ruthy! it seems like fairy-work! 
You fairly take away my breath!” 

“They will take more; and that gentleman 
will teach me how to give them greater perfec¬ 
tion. You see it is no dream, sister!” 

“And it was your genius that got me this 
invitation, Ruth,” said Eva, with grateful en¬ 
thusiasm. “I could not understand it before. 
It seems almost possible that 1 may go!” 

“ Almost! It is quite possible! I have been 
lying here, with my eyes on the ceiling, think¬ 
ing over the dress. It must be lovely, you 
know, but not cost more than this one bill. 
White turletan, I should say, with a long train, 
a flounce or two, and rows on rows of broad, 
puffy, ruches. Crimson tea-roses in your hair, 
and a little cluster on your bosom. No! it 
shall be one, fragrant and perfect, on the left 
shoulder. No other ornaments.” 

“Of course not, you foolish darling! How 
am I to get them ?” * 

“ Not a thing!—just the white and red. To 
think of it is like painting a picture. I can 
see you now, with your black hair falling in 
broad, heavy braids nearly to the shoulders; 
two or three long ringlets sweeping almost to 
the waist; just a little coronal of red roses 
over the forehead; and the dress sweeping 
away, fold after fold, like dancing white pop¬ 
pies over drifting snow. I tell you, Eva, it 
will be superb.” 

“ But how is all this to be done, Ruth ?” 

“I shall be bolstered up,.and sew on it in 
the daytime. You will help me at night. I tell 
you, dear, it will be charming.” 

“And you, poor dear, will bo left at home, 
and see nothing.” 

“ What, I! Indeed, you know nothing about 
it. I shall just lie here, with my hands folded, 
so, and my eyes shut, thinking over everything 
as it happens. The way people will look at 
you, and whisper, ‘Who is that? Isn’t she——* 
But I won’t tell you all that I shall see. Bo 
sure you will not enjoy it more than I shall. 
Then there is James!—won’t it delight him?” 

“But mother! what if she forbids it ?” said 
Eva, with sudden dismay. “She might, you 
know.” 

“We must get Mrs. Smith on our side,” 
said Ruth, faltering a little. “Mrs. Smith, 
and our James. She cannot stand out against 
them. But hush ! she is at the door.” 

(TO BB CONTINUED.) 


Digitized by 


Google 




EVERY-DAY DRESS 

i 

BY EMIL 

We give, this month, such dresses as will be 
suitable for this particular season, with sug¬ 
gestions, that, by a little variety of material, 
the dresses and walking-costumes may be ap¬ 
plied to the different latitudes of this great and 
varied country. 



The first. is a home-dress for a young lady 
It is made of white alpaca, serge, or mohair, 
either ofthese materials can be bought for from 
fifty to seventy-five cents per yard; and if made 
in white, the dress will be beautiful either for 
dinner or small evening-party, and not too 
dressy to be worn at home, after the first fresh¬ 
ness is worn off. Make the under-skirt, or 
petticoat, just to touch the floor. This is cut 
after the usual way, and trimmed with a deep 
plaiting of the material all the way around. 
This plniting must be three times as full as the 
width of the skirt, and cut straight: fold down 
the plaits, making them about one inch deep, 
and not quite to touch each other, then press 
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with an iron; place the plaiting upon the skirt, 
tacking it at every plait ut the bottom. Above 
the plaiting is a band of black velvet ribbon, 
one inch and a half wide, or a band of silk, or 
ribbon of any one color. The over-skirt has 
the front width cut quite short, square across, 
as may be seen; then come the side-gures. 
which just fall as long on the sides as the 
petticoat; then two full breadths, only nine 
inches longer in the back; this is trimmed with 
a box-plaiting, five inches wide, of the material, 
headed, the same as the under-skirt; plain, 
ronnd waist, trimmed to simulate a square yoke; 
coat-sleeves, belt, and no sash-ends; a small 
bow on the left side. Sixteen yards of double- 
material will be required. This design, carried 
out in white muslin for warm weather, or if 
designed entirely for & home-dress, let it be 
some of the pretty grny mohairs or poplinettes. 
If made of gray, trim with brown, green, or 
black, and it can be easily converted into a 
walking-costume by looping the over-skirt in 
the back, so answering a double purpose, and 
one very desirable where economy is required. 

We give also, but in the first of I tie number, 
a walking-dress of pearl-colored molmir. It 
has a pretty little jaunty sneque, it will be seen, 
that is especially desirable at this season. The 
lower-skirt of the dress has one plaited flounce 
six inches deep, cut on the straight: line this 
with crinoline, before plaiting. Three times 
the fullness of the skirt will be required. Four 
bands of black alpaca, cut bias and put on with 
the sewing-maeliinc, completes the lower-skirt. 
The upper one is cut with an apron front, 
caught up at the sides, and longer in the back. 
Trim with a narrow plaiting, say three inches 
and a half or four inches, put on the edge. 
Five rows of the material, crossed with the 
black, up the front of tlih apron; one row of 
the black trimming to head the plniting. The 
waist is perfectly plain and round, with cont- 
sleeves. The sneque is simply a loose one, and 
quite short ; its beauty consists in the manner 
of putting on the trimming. Cut surplice at 
the throat, continue the plaiting ene inch and 
a half down both sides of the bias band in front, 
and the trimming, which goes over the shoul¬ 
ders, is continued down the back. Open sleeves. 
Any black trimming may be substituted for the 
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Alpaca, say silk, velvet, ribbon; but for cheap¬ 
ness, the alpaca is the thing, and the effect 
good. From sixteen to eighteen yards of the 
pearl-colored mohair, and three yards of black 
alpaca, or three and a half yards of silk, will 
be required. Plenty of those light summer 
mohairs add in the stores for fifty cents, and so 
upaccording to quality. 

The next is a very pretty walking-dress fer 
either a young or a married lady. Something 
quite novel and charming for its simplicity. 


Only one skirt, which is made entirely open 
down the left seam of the front breadth, trim¬ 
med down this seam and all round with a band 
of silk, one inch and a half wide. This upper 
part of the skirt comes within ten inches of 
the bottom of the dress, where a slightly- 
gathered flounce is put on underneath the 
trimming of silk. Buttons and button-holes 
fasten the skirt, as seen in the engraving. 
A plain, round waist, with coat-sleeves, is worn 
under the half-tight fitting sacque, which has 
a turn over collar, slightly open in front, trim¬ 
med like the skirt, to which is added a bullion 
silk fringe, three inches deep. This, made of 
any light-colored summer poplin, trimmed with 
black, or a darker shade of the material, will 
be pretty and inexpensive. Also a good design 


for white pique, trimmed with black velvet, 
white cotton bullion, or twisted fringe, can be 
used on piques, twelve yards of double-fold 
poplin, or ten yards of pique. Any of the 
pretty striped Percales, at twenty-five cents 
per yard, would be charming, made after this 
model, putting on the bias band of plain, solid- 
colored Percale to match the prevailing color 
of the other part of the dress; and it would be 
pretty to substitute bows of the solid color to 
fasten down the side of the skirt, and the front 
of the sacque, in plaoe of the buttons. The 
bows to be taken off when washed, and easily 
made up again and replaced. Silk bullion 
fringe costs, for three inches deep, ninety cents 
per yard for black, one dollar for colored; but 
a slightly-gathered ruffle, to match the bottom 
of the skirt, would look equally well, and cost 
less. 

Next we have & traveling-dress of gray linen. 
The lower-skirt is trimmed with two rows of 
black worsted bullion fringe, two inches deep, 
headed by one row of black alpaca brAid. 
Waist and skirt cut together as a pelisse, over 


which the little cape may be worn at pleasure. 
This pelisse is buttoned down tho front with 
jet buttons, trimmed with one row of fringe, 
headexh by four rows of the braid. A sash of 
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the linen, fringed at the ends, confines the 
pelisse at the WAist. Either coAt or flowing 
sleeves—we prefer the coat-sleeve for a travel¬ 
ing dress. These linen dresses will be very 
much worn for the street, in the early morn¬ 
ing, during the hot weather. Ten yards of 
linen, at thirty-one or thirty-five cents, thir¬ 
teen and a half yards of fringe, one long piece 
of alpaca braid. White braid fringe will look 
very well if only intended for a walking-dress; 
but for traveling the black is preferable. In 
either case the fringe should be removed at 
washing. 

This cut affords some little variety in the cut 
ef a basque for a house-dress. The back part 
is cut full and plaited in on box-plait, and the 


bows at the waist. The neck is cut surplice, 
under which a muslin chemisette is worn. 
Straw hat, with black lace and field flowers. 
Seven yards of pique will be required, and 
four yards of Victoria lawn. Beautiful, French 
corded pique can be bought at fifty cents; at 
sixty-five cents very fine. The lawn, at forty 
cents, is quite fine enough. Select a thin one, 
as it thickens some in washing. 

We give, in the front of the number, a home, 
or evening toilet, for a young lady, made of 
white, dotted muslin. A gathered flounce, 
headed with two rows of black velvet ribbon, 
trims the bottom of the skirt, which is a trifle 
longer and fuller than the ordinary walking- 
dress. Waist with long, pointed basque, open 
behind, and trimmed with a flounce and two 
rows of velvet. Coat-sleeve with a deep frill 
falling on the wrist. Rosette of the velvet nt 
the waist, both before and at the back Nothing 
could be prettier than this for a young lady s 
evening toilet, and as it is so simple, any one 
can make it at home. It will require about 
fifteen yards of dotted muslin, or plain white 
Swiss, and two pieces of velvet ribbon, three- 
quarters of an inch in width. 

We give next a Scotch suit for a little boy 
four years old. It is made of Gray-Scot oh 


side-bodies and fronts are simply plain, and 
somewhat shorter. Fringes are very much used 
for trimming, but nothing worth wearing can 
be bought under fifty cents, and they go on up 
to two dollars per yard. Sashes are now use¬ 
less, since the basque and postillion waist have 
become so popular. 

We give in the front of the number, a pique 
walking-dress for a young lady, something 
quite novel. It is made with one skirt only, the 
first design we bave had dispensing with the 
over-skirt. This skirt is cut to touch, and three 
yards and a quarter wide at the bottem, and 
trimmed with three ruffles of Victoria lawn, 
hemmed, and put on U plaits; or they may be 
gathered, and ironed down in flat plaits, headed 
by four rows of either Marseilles braid, in 
white, or black alpaca braid. Waist made with 
a basque, trimmed to match, below which, sash- 
ends, cut pointed, appear; two narrow, looped 


casimere. The pants are plain, and cut straight 
at the bottom, with two rows of worsted braid 
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around the bottom above the hem, and con¬ 
tinued up the outside. The pants are buttoned 
on to an under-body of muslin. A long sacqile, 
cut all in one, belted in at the waist, and trim¬ 
med with three rows of wide braid, with narrow 
braid in between. A scarf of the material worn 
over shoulder, and tieing at the left side. One 
yard and a quarter double-width material will 
cut the suit. 

We give, next, a Knickerbock-suit for a little 
boy of four to six years. In this design, ob¬ 
serve an entirely new style of trimming for the 



jacket of the suit. Light-gray casimere should 
be used, or pique or duck for summer wear. 
The white suits look remarkably well, made in 
this style, and trimmed with black worsted 
braid, though some give the preference to all 
white. 

In the front of the number, we also give an 
evening frock for a little girl, from five to six 
years old. This dress may be made of pink¬ 
washing alpaca, or any other seasonable ma¬ 
terial. The skirt is bordered with a flounce, 
Vol. LIX.—25 


headed with a band of black velvet, and above 
the band with another row of velvet and an 
upright plaiting of alpaca. Body and sash to 
correspond. We give back and front views of 
this dress. 

We also give, in the front of the number, two 
engravings of housewife’s aprons, simple, cheap 
and useful articles. The material may be 
chintz or gingham. They require no descrip¬ 
tion. 



We give, here, a pretty and new design for 
a linen-collar, which can be made, from the 
engraving, by anybody. Also a very elegant 
style of collar. 



Next we give, also in the front of the number, 
two patterns for white French muslin bodices. 
The first has narrow bias bands of fine linen, 
stitched down with the sewing-machine, and 
edged with a narrow Cluny lace. The other 
is cut to simulate an under chemisette The 
lappets of the over-waist are ornamented with 
embroidery, and edged with Valenciennes lace. 
Coat-sleeve slightly gathered at the hand, with 
a cuff to turn back, and a frill to fall over the 
hand, trimmed to match. 
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MEDALLION IN APPLIQUE AND EMBROIDER? 


BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 

In the front of the number, we g:7e an en- ground-work is white, and the edgd-applique is 
graving of a medallion in applique and embroid- scarlet. The small bar-work is in white, with 
ery, for ornamenting baskets, port-folios, etc., green jtitches across; the arabesques are violet, 
etc. The middle is of white cloth or velvet; the outer-points green and gold; to the outside, 
the center small circle is scarlet, veined with light yellow; to the inside, gold and black 
black, and the leaves are green. The inner cres- silk stitches; black-edged yellow aod small 
cents are scarlet, the outer black velvet The green raised dots 





Here is the most useful crinoline that has * pricked horizontal lines; these indicate tike 
come under our notice, as by simply chang- l position of the steels; the smaller of the two 
ing the flounce, it can be made available for \ triangular pieces is joined to the top by the 
either an ordinary costume or an evening ! one notch, the larger by two notches. Elastic 
toilet.. 'We give, also, on the next page, a * straps are to be sewn to each of these pieces, 
diagram. The portion represented comprises and they fasten to the corresponding straps on 
the upper pftrt, and there are five pieces which ; the other side with sliding buckles. The belt 
represent one half of it. These pieces are front, < is made with drawing-strings at the back, plain 
back, two pieces for fastening the elastic straps : in front, and fastening with a button. To the 
to, and the band. They may be distinguished ; pattern here given a flounce is to be added. 


thus: The front has one notch, and is plain, » This flounce should measure four yards fouiv 
the baok (whioh is to be joined to it) has seven I teen inches in width, and eighteen inches in 
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depth, terminating with a hem of fiye inches. 
It is gathered into a band the width of the 
akirt, and has button-holes about a finger apart, 


out the upper part coming to pieces. The 
material of the model petticoat is white bri- 
vante, but scarlet camlet for the upper part. 



the buttons being sewn on the line which marks 
the second steel. The flounce can therefore 
be taken off and washed when requisite, with- 


and a white starched flounce for the lower 
also would answer. Both an inside and out" 
side view is given. 
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INFANT'S BOOT. 


BT KBS. JANE WEAVER. 



We give, here, an illustration for an Infant’s 
Boot, and in the front of the number a pattern, 
full size, by which to cut it out. The pattern 
represents the heel, sole and front. Any little 
pieces of silk or velvet will form the founda¬ 


tion of this boot. It should be neatly lined. 
The rosette and trimming round the upper part 
of the boot are worked in button-hole and satin 
stitch embroidery. The boot is tied in *ront 
with a lace or narrow ribbon under the rosette 


N E E D L E-B 0 0 K. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 




The Needle-Book, in onr design, is shown 
both open and closed. It may be made of l 

8 i 1 k , velvet, \ 
or cashmere, \ 
and is bound \ 
with a little jj 
fancy ribbon, > 
half an inch $ 
wide. The jj 
outer part of*; 
needle-b ook 
is six inches * 


and a half long, and two inches and a quarter 
wide. A lining of light silk of the same size 
is needdd. 

At one end of the book a little pooket is placed, 
to put in whole packets of needles ; and little 
flaps of fine flannel, worked with button-hole 
siitch at the edges, and fastened to the silk by 
herring-bone stitehes, are put in for needles. 

The design at the head of this article repre¬ 
sents the needle-book open, and shows the 
flaps of flannel for the needles. The other 
design is the needle-book closed. 
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Some thin cardboard must be chosen and cut 
to the required size, in four pieces of separate 
lengths, cut according to the pattern below, 
and covered with silk or velvet, according to 
taste. These pieces are sewn together at the 


edges, and the edges are bound with braid, and 
little embroidered designs ornament the cor¬ 
ners. The two long pieces serve for the pin¬ 
cushion. Initials may be embroidered on the 
flap, according to the pattern above. 


m 

m 


■gra 

! ;r^H 



“We give, here, a very pretty design for em- j well, however, for braid-work o ticking or 
broidery on flannel. It will serve equally \ on drilling. 
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BOOK-MARK" FOR CHURCH-BIBLE, Etc., Etc. 


BT MRS. JANB W1AVBK, 


In the front of the number, we give a design 
for a book-mark, to be used in -church, in a 
large Bible, hymn-book, prayer-book, etc., etc. 

Work the design on velvet or satin, in fine 
gold, silver, or opaque glass beads. Or, work 
on fine canvas, and fill up the ground with 


yellow floss, or any other color to correspond 
with the church-furniture. It is much the 
easiest way to work on the canvas than upon 
the velvet or satin, as the latter requires an 
experienced hand. The design may be used 
for a great variety of purposes. 


CUSHION IN BERLIN MOSAIC. 

BT MRS. JANE WEAVBB. 



The materials are Berlin wool in black and 
several colors, always two shades of one color; 
medium-sized canvas. No. II. gives the finished 
cushion, and No. I. represents a nearly finished 
square in full size, from which the size of the 
canvas and the slanting and straight lines may 
be easily v jrked. Sixteen of these squares, 
arranged in four rows, close together, are suffi- 
888 


cient for the cushion, which is fifteen inches 
square, as clearly shown in placing the close, 
loose stitches over, which only cover the upper 
side of the canvas, and at the back appear like 
separate back stitches. The needles with the 
working thread, is always carried under a 
canvas-thread, alternately on one side and then 
on the other side edge, so, as shown in No. L, 
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always to leave a canvas-thread untouched be- \ and dark alternately, or an entirely colored 
tween each stitch. There must be shade of arrangement separated by black squares. The 
four or eight colors, in order to have light j whole makes a beautiful cushion. 


POCKET FOR TATTING. 


BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


Ih the front of the number, we give an en¬ 
graving of a pocket for tatting. For the ground¬ 
work, white cashmere, silk, or velvet may be 
used; and the little leaf-pattern may be worked 
with floselle or embroidery silk. Some lining 


will also be needed. The pocket is five and a 
half inches wide, and eight and a half inches 
long. It is joined together at the sides, and 
left open at the top to put the tatting in. The 
arrangement of strings is shown in design. 


ALPHABET fOR MARKING. 
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EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. 

Economical Cookery, French Bouillon, etc., etc.— The 
siege of Paris could aot have been protracted half as long 
as it was, if it hod not boon for the economy which the 
French practise in cookery. For not only aro the French 
the best cooks in the world, thoy are also the most eco. 
nomical. A French family will almost livo on what an 
American family wastes. One of the things most famous in 
the French kitchen, is the pot au feu. But, perhaps, the 
render asks what is this? The pot aufeu t we regret to say, is 
almost unknown in this country. 

The Scotch, owing probably to their ancient close connec¬ 
tion with France, learned something of the culinary art and 
the use of pot au feu. In almost every Scotch farm-house 
and kitchen is to be seen the big earthen pot, in which bits 
of mutton, pork, beef, every vegetable almost that can be 
named, together with a liberal allowance of barley, are 
thrown. This furnishes the nourishing broth for which 
tho Scotch are famous. In France, this broth develops into 
bouillon , one of the most nourishing diBhes in the world, as 
well as one of the pleasantest to the palate. Bouillon is mado 
as follows. Any quantity of beef, from one to flvo pounds» 
must be put into an earthen jar or pan, having a close- 
fitting lid, with a little salt, and water in tho proportion of 
a quart for each pound. Boil it so as to skim the greaso off, 
and then add carrots, a parsnip, leeks in abundance, turnips^ 
celery, four ground cloves, and let it simmer on tho top of the 
oven for from seven to ten hours. Only simmer—for a bouillon 
boiled is a bouillon spoiled. The meat and vegetables may 
lie served on ono dish, and the soup in another, with bread. 
The beef, when cold next day, can be eaten with shalot or 
tarragon vinegar. 

As an illustration of what is done in France, with the 
simplest materials, we give the following story. “ I was 
stopping at a humble little inn," says a traveler, “ in the 
South of France, and saw a French gentleman empty his 
game-bag, the contents of which hardly attained in value to 
the achievements my earliest of school-days. There was 
certainly ono quail, two or three jays, and what looked like 
a tame pigeon that had been starved; the rest were tomtits, 
wrens, and, I fear, one or two robin-redbreasts. Never¬ 
theless our hostess joyfully announced her intention of mak¬ 
ing a talml therewith, and I watched the operation with real 
interest. The birds were first cleaned os carefully as fowls; 
they'were then rolled in thin pieces of fat bacon, and roasted 
for about twelve minutes. Afterward the wings and breasts 
wore cut off and put aside. The rest was cleared off the 
bones and minced very fine with some shalots, garlic, cloves, 
salt To this was added about half a bottle of whito tin du 
X>ayi—vieux Barsac , I think—and a few truffles and small 
mushrooms. This was all simmered together for a quarter 
of an hour, the wings and the breasts in reserve wore thrown 
in, and it was served up on dry toast. I was invited to par¬ 
take of it, and can conscientiously affirm that I have never 
before or since tasted anything more delicious." 

The French are also famous for a fish coup called “ the 
bouillabaisse," which Thackery has celebrated. It is com¬ 
posed of onions, tomatoes, oil, saffron, bread, flavored with 
herbs and garlic, and to be perfect, should contain specimens 
of thirty different kinds of fish. But it can be made of any 
kind of fish whatever, salt-water, or fresh-water, such as our 
toasts, lakes and rivers abound with: and fewer, or greater 
varieties may be used, according to the season, or locality. 
The chief thing is that it is a fish-soup, and that it can be 
made, so to speak, of odds and ends in fishes. Nor is the 
saffron, or even oil, necessary. The Marseilles fishermen 


use those ingredients, but to our taste “ the bouillabaisse" to 
better without them. M. Francatelli, the famous authority 
in cookery, gives the following receipt: “ Shred into a sauce¬ 
pan four onions, six tomatoes, thyme, and savory oil, and a 
wineglass full of vinegar, pepper, salt, and a pint of water 
for each person. Boil this for fifteen minutes, throw in what 
fish you have, cut in pieces, and when the fish is thoroughly 
oooked, serve with bread.” 

Personal Beauty. —There is nothing, says a late medical 
writer, moro unfavorable to female beauty than late hours. 
Women who, either from necessity or choice, spend most of 
tho day in bed, and the night at work or in dissipation, have 
always a pale, faded complexion, and darkly rimmed and 
wearied eyes. Too much sleep is almost as hurtful as too 
little, aud is sure to bloat the person with a pallid, un¬ 
wholesome fat. 

Tho diet also has a marked influence upon personal beanty 
Generous living is favorable to good looks, as it tends to fill 
out aud give color and sleekness to the skin. A gross and 
excessive indulgence, however, in eating and drinking, is 
fatal to female charms, especially where there is a great 
tendency to “ making flesh.” Regularity of time iu the daily 
repasts, and scientific cooking, are the best means of secur¬ 
ing not only good health, but good looks. The appetite 
should never be wasted during the intervals between meals 
on pastry, confectionery, or any other tickler of the appetite 
which gratifies the taste but does not support the system. 

Exercise is, of course, essential to personal beauty. It 
animates the whole physical life, quickens the circulation 
of tho blood, heightens tho color, develops the growth, and 
perfects the form of each limb and the entire body. It also 
gives elasticity and grace to every movement. 

“ The Deer Among the Fern." —Spring never comes that 
wo do not think of a verso in the old ballad of Robin Hood * 
which our principal wood-engraving illustrates so well thia 
month. 

“In Summer when the shaws do shine. 

And leaves be largo and Jong, 

It is full merry iu forests fair 
To hear the wild-bird’s song. 

“ To see the deer draw to the glade, 

And leave the hills so high, 

And shadow them ’mid leaves of fern, 

Under the greenwood tree." 

In England the fern grows, in some places, about as high 
as a man’s head, in the parks and forests, and you see the 
deer half buried in the huge loaves, as in our picture. 

Our Stories and Novelets attract universal attention. 
Says the Ithaca (N. Y.)Democrat:—“Peterson always con¬ 
tinues to have something especially good in every number." 
Says the Richfield (N. Y.) Springs:—“Itsstories art always 
first-class." Says the Shieldsboro GazetteNona but the 
most chaste articles appear in its columns." Says the 
Buckeye State:—“ With such contributors as Mrs. Ann S. 
Stephens, Frank Lee Benedict, the author of ‘ The Second 
Lifo,’ the author of ‘ Kathleen’s Love Story,’ etc., etc., it 
cannot be other than popular.” * 

Vari boating Flowers. —A really pretty effect can be pro¬ 
duced on any colored flowor—peony, rose, fuchsia, etc.— 
making them beautifhlly variegated, by holding the flower 
in the hollow of the inverted hands, and lighting a match 
underneath it, being careful not to let the flower get close- 
enough to get scorchod. It is the fume of the brimstone that 
does it, and the effect is sometimes so startling as to deceive 
a botanist into thinking he has discovered a new variety. 
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It Is Still in Time to get up clubs for this Magazine. 
Back numbers to Jan nary, inclusive, can always be supplied. 
Additions may be made to clubs at the price paid by the 
rest of the club; and when enough additional names have 
been sent to make a second club, a second premium will be 
given. 


REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

Pbans. By Lucy Hamilton Hooper. 1 vol., 12 mo. Philada: 
J. B. Lippincotl A Co. —The author of these poems is evi¬ 
dently a woman of rare accomplishments. Her translations 
prove her to be as familiar with French and German as with 
her own language. These translations have very unusual 
merit. But they are of quite secondary importance, as 
even the best translations must be, when compan d with the 
original poems. These latter show rythmical ar i emotional 
power, ideality, and culture of the very highest kind. An 
atmosphere, so to speak, of thorough womanliness, pervades 
the book. It is eminently a healthy one. Some poets take us 
through gloomy cares, dark with night and horror; some 
into stifling laboratories, where human souls are put into 
retorts and analyzed; but this author leads us where fresh 
breezes blow, and freo birds chirp and sing, and waters 
laugh and dance in the summer sunshine. 

We copy “ The Modern Belshazzar: Paris, J uly, 1870.” The 
author appears to have been presont in the French capital, 
when the Emperor doc 1 ami war against Prussia. Her poem 
seems a prophecy. 

4i Fair rose Belshazzar’s palace ’neath the sun; 

Those who once entered there, with dazzled eyes, 

Cried, 4 Haring seen this marvel, nought remains 
To see save Paradise. 

4 For all enchantments human sense hath known 
Herein we dream of loveliness combine; 

We turn from all the other haunts of eaxth 
To hail this spot divine.’ 

And in that regal hall a feast was set 
And garlands wreathed, and ’neath tho golden flame 

Of countless torches rose exulting songs 
That hymned Belshazzar’s fame. 

Pleasure was there, and luxury and sin, 

Unhallowed aspirations, lust of pow’r; 

These were tho guests Belshazzar smiled to greet 
In that triumphal hour. 

But lo! the wine his minions poured was red. 

Not with the healthful ruby of tho Rhine; 

Dread was the dull opaque that dimmed the cup 
Beneath the torches’ shine. 

And at Belshazzar’s side there sat a shape 
Shadowy, shrouded, terrible to see. 

To whom the monarch : 4 Brother King, this feast 
Is spread to honor thee. 

* Behold, I turn from all my other guests. 

Though fair of face and sweet with scented breath, 

To bid my slaves pour forth thy fav’rite wine, 

Thou mighty sovereign. Death!’ 

E'en ns he speaks, the lights in golden flame 
Leap up and vanish, in a rayless gloom, 

And that which was the banquetrhall of kings 
Seems but a mighty tomb. 

And o’er the wall, lit by supernal light, 

There stray tho fingers of a spectral hand. 

Tracing in flaming characters the doom 
That waits tho feted land. 

And pale Belshazzar totters from liis throne, 

An abject, terrified, discrowned thing; 

Sceptre and crown fall clashing to the floor, 

And Death alone is King! 

The songs are hushed, all guests, save one, are fled. 

The spilled wine steals in red streams through the hall; 

O’er withered wreath and shattered flagon flamos 
The writing on the wall!” 

The book is handsomely printed. A portrait of the au¬ 
thor embellishes the volume. 


Our Girls. By Dio Lewis, A. M., M. D. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
New York: Harper A Brothers. —The author of this work, 
is already favorably known to the public as a writer on 
health. His 44 New Gymnastics, for Men, Women and Chil¬ 
dren” is an excellent book of its kind. So also is his 
44 Weak Lungs, and How to Make Them Strong.” The pre¬ 
sent volume is full of good precepts, and though some of 
Mr. Lewis’ notions are rather crochetty, the book, on the 
whole, is meritorious. 

The Black Tulip. By Alexander Dumas. 1 vol., 8 vo. 
Philada: T. B. Peterson A Brothers. —A capital story, 
founded on the rage for rare tulips, whish, in a former day, 
existed in Holland. Few novelists enjoy a popularity equal 
to that of Dumas. In vivacity of style, in the skill of his 
plots, and in the never-ending fertility of his invention, he 
is without a rival. His recent death has given a new im¬ 
petus to the demand for his writings. 

The Apple CulturisU By S. E. Todd. 1 vol., 12 mo. New 
York: Harper A Brothers. —An excellent and very thorough 
treatise, to aid in propagating the apple and in cultivating 
and managing orchards. It is full of illustrations, that add 
to its practical value. Every farmer should have an apple 
orchard, however small; and whoever has an apple orchard 
ought to have this book. 

Wonderful Escapes. Revised from the French of F. Ber¬ 
nard, and Original Chapters Added. By Richard Whitt¬ 
ing. 1 vol., 12 mo. New York: C. Scribner A Co. —Just the 
book for boys. It forms part of the 44 Illustrated Library 
of Wonders” of which we havo so often spoken. There are 
twenty-six illustrations. 

In Exile. Translated from the Goman of W. Yon. St. 
1 vol.. 12 mo. Phxlada: J. B. Lippincott A Co. —A very 
interesting story, full of lovo and adventure. Tho translation 
is well done. The volume is handsomely printed and bound. 
‘‘In Exile” will be one of tho most popular fictions of tho 
; season. 

The Old Mam'telle.'s Secret. Translated by Mrs. A. L. 
Wistar. 1 vol., 12 mo. Philada: J. B. Lippincott A Co. — 
A new and very handsome edition of the best of Marlitt’s 
novels. The translation is so well done, so exceptionally 
well done indeod, that the story reads as if originally written 
in English, instead of in German. 

Notes, Explanatory and Practical, On the Acts of the 
Apostles. By Albert Barnes: 1 vol., 12 mo. New York: 
Harper A Brothers. —What we said of the 44 Notes ou the 
Go ?p©l8,” in our April number, wo can repeat in reference to 
this volumS. The edition is a revised one. 

Earl's Dene. By R. E. FranciUcn. 1 vol.. 8 vo. New 
York: Harper <6 Brothers —A reprint of a novel that has 
been running through Blackwood’s Magazine. It is by a 
new writer, aud is full of action. 

Charles O'Malley. By Charles Lever. 1 vol., 8 vo. 
Philada: T. B. Peterson A Brothers. —A now edition of the 
best novel of Irish character that ever was written. It is 
in double column and in legible type. 

Irene, a Tale of Southern Life: and Hathaway Strange. 
1 vol., 8 tv?. Philada : J. B. Lippincott A Co. —Two stories, 
each of considerable merit, publishod together in a hand¬ 
some octavo volume, with paper cover. 

Heavenward Led. By Jane R. Somners. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
Philada: Porter A Coates. —A novel of the good old school 
of perfect heroines and immaculate heroes. It is well writ¬ 
ten, however, and will havo many admirers. 

Thistle-Doum. By Esmeralda Boyle. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
Philada: J. B. Lippincott A Co. —A volume of poems by a 
new aspirant for lame. One of the best of the poems is 
44 After tho Battle.” 

Daisy Nichol. By Lady Hardy. I vol., 8 vo. New York: 
Harper A Brothers. —A reprint of a late English novol, 
by a comparatively new writer. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

Silk Finished Mohair.— A very nice material, which we 
can recommend to our readers, is the Beaver Brand Trade- 
Mark-Patented, Silk-Finished, Pure-Black Mohairs. They 
are finished alike on both sides, have a charming lustre, and 
are that rarity, a pure shade of a fast black. We know of no 
more desirable dress-goods for the season. Peake, Opdycke 
A Co. are the sole importers, but all first-class retail dry 
goods dealers sell the article. 

A Wonderful Novelty. —The Combination Pocket-Mir¬ 
ror, Writing-Tablet and Pin-Case. A perfect little bijou. 
An absolute necessity for tho porte-monnaie, pocket, or 
work-box, of every lady and gentleman. Needed by all. In 
elegant gilt case, neat, pretty and useful. Try one. Sent 
prepaid, carefully packed, for only 25 cents; 5 for $1; 12 for 
$2, by addressing tho sole proprietors, Hunter & Co., Hins¬ 
dale, N. H. 

Keeps Its Promises. —The Mechanic Falls (Me.) Herald, 
speaking of this Magazine, says:—“ It is certainly the ladies 
favorite all over the country. Among the many similar 
publications which present themselves os candidates for the 
approval and patronage of the ladies, we have seen no one 
which is so very excellent, and in which the promisee of the 
publishers are kept with such scrupulous fidelity.” 

Advertisements inserted in this Magazine at reasonable 
prices. “ Peterson’s Magazine” is the best advertising me¬ 
dium in the United States; for it has the largest circulation 
of any monthly publication, and goes to every county, 
village, and cross-roads. Address Peterson’s Magazine, 306 
Chestnut street, Philadelphia, Pa. 

The Leading Journal.—T he Bloomington (Ills.) Demo¬ 
crat says of this Magazine:—“It is just tho thing for ladies, 
being tho loading journal of fashion in the United States.” 
The New Lisbon (0.) Patriot sums up, by saying, “it is the 
best Magazine published.” 

In our article on Asbestos Roofing, in Arm-Chair of 
April number, we intended to give tho address of tho manu¬ 
facturer for tho benefit of our readers. We now supply the 
omission. Mr. H. W. Johns, 78 William street, New York, 
is the inventor, and will furnish any desired information. 

The Celebrated Brand Black Alpacas, the ^rade-mark 
for which was patented in 1868, still hold their place as 
prime favorites in the market. If you have not tried these 
Alpacas, try a dress, made of them, this season. 

HEALTII DEPARTMENT. 

Scarlet Fever. —The Medical Board of London has issued 
the following directions on the moasuros necessary to arrest 
the spread of this disease. As the rules apply equally to 
all countries we give them here. 

“It is quite possible,” says the Board, “to check scarlet 
fever, if adequate means be taken to destroy tho oraanations 
of the sick. sO that they shall not infect tho healthy. For 
this purpose the sick must be separated, either by putting 
them into rooms apart, or by sending them out to a sick- 
house, or, which is better, by removing the healthy to an¬ 
other house. The infecting matter of the disease resides in 
the excretions of the mouth, throat, and lungs, of the 
bowels and kidneys, of the skin, and of tho snppurnting 
surfaces common toward the close of the disease. Disinfec¬ 
tion should be applied assiduously to the mouth, nose, and 
throat, as each case may require, by gargling, swabbing, or 
syringing with a teaspoonful of Condy’s Fluid to a pint of 
water; the excreta of the bowels and kidneys should be 
cvell dosed with carbolic acid before they leave the bedside; 


tne air of the sick-room should be occasionally freshened 
by dispersing Condy’s Fluid (diluted as above) by means of 
a vaporiser, and the door-way should be hung with a sheet 
well sprinkled with carbolic acid, so that there may be no 
nixing of tainted air with that of the body of the house. 
It can do no harm to oil tho skin during the height of the 
fever, but what is of real oonsequence is the persevering 
use of warm soapy baths, as soon as the patient can take 
them, and through the convalesence, till the skin has done 
pooling and the throat and nose are healed. All handker¬ 
chiefs, towels, and linen, before leaving tho room should be 
steeped fn boiling water, containing a teaspoonful of chlo¬ 
ride of soda or of Oondy’s liquid to a pint; and when the 
disease is over, the bedding and clothing of the patient and 
his attendants, all floors, walls, and ceilings, and the sur¬ 
face of all furniture on which infectious matter may have 
settled, should be scraped or cleansed with a disinfectant 
and fumigated. Moreover, disinfecting fluids (as carbolic 
acid) should be poured freely after the slops from the sick¬ 
room into the closets, sinks, drains, and sewers, and into 
every place around the house where decaying organic mat¬ 
ter can be harbored. 

« The persons attending on tho sick should wear glazed 
or smooth dresses by preference; they should often wash 
their hands, especially before eating, and should mix as 
little as possible with the family. 

“For fumigating infected rooms and their contents, no¬ 
thing is better than sulphur. A quarter of a pound of 
brimstone, broken into Bmall pieces, should be put into an 
iron dish (or the lid of an iron sauce-pan turned upside 
down,) supported by a pair of tongs over a bucket of water. 
The chimney and other hangings are then closed with 
paper pasted on, and a shovelful of live coals is put upon 
the brimstone. Tho door is then quickly shut, the crevices 
covered with paper and paste, and the room kept closed for 
five or six hours. After this a thorough cleansing should 
be effected; everything washable should be washed, and all 
other things be cleansed by proper means. 

“ Fumigating of clothes, etc., may bo easily carried out on 
a small scale by burning a sufficient quantity of brimstone 
matches. 

“ Provided there be no unsuspected drain, sewer, gully, 
water-closet, pipe, or cistern, or other source whence the 
lu.rtes recoive fresh infection, scarlet fever can bo and 
daily arrested in private houses by tho above, means 
carried out in detail; but only by persons having space, 
wealth, intelligence, and the wish to save life. It is far 
otherwise in the crowded houses of the poor, where tho 
healthy are mixed with tho sick and even with tho dead.” 

ROSES AND ROSE-GARDENS. 

Selection of Roses, etc.— In our two preceding num¬ 
bers, we spoke of the best manure for Roses. Wo shall now 
have a few words to say about selections, etc., etc. But, 
first, we will remark, in addition to what wo have already 
laid down in relation to laying out a garden, that, if the 
garden was to be extensive, we should desire a piece of 
broken natural ground, surrounded on all sides bnt the 
south with sloping banks, on which evergreens above 
should screen and beautify by contrast the roses blooming 
beneath; and in the center we would have, at irregular 
intervals, mounds high enough to obstruct the view even 
of Arba, great among the Anakims. which would enable ns 
to surprise, to vary, and to conceal, according to the golden 
rule, which we have before quoted. On the level from 
which these mounds arose would be the beds and single 
specimens; at the corners, our bowers and nooks. Tho inner 
walks should be grass, but there ought to be an outer 
promenade of gravel, smooth and dry for the thinnest boots, 
when the turf is damp with rain or dew, and when the 
queen wears her diamonds of purest water, as in the days 
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of Mary and Anna. We would have the approaches to a 
roeary made purposely obscure and narrow, that the yisitor 
might come with a sudden gladness and wonder upon the 
glowing scene. 

The but climbing rose, after all, is the Gloire de Dijon, 
commonly classed with the tea-scented China. roses, but 
more closely resembling the Noisette family in its robust 
growth and hardy constitution. Planted against a wall 
having a southern or eastern aspect, it grows, when once 
fairly established, with a wonderful luxuriance. Its flowers 
are the earliest and latest; it has symmetry, size, endurance, 
color (fine tints are given to it in the Rose-catalogues, buff, 
yellow, orange, fawn, salmon, and it has them all,) and per- 
fame. It is good in every point for wall, arcade, pillar, 
■standard, dwarf, in a mass, or as a singlo tree. It is easy to 
cultivate, out of doors and in. It forces admirably, and you 
may have it, almost in its summer beauty, when Christmas 
snows are on the ground. With half-a-dozen pots of it, 
carefully treated, and half-a-dozen trees in your garden, you 
may epjoy it all the year round. 

As to treatment. In pruning, take away all weakly wood, 
and you may then deal with the 6trong as you please. If 
you want to increase tho height of your tree, cut boldly 
and low. If you desire short flowering laterals you may 
have them, a dozen on a shoot, or from as many “ eyes" as 
you like to leave on it. Keep a sharp look-out, when 
pruning, for wood diseased or decayed; and all cripplod 
limbs and unhealthy flesh should, of course, be amputated. 

We are inclined to award to climbing Devoniensis the 
second prize in its class. This offspring of, or, as we tech¬ 
nically term it, “sport" from the lovely tea-scented rose, 
Devonienteusis, has all the beauty of the mother—form, 
complexion, sweetness—without that tendency to rapid de¬ 
cline which tho parent exhibits sometimes in our climate. 

Since the time when, a baby in floriculture, we first be¬ 
gan to “ take notice" of roses, moro than twenty years ago, 
throe new stars of special brightness havo glittered in our 
firmament—Gloire de Dijon, Charles Lcfebvrc, and Marechal 
Niel. The latter is, we think, the greatest acquisition, be¬ 
cause we had, previous to its introduction, no hardy yellow 
rose, realizing, as this does—in the wonderful beauty of its 
flowers, their size, shape, color, fragranpe, longevity, abun¬ 
dance, in the amplitude of its glossy leaves, and the general 
habit of the plant—our every desire and hope. We pos¬ 
sessed 9ome approximations to Gloire do Dijon in. our tea 
and Bourbon roses. Charles Lefebvre was a development of 
General Jacqueminot; but of a hardy golden rose, more 
precious and more welcome a thousand times than those 
golden roses which popes have sent to favored kings, we 
saw no harbinger. The beautiful old yellow province was 
all but extinct. The few splendid petals of the Persian 
yellow only increased our sacra fames avri —the egg-cup 
made us long for the taukard of gold. Solfaterre ifed not 
depth of color, and its flowers were faulty in shape; cloth- 
of-gold was not meant to be worn out of doors, and was 
quickly tarnished by rough weather; and even the Mare- 
chars own mother, Isabella Gray, had displayed such feeble 
charms that no one mourned her sterility. Suddenly, un¬ 
expectedly, she produced a paragon. Having grown the 
Mftrechal Niel, both in beds and on a wall—and this, wo 
rejoice to say. in the fullest phase of its beauty—we believe 
it to be perfectly hardy, and likely to bo the king of climbers. 
A climbing rose-tree is tho one which should be the least 
accessible to destructive influence, seeing that the sad signs 
-of decay and death are moro painfully and prominently dis¬ 
played upon it, and the harm done less quickly repaired. 
At first, this rose was budded on the Manetti, but it is now 
fonnd that it grows and blooms most vigorously when budded 
-on the brier. The Banksian rose is also a most genial stock 
for the Marechal Niel, and if any of our readers are tho 
Imppy proprietors of the former, under glass , we advise 
Ahem by all means to bud the latter upon it. 


Lamarque, the parent of cloth-of-gold, well deserves a 
place on some sunny wall, growiug very rapidly, and being 
one of the earliest roses to charm ns with its refined and 
graceful flowers. These are large and full, the outer petals 
of a soft pnre white, the inner of a pale straw-color. 

None of the roses which wo have just described are classi¬ 
fied in the catalogues, or by writers on the rose, among the 
climbers ; but we have ventured so to consider and to com¬ 
mend them, for the obvious reason that they are as capable 
of climbing as Jack's Bean-stalk, and that they produce 
more beautiful roses, than the other nomad or wandering 
tribes. These are the Ayrshire, the Evergreen, the Bank¬ 
sian, the Boureault, the Multiflora, and tho Hybrid Climbing. 

The Ayrshire and Evergreen roses—it should bo Ever- 
green, if the weather permit —have many claims upon our 
grateful admiration. If we have an ugly, red-faced, staring 
wall, which seems to glory in its ugliness, they will hide its 
deformities more quickly than any other rose, or any other 
creeper with which we havo acquaintance. With their 
shining leaves and their pretty clusters of white, pink- 
tinted flowers, they will flourish where no others can grow— 
in tho waste places of the earth, in damp, dismal corners, 
under trees and up them, if you wish. Other members of 
these two families are alike successful in surmounting 
hardships— c. g., among tho Ayrshires, Dundee Rambler, 
Queen of Belgians, Ruga, (with its faint odor of the ances¬ 
tral Tea, which intermarried, it is said, with the roses of 
Ayr,) and Thoresbyana, and among the Evergreens, Ade¬ 
laide d'Orlcans, Felicito Perpetuelle, (who would not desire 
to have a rose so named upon his house ?) Myrianthes, and 
the two Princesses, Mario and Louise. These roses are also 
most appropriate for covering bowers in the rosarium, or 
arched entrances leading to it. They are very effective upon 
banks and slopes, which they seem to flood with a white 
cascade of roses; and budded upon tall standards of tho 
Brier, they may soon be trained into weeping-roses—into 
fountains of leaves and flowers. 

The Banksian rose is, indeed, 

“ A miniature of loveliness, all grace 
Summed up and closed in little;" 

and both the yellow and white varieties—the latter having 
a sweet perfume, as though it had just returned from a visit 
to the violet—should be in every collection of mural roses. 
The plants should be on tbeir own roots, and theso roots 
should bo well protected during the winter months. It 
cannot be warranted perfectly hardy, but with careful 
ling there is scarcely one frost in a lifotime which will 
kill it. be injured even to the ground, but it will 

come lth wondrous rapidity. Under favorable 

circumstances, the growth of this rose is most luxuriant. 

rench writer on ro«*es tells us of a treo at Toulon, which 
covered a wall seventy-five feet in breadth and fifteen U 
eighteen in height, and which hail fifty thousand flowers in 
simultaneous bloom; and specimens may bo seen in our 
own gardens and conservatories, which repress any unbelief. 
The trees should be pruned when they have flowered in 
summer, so that a fresh growth of laterals may be well 
ripened before winter, and bloom in the ensuing spring. 

(to be continued.) 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

Every receipt in this Cook-Book has been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

TO COOK LOBSTER. 

Lobster-Salad. —Boil four eggs hard; when quite cold, 
carefully open and tako out tho yolks; mash them with a 
fork, then odd two tcaspoonfuls of mustard and the same 
quantity of salt, some white pepper and a little Cayenne, 
mixed well together, add four dessert-spoonfuls of vinegar, 
and one of lemon-pickle. To this mixture, when qcrite 
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smooth, add tlid spawn of tho lobster and half a pint of 
cream. Having boiled the lobster, cut the meat into bits, 
and stir it in the sauce, with a white onion, nicely minced. 
Cut your lettuce, with small salad, or any other kind, and 
place it upon the lobster, garnishing with tho whites of the 
eggs, sliced. Cutlets. —Take out all the meat of a largo 
boiled lobster, mince it, and add to it two ounces of butter, 
which has been browned, with two spoonfuls of flour, sea¬ 
soned with a little pepper, salt, and Cayenne. Add about 
half a pint of strong stock, stir it over the Are until quito 
hot; put it in separate tablespoonfuls on a large dish. 
When cold, make those into the shape of cutlets, brush 
them over with the beaten yolk of an egg, dip them into 
grated bread-crumbs, and fry them of a light-brown coior, 
in clarified beef-dripping, and dish them with a little fried 
parsley in the center. Stewed Lobster. —Pick the lobster 
from the shell, whou boiled, and put the spawn into a dish, 
with a spirit-lamp under it, and rub it down with a piece of 
butter, two spoonfuls of good gravy of any sort, one of walnut 
catsup, a small quantity of salt and Cayenne, and a spoonful 
of port wine. Stew tho lobster, and cut into bits, in tho 
gravy. Another kind .—Put the lobster into a stew-pan, 
with vinegar, clarot, butter, suet, and nutmeg; stew it 
rather dry, then take it up and place it in a dish, pour but¬ 
ter over it, and garnish with slices of lemon. Lobster 
Cdkc .—Pound the meat of two boiled lobsters with some 
lean of raw ham, some beef-marrow, the yolks of four eggs, 
a bit of bread, soaked in cream, a little mace, pounded, 
Cayenne pepper, and salt. Color the whole with lobster- 
spawn, then lino a mould with thin slices of fat bacon, press 
down the mixture into it, cover it with thin, fat bacon, and ; 
put on tho cover of the mould, and let it bake an hour and ! 
a half, and then stand till cold; turn it out of tho mould, j 
take away the fat, and serve up with a garnish of parsley ] 
and savory jelly round it. Broiled Lobster. —When tho j 
lobsters are boiled, split their tails and chinos, crock the 
claws, pepper and salt tliom; take out their bodies, put 
them again into the shell, and then on the gridiron over a 
clear fire, also the tails and claws; baste them with butter, 
and serve with melted buttor for sauce. Lobster Curry. — 
Take them from their shells, divide into neat portions, and 
lay them in a pan; make a liquor for them in the following 
manner: Slice two large onions, and lightly fry them, add 
about four teaspoonfuls of curry-powder, Borne flour and 
butter for thickening, and a pint of good gravy, with part 
of the bodies of the lobsters, pounded. Boil for half an 
hour, skim, and pass through a fine sieve over the lobsters 
in the pan, and add lemon-juice and salt. Simmer half an 
hour, and just before serving add two spoonfuls of cream, 
then serve quite hot with plain boiled rice. Roasted Lob¬ 
ster. —More than half-boil it, take it out of the water; while 
hot rub it well with butter, put it in a Dutch-oven, baste it ! 
well till nicely frothed, and serve with melted butter. 

VEGETABLES. 

Potato Snow-Balls. —Take the vfrhite mealy kind of pota- 
toes; pare them, and put them into just boiling water 
enough to cover them ; add a little salt; when boiled ten¬ 
der drain off the water, and let them steam till they break 
to pieces; take them up, put two o/- three together in a 
strong cloth, and press them tight, in the form of a ball; 
then lay them carefully in your dish so as not to fall apart. ! 
Potatoes are very nice, and more health)*, roasted in the oven. 
Sweet potatoes require, at least, a third more longer time 
to boil, than the common potato, and should never be pared 
before cooking. They are better roasted than boiled. 

Potato-balls for Breakfast. —Pare and boil dry the pota¬ 
toes as directed, thon put them into a hot pan and mash 
with a lump of butter and a little salt; beat this well, and 
make it into little cakes, or roll it into balls, and dip them 
into egg, and sprinkle with bread-crumbs; fry a nice 
brown. 


Another Mode .—Select good-sized potatoes, wash them, 
but do not pare them; put them in a clean sauce-pan, but 
do not drown them with water, as is usually done; let ouly 
an inch of cold water be in the pot, and cover up the pot to 
prevent the steam from escaping—most boiled things are 
spoiled for want of water, but potatoes require very little; 
let them come to a good boll, then set them aside to simmer, 
until they are soft enough to admit a fork, then drain oft 
all the water, uncover the pot, but set it not too near to 
burn, and all the moisture will then evaporate; mode¬ 
rate-sized potatoes will, if attended to, be done in twenty 
minutes. 

Potatoes a la Maitre d'Hotel. —Boil the potatoes; before 
they are quite done take them up, place them aside, and let 
them get cold; cut them in slices of moderate thickness; 
place in a stew-pan a lump of fresh butter, and a teaspoonful 
of flour; let the butter boil, and add a teacupful of broth; 
let it boil, and add the potatoes, which you have covered 
with parsley, chopped fine, and seasoned with pepper aod 
salt, stow them five minutes, remove them from the fire; 
beat up the yolk of one egg with a tablespoonful of water 
and a little lemon-juice. The sance will set, then dish up 
the potatoes and serve hot. 

Fi'icasseed Potatoes. —Pare and slice, half an inch in 
thickness, into cold water, the required quantity of potatoes, 
wash them well, pnt them into a clean sauce-pan, pour over 
them cold water enough to half cover them, close the pot 
tightly, and let them cook fifteen minutes; drain off every 
drop of water; have ready half a pint of cream or new 
milk, a large spoonful of good butter, a teaspoonful of 
chopped parsley, aud some salt; pour this over the potatoes, 
shako them around, and just heat up. Serve hot. 

Oold-Slaw. —Cut a cabbage in half and with a sharp knifo 
shave it down very finely. Make a dressing of one egg, 
well beaten, half a gill of vinegar, salt to taste, and a tea- 
spoonful of butter. Beat tho egg light, and add to it the 
vinegar, salt, and butter. As soon as the egg is thick, take 
it ofT the fire, set it away to cool, then pour it over the 
cabbage, and mix it well together. Some prefer a little 
sugar in the egg and vinegar. 

Spinach. —Wash and pick it well, then put it into a bag 

I of coarse muslin, pour over it plenty of hot water, with a 
little salt in it; boil fifteen minutes, take it ont and shake 
off all the water, chop it finely, and pnt it into a sauce-pan 
» with a large spoonful of good butter, a little pepper, and 
* grated nutmeg; stew it five minutes, dish it, and garnish 
with a hard-boiled egg, sliced, and laid on the top. 

Hot-Slaw. —Cut the cabbage in half, and shave it very 
finely. Put it into a stew-pan, with a piece of butter, and 
salt to the taste. Pour in Just enough water to prevent it 
from sticking to the pan. Cover it closely, and let it stew. 
Stir it frequently, and when it is quite tender, add a little 
vinegar, and serve it hot. 

DESSERTS. 

Oaromel-Pudding .—Seven ounces of sugar, dissolved in a 
pan in water, and burnt; take a tin, and line the inside 
with a coating of it; in another pan one pint of new 
milk, sweetened to your taste, the yolks of seven eggs and 
whites of two, beaten well together; when tho milk both, 
pour it upon the eggs, and mix it; pour it into the tin, anil 
put it into a pan with three inches of water, and steam it 
for three quarters of an hour; when quite cold, turn it into 
a dish. 

Solid Custard. —One ounce of isinglass, two pints of new 
milk, one dozen of bitter almonds, pounded, the yolks of 
four eggs, sugar to taste. Dissolve the isinglass in the milk, 
add the pounded almoods, put the mixture on the firo, and 
lot it boil a few minutes. Pour it through a sieve, then add 
the yolks of the eggs, well beaten ; sweeten to your t- ast e. 
Put It on the fire until it thickens, stir it till nearly cold, 
and put it into a mould. 
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Puddings without Eggs.—Brown Charlotte Pudding .— 
Butter a pudding-mould thickly, sprinkle brown sugar over 
the butter, and lino the mould with slices of bread, thickly 
buttered; cut some baking-apples into slices, place them in 
the mould in layers, with grated lemon-peel, candied-citron, 
and orange-peel to taste, and a little sugar between each 
layer of apples; fill up the mould, cover it with a slice o 
bread, soaked in a little warm water, bake three hours in a 
moderate oven, tunfit out of tho mould, and serve it hot. 
Cup Puddings. —Beat three ounces of butter to a cream, add 
to it two ounces of pounded sugar, stir in three ounces of 
flour, and then a pint of milk; put tho mixture into but¬ 
tered cups, and bake it twenty minutes. Gingerbread-Pud* 
ding. —Grate six ounces of stalo bread, and mix with it 
six ounces of suot, chopped flue, and two ounces of flour; 
add a teaspoonful of ground ginger, and mix all well to¬ 
gether with half a pound of molasses; put it into a mould, 
and boil it two hours. Leicester Pudding. —Mix a teaspoon- 
fnl of soda with two toacupfuls of flour, a quarter of a 
pound of suet, half a pound of stoned raisins, sugar, grated 
lemon-peel, and nutmeg to taste; mix all well together with 
a pint of milk ; put it in a mould, boil for two hours and a 
half, and sorvo with sweet sauce. 

Lanon-Sponge. —I think “A Berkshire Subscriber” will 
find the following an excellent recipe for lemon-sponge 
Soak half an ounco of gelatine in a pint of water for an 
hour, then add a quartor of a pound of leaf-sugar, tho rind 
and juice of a largo lemon; put in a pan and simmer on the 
fire until tho gelatine is dissolved; straiu into a largo 
pitcher, let it remain until it is quite a jeliy, when the 
white of one egg must be added, and tho whole whisked 
thoroughly well for an hour; put into moulds previously 
rinsed in cold water. When turned out it should look like 
snow. 

Cre tm Sauce .—Boil a half a pint of cream; thicken it with 
a tcaspoonful of flour, and put in a largo lump of butter; 
sweeten to your taste; aud when cold, add wine, or bran ly, 
if you desire. 

Snow B idding. —Ilalf an ounce of gelatine to half a pint o" 
water, half a pound of pounded sugar, whites of two eggs, 
aud the juice of two lemons; whip for twenty minutes, then 
put into a mould. 

Whipped-Crcam .—In skimming tho croam for whipping 
be sure to take up nono of tho milk. Whip always the one 
way, and do not add your sugar or flavoring till your cream 
is half-whipped. I have never known this fail. 

SANITARY. 

Excellent Dentifrice. —Procure a lump of whitening, and 
scrape off as much in fine powder as will fill a pint-pot; 
take two ounces of camphor, moisten it with a few drops of 
brandy or spirits of wino, and rub it into a powder; mix 
this with the whitening, and add to it half an ounce of 
powdered myrrh; put the whole into a wide-mouthed 
bottle and cork fown. If too strong of the camphor 
it will be easy to add a little more whitening. 

Toothache. —The Lancet says toothache can be cured by 
the following preparation: To one drachm of collodion add 
two drachms of Calvert's carbolic acid. A gelatinous mass 
is precipitated, a small portion of which inserted in the 
cavity of an aching tooth, invariably gives immediate relief. 

Oil for Thickening the Hair. —Sweet oil, three ounces: 
oil of lavender, one drachm. Apply morning and evening 
to those parts where the hair is wanting, in consequence of 
a deficiency in the moisture of the skin. 

Pippermint Cordial. —Pour one qnart of boiling water 
upon half a pound of loaf-sugar; stir till the sugar dis¬ 
solves; add twenty-four drops of the oil of peppermint. 
Bottle while warm. 

Curling Fhttd. —Melt a piece of white wax about the size 
of a nutmeg, in one ounce of olive oil. Scent it with a few 
divps of ottar of roses. 


FASHIONS FOR MAY. 

Fio. i.—W alking-Dress of Fawn-Colored Sjlk, with a 
Crepe Over-Dress. —The silk skirt is made with three 
graduated ruffles, put on with a narrow bias band of silk. 
The crepe over-dress is trimmed with wide, knotted fringe, 
looped high up on the hip by a bow, with long ends of crepe 
of a darker shade than tho dress. The crepe-basque is open 
at the sides, and also trimmed with fringe. Straw hat, 
trimmed with wheat and ribbon. 

Fio. u.— Carriage-Dress of Pearl-Colored Pongee.— 
The skirt is trimmed with three scant flounces, put on be¬ 
neath a plaited heading of the same material; plain waist 
and tight sleeves. Black grenadine tuuic, trimmed with 
black lace and velvet; it is looped high up, far back, with 
bows qf black velvet; the waist#of the tunic is trimmed 
with bretelles of velvet and lace, and tho wide, open sleeve 
is ornamented to match. Straw bonnet, trimmed with 
violets. 

Fig. iii.—Walking-Dress of Blue Silk.— Tho skirt is 
trimmed with five flounces; these flounces being of a lighter 
slmdo of blue than the body of tho -dress, the other two 
being of the same color; these flounces are edged with a 
narrow, white lace. Tho deep basque reaches nearly to the 
top flounce, and is of tho lighter shade of silk, with a ruffle 
of the darker shade; tho square nock and coat-sleeves are 
also trimmed with the darker silk. Straw hat, trimmed 
with blue velvet and long white plume. 

Fig. iv.—Carriage-Dress of Venetian-Green Silk.—T he 
skirt is trimmed with five plaited ruffles of white muslin, 
edged by a narrow imitation Valoncieunes lace; at a little dis¬ 
tance above each ruffle is a baud of green velvet. The waist is 
low in the neck, with short sleeves; over this is worn a 
white muslin basque, with long sleeves, trimmed with a 
plaited ruffle and green velvet ribbon; a series of white 
ruffles ami green velvet bows is placed at tho back of the 
basque. Straw, half-gipsy hat, trimmed with green silk, in 
a fan-like shape, and large cluster of violets. 

Fig. v.—Walking-Dress of Maize-Colored FouLAr.o.— 
Tho skirt has one deep ruffle, scalloped at tho bottom, and 
headed by a full ruche of silk; tho tunic is trimmed in tho 
same way, with a narrow ruffle, and is looped up at the 
sides; the basque is cut open, and square in front, is deep 
at the sides, but very short at tho back, whore it forms only 
a coat-basque, and, like the very wide sleeves, is trimmed to 
match the skirt. 

Fig. vi.—Walking-Dress op Pearl-Colored Mohair.— 
Fora full description of this, see the article, “Every-Day 
Dresses, etc.,” on a preceding page. 

Fig. vii.—Pique Walking-Dress for a Young Lady. —For 
a full description of this, see also the article, “ Every-Day 
Dresses.” 

Fig. mi.—H ome or Evening Toilet for a Young Lady.— 
For a fnll description of this, see also the article. “ Every- 
Day Dresses.” 

General Remarks. —We give, ’in addition to our steel 
plate, numerous wood-cuts, including several children's 
dresses, also hats, bonnets, etc., etc. 

Old materials with now names appear on tho counters of 
our best stores; a wool serge, that is very finely twilled, and 
lms a satin stripe near the selvedge, with a fringo attached, 
which is to be used for the trimming, comes in all the 
now and pretty shades; the trimming semotimes being of a 
darker shade than the dress, sometimes of a contrasting 
color; then there is an English mohair at a loss price, which 
is a wiry combination of cotton and wool; the Japanese 
silk, which has been worn fer several seasons, a silk and 
linen article which looks temptingly beautifnl in the store, 
but which does not wear well, as it very soon crumples; 
the gray serges formed of alternatives of black and white; 
buff and gray linens; lawns and muslins, French, and Eng¬ 
lish, and American chintaes; grenadines, gauzes, organdy.^ 
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etc., etc., too numerous to mention. In fact, the difficulty 
is what to choose out of so vast a collection. 

As to the Styles of making, there is but little change yet; 
the new dresses that have come out are not very much varied 
from those of the past winter. As to the Berlin fashions, 
which some of our cotemporaries have been trying to intro¬ 
duce, they are unutterably ugly. Paris is, and must always 
remain, the fountain-head of fashion. Nobody, with any pre¬ 
tensions to style, will dress after any other models. The 
deservedly popular black silk costume is as much worn as 
ever; black, gray, and light-brown cashmere over-skirts and 
paletots are in high favor for spring; but will have to give 
place to something cooler as the season advances. For walk 
ing-dresses the looped-up over-skirt is still made; flounces 
and ruffles are also worn ; black lace is used on black dresses, 
but not much on lighter ones; fringe is a good ddhl worn, 
but is too expensive ever to become common; gimp is a great 
deal used to head ruffles, lace, fnuge, etc., but the hand¬ 
some sort is very expensive. Black grenadine suits are being 
made in great numbers; they should be worn over black 
silk under-skirts; all costumes are mode long, too long, and 
lie on the floor two inches at least, some three or four inches. 

Evening-Dresses are decidedly long and Ail I at the back, 
quite train-shaped, and with large panier rising quite high 
behind, while in front the skirt is perfectly plain aud rather 
short. Few sashes are worn, excepting by very young ladies, 
but bows are large and numerous in most of the ball-dresses. 
There is always, or nearly always, a very full bow upon the 
bosom; these corsage-knots, as they are called, correspond, 
of course, to the trimming of the dress. 

A Beautipul Dress for a young lady has just been made 
in Paris. It is of milk-whito gauze, made with three skirts, 
the under-one flounced, the two upper-ones looped-up with 
bunches of blush roses and lilies of the valley; the drai»eries 
of the waist were looped-up with sprigs of tho samo flowers, 
and edged with a soft fringe of floss silk; coiffure to corres¬ 
pond. 

Ip the Crinoline is going out, tho toumure has increased 
more than ever. It is now’ quite a large panier, rising high 
above the waist, and altogether of vast dimensions. The 
skirts of dresses have to bo made very full and ample at the 
back and sides, so as to fall gracefully over this panier. 

The Passementerie Trimmings for dresses and mantles are 
excessively rich and elegant Many are made in very large 
detached patterns, and intended to cover tho whole of the 
front breadth of a skirt We lately saw a very rich black 
silk trimmed in this manner. It had two skirts; the under- 
one, merely touching the ground, was ornamented with a 
splendid pattern of fern-leaves and lilies, interspersed with 
Jet, entirely covering.the tablior. The train had a very 
handsome border of the samo, seven inches wide all round, 
and running up each seam to the waist where it became so 
narrow as to be merely a delicate tracery. The postillion 
basque bodice and sleeves were also very profusely trimmed. 

Plaiting 8 of white tarlatan are again in great favor for 
trimming silk dresses, and exceedingly well they look when 
the dress is black. Sometimes black lace is added above the 
tarlatan, and sometimes black Duchess lace is to be seen 
over white blond. Tarlatan plaitings, although economical 
to commence with, ore not cheap in the end, for when once 
their freshness has departed they are useless. Embroidered 
mnslin is, therefore, used in their stead, as it can be washed 
and come out as good as new; whereas tarlatan must be con¬ 
signed to the rag-bag. The white mnslin plaitings ore used 
on black Bilk dresses, and likewise on dresses of fancy ma¬ 
terials, but in the latter case black lace is not added above 
them. If tarlatan is used, it is mounted as a plaiting; if 
white muslin, it is gathered into a flounce. 

The New Veils are mado extremely large. Imagine a 
goodly-sized square of lace; it is now worn over the bonnet 
in such a way that one of the pointss fall in front in the 
center of the chest, and another at the back. The two points 


at the sides are raised, crossed, and then tied over the hair. 
The advantage of this style of veil is that it preserves the. 
head and face from the cold winds. These novelties are 
called Mautille veils, and are made in Chantilly or Spanish 
blond, und likewise in net, with a deep border of flowers 
embroidered in flat or untwisted black silk. They are like¬ 
wise made in white tulle, for evening wear, more especially 
at theatres, and in colored tulle for wearing with light-bine 
or light-pink bonnets; but these are infinitely less pretty and 
characteristic than the black Mautille veils. The bonnet 
over which they are worn should always be decorated with 
a rose or some bright flower so as to impart to the head¬ 
dress the veritable Spanish effect. These squares of lace can 
also be used as Marie Antoinette fichus. A great many 
fichus a la Puysannt , are worn over high bodices, so as to 
render the toilet more drossy. These fichus are double, and 
have a double trimming. They are frequently made of some 
bright, light-colored China crepe, and are trimmed with 
feather-fringe to match, or with Flemish lace. 

Nothing can be prottier than linen collars and enffs, worn 
with costumo dress and morning toilet The collar is what 
is known as the sailor's collar, but much smaller than thoBo 
worn last summer. The cuff is made to be fasteued with 
one button; the corners turn back, and the button comes in 
the back of the wrist. 

Lockets and Crosses, tied round the neck with colored 
ribbon, the ends of which are very long, are the almoet in¬ 
dispensable adjuncts of evening toilets, unless a neckl&co is 
worn. The richest style of necklace is that formed of various 
precious stones, chased in gold, and united by chains of 
gold; pendants of precious stones and pearls, add much to 
the beauty of such necklaces. The ear-drops are worn to 
match, and sometimes one bracelet, though tho parure may 
be complete without the latter. 


CHILDREN'S FASHIONS. 

Fig. i.—Boy’s Sacque and Pants of Pique, or very Light 
Casimere. —Tho ]>ants are plain, open at the bottom and 
fastenod to an under-waist or skirt-body, over which iB worn 
the sacque or blouse, open from the shoulder sideways from 
left to right; belted at the waist; rosetto and ends; all 
trimmed with two rows of braid. This dress is suitable for 
a boy from four to six years. 

Fig. n.—W alking-Dress for Little Girl, Ten Years 
Old, Made of Solid-Colored MonAiR, or Pique. —Tho lower- 
skirt has on it two plaited ruffles, when made of mohair of 
the material, headed by three narrow rows of ribbon, or 
velvet-ribbon. If made of pique, the ruffles should be made 
of Bishop s lawn, and gathered in. The over-skirt is cut 
precisely like the under one, only long enongh to touch the 
upper ruffle; trimmed with a narrow plaiting or ruffle, and 
a wider hand of ribbon or velvet; it is only looped-up 
at the back, as may be seen. A little jacket, cut squara, 
and slashed up the back and at the sides with open sleeves, 
trimmed to match. Of pique, eight yards will be enough, 
and two yards of Bishop’s lawn for ruffling. Of mohair, or 
alpaca, .ten yards will be enough, or eight yards, if made 
without the plaitings; only trimming with bands of ribbon 
or velvet. Good French pique, yard-wide, can be bought 
for sixty-five cents; mohair, at fifty cents; and some old 
silk-dress would cut up nicely for the trimmings for »little 
Miss. 

Fig. m, —Suit of Gray-Poplin for a Small Boy. —The skirt 
is] made plain, in front, and ornamented with large block 
velvet buttons; at the back it is laid in full, wide plaits. 
The jacket is nearly tight-fitting behind, like tho old- 
fashioned roundabout ; in front, It is cut away, so as to 
show the black velvet pieces lfko a vest; rolling-collar, of 
black velvet, opening over a white shirt-front; black but. 
tons and cord. The short, whito drawers must not be seen, 
and tho stockings ought to bo gartered above the knee. 
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THE BEAVER BRAND 



SILK FINISHED 

PURE BLACK MOHAIRS. 

Those GOODS are finished alike on both sides, and are 
distinguished for their silky appearance, brilliant lustre, 
and pure shade of fast Black. Being made of the very 
finest material, they positively excel all other Mohairs 
ever sold in the United States. 

These splendid Goods are sold by most of the leading 
Retail Dry Goods Merchants In all the leading cities 
and towns throughout all the States. 

49* Purchasers will know these Goods, as a ticket 
Is attached to each piece bearing a picture of the 
Beaver, precisely like the above. 

PEAKE, OPDYCKE & CO., 
427 & 429 Broadway, New York. 
Sole Importers of this Brand for the United States. 


COLGATE & CO. 


Recommend their New 

“MDELETIA” TOILET SOAP. 

Sold by Dealers In Perfumery and Fancy Goods 
and First-Class Grocers. 



PATENT 

KID FITTING 

Deml-Skeleton 

CORSET. 

The most easy , graceful and 
sensible Corset ever introduced. 


Sample Corsets sent by mall, pre-paid, on receipt of Two 
Dollars. For circular, prices, Ac., address 


WORCESTER SKIRT CO., Worcester. Mass. 


Agents I Read This I 

XTTE WILL PAY AGENTS A SALARY OF $30 PER 
Tf WEEK and expenses, or allow a large commission 
to sell our new and wonderful inventions. 

Address, M. WAGNER A CO., Marshall, Mich. 


REDUCTION OF PRICES 

TO CONFORM TO 

REDUCTION OF DUTIES. 

GREAT SAVING TO CONSUMERS 

BY GETTING UP CLUBS. 

49"Send for onr New Price List and a Club Form will 

accompany it, containing full directions—making a large 

•aving to consumers and remunerative to club organizers. 

THE GREAT AMERICAN TEA CO., 

*1 A 88 Vewy Street, Hew York. 

P. 0. Box 564a 


OTTER BRAND. 



BLACK ALPACA 

In order to meet the requirements of ladies in all section* 
of the United States, we are importing a very fine light 
make of Black Alpaca, known as the “Otter Brand.” 

Being a superior fabric, and possessing the highest pos¬ 
sible lustre, we recommend them to consumers as an Alpaca 
highly adapted for Spring and Summer wear. 

49" Ladies can obtain these Goods through their Dry 
Goods Stores and know the brands,as a ticket is attached 
to each piece bearing a likeness of the Otter, precisely 
like the above. 

PEASE, OPDYCKE ft CO., 

427 & 429 Broadway, New York. 

Sole Importers of this Brand for the United States. 


500 •VOXiTJJyJTES IIDsT OILsTEL 

AGENTS WANTED 

FOR 

The Library of Poetry ail Soil, 

Being Choice Selections from the Best Poets. 

ENGLISH, SCOTCH, IRISH AND AMERICAN, 

With an Introduction 

By WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT, 

Under whose critical supervision the Volume teas compiled. 

The handsomest and cheapest subscription book extant. 
Over 800 pages, beautifully printed, choicely illustrated, 
handsomely bound. A library of over 600 volumes in one 
book, whose contents, of no ephemeral nature or interest, 
will never grow old or stale. It can be, and will be, read 
and re-read with pleasure, as long as its leaves hold together. 

“ A perfect surprise. Scarcely anything at all a favorite, 
or at all worthy of a place here, is neglected. It is a book 
for every household.”— IV. Y. MaiL 
M We know of no similar collection in the English language, 
which , tn copiousness and felicity of selection and arrange¬ 
ment, can at all compare with iL" — N. Y. Times. 

Terms liberal. Selling very rapidly. Send for Circular 
and Terms to J. B. FORD & CO., 89 Park Bow, N. Y. 


THE NEW WILSON 

Under-Feed Shuttle 

SBWING MACHINES! 

* $25 cheaper than 

any oilier! 

For Simplicity, Durabili¬ 

ty and Beauty they stand 
« i rivalled ! For Stitch- 

i no, Hjkmming, Tucking, 
Fulling, Quilting, Cord¬ 

ing, Binding, Braiding, 

G vthkring. Gathering & 

s wing on gathers, they 
are unexcelled l 
For particulars address 
film Sewing laehine Co, 

AGENTS WANTED. 

W M. J. CARLTON'S LISTS OF 30 MAGAZINES, 60 

Agricultural Papers, 160 Religious, and 25 Secular 
Weeklies, sent on application to 

W. J. CARLTON, 39 Park Bow, N. Y. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS 


GET UP YOUR CLUBS FOR 1871! GREAT INDUCEMENTS! 

PETERSOFSllAGAZINE 

^CHEAPEST AND BEST OF ALL.*^ 


«■ 2b every person getting up a Club for “ Peterson's Magazine(at the prices below) will be sent, gratis , a copy 
of the new premium Mezzotint (size SU inches by 30,) “ Washington at the Battle of TrentonThis is one of the most 
elegant engravings ever offered. To persons getting up large Clubs, an extra copy of the Magazine will be sent in addition. 


“ PETERSON’S MAGAZINE ” gives more for the money, and (fa better quality, than any other. It contains ever* 
year, nearly 1000 pages, 14 steel plates, 12 double sized mammoth colpred steel fashion plates, and about 1000 wood 
engravings—and all this for only TWO DOLLARS A YEAR, or a dollar less than Magazines of its class. 

First-Class Original Novelets and Stories. 

The stories in “Peterson” are conceded to be the best published anywhere. Mrs. Ann S. Stephens, Frank Leo 
Benedict, Mrs. R. Harding Davis, Daisy Ventnor, Gabrielle Lee, Helen Maxwell, Ella Rodman, Katharine P. William?, 
Emma Garrison Jones, Frances Lee, Mrs. Denison, Rosalie Grey,Clara Augusta, and the authors of “The Second Life,” 
of “Susy L’s Diary,” and of “Kathleen’s Love Story,” besides all the other popular female writers of America, are 
regular contributors. In addition to the usual number of shorter stories, there will be given in 1871, at least Five 
Original Copyrighted Novelets, viz: The Reigning Belle, by Mrs. Ann S. Stephens; The Tragel / or a Quiet Life, by 
the Author of “ Kathleen’s Love Stora;” No Choice Left, by Frank Lee Benedict; At Mrs. Hathaway’s, by the Author 
of “Susy L’s Diary;” Prince Charming, by Daisy Yentnor. 

In the number and beauty of its illustrations, “Peterson” is unrivalled. The Publisher challenges a comparison 
between its 

STEEL AND MEZZOTINT ENGRAVINGS 

And those in other Magazines, and one Steel engraving at least is given in each number. 

MAMMOTH COLOEED PASHI0N PLATES! 


Each number bus a superb double-size colored Fashion Plate, executed in the highest style of art. Each plate 
•contains from five to six figures. In addition, wood cuts of the newest bonnets, hats, caps, etc., etc., will appear in 
■each number. Also the greatest variety of children’s drosses. Also, PATTERNS FOR EYKRY DAY DRESSES, in 
Calico, Delaine, Ac., Ac. This is a feature peculiar to Peterson, and makes it invalu&blo in the family. Also 
diagrams, by aid of which a cloak, dress, or child’s costume can be cut out without the aid of a mantua-maker, so 
that each diagram, in this way alone, will save a year's subscription. 

COLORED PATTERNS IN EMBROIDERY, CROCHET, Etc. 

The Work-Table Department of the Magazine is wholly unrivalled. Every numbor contains a dozen or more 
patterns in every variety of Fancy-work, Crochet, Embroidery, Knitting, Bead-work, Shell-work, Hair-work, etc., etc., 
etc. Superb Oolnrnl Patterns for Slippers, Purses, Chair Seals, dc., given—each of which at a retail store would cost 
Fifty Cents. JU^rson is the only Magazine that gives these Patterns every month. 

“ OUR NEW COOK BOOK.” 

The original Household Receipts of “ Peterson ” are quite famous. Every one of these Receipts has been tested.. 
•Other Receipts for the Toilette, Sick-room, etc., are given. It is economy in housekeeping to tale “ reterson .** 

New and Fashionable Music in every number. Also, Hints, on Horticulture, Equestrianism, Ac., Ac. 


TERMS—ALWAYS IN ADVANCE. 


1 Copy for one year, 

2 Copies, “ 

3 “ “ 

A “ “ 


$ 2.00 

400 

5.00 

6.00 


5 Copies, one year, 

6 “ “ 

8 “ i( 

14 “ 


( a °up ofChfb!* r ) $8.00 

(“i'JcKD 9.50 

12 -°° 

r/ P '„“csr) 20.00 


PREMIUMS FOR CLUBS!! EXTRAORDINARY INDUCEMENTS! t 


To every person getting up a Club of two, three, four, five, six, eight, or fourteen, at the above prices, tlx* 
premium engraving, “Washington at the Battle of Trenton,” will be sent grafts. To persons getting up Clubs ot 
five, six, eight, or fourteen at the Above pricos, an extra copy of the Magazine, in addition to the premium engravings 
will be sent gratis. Ilf remitting, got a Tost-Office order, or a draft on Philadelphia or Now York; if neither one of 
these can be had, send Greenbacks, or notes of National Banks. In the latter cose, it is best to register your letter. 
Address, Post-paid, 

CHARLES J. PETERSON, 

Specimens sent gratis to those wishing to get up Clubs. No. 306 Chestnut Street# Philadelphia, Pa. 
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half-mourning evening-dress, embroidered scarf, under-sleeve. 
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JUPITER GALOP, 
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PETERSON’S MAGAZINE 


Vol. LIX. PHILADELPHIA, JUNE, 1871. No. 6. 


OUR TRIP TO LONG BRANCH. 

BY ETHEL GALE. 


“We’vb been wanting to spend a da/ at 
Long Branch all summer, and now that cousins 
Mary and Lucy are here, we must go. The 
ocean breeze will do Mary 4 heaps’ of good, and 
we'll carry bathing-dresses, and a luncheon, j 
and have a good old-fashioned picnicing sort 
of day.’* 

That was big cousin George, rubbing his 
hands as he spoke in his kindly, genial way, 
while seated at the breakfast-table, in the most 
delightful of bay-windowed, ol<J-time dining¬ 
rooms, his bright, dark face glowing over us 
all, with a most particularly inspiriting glance 
at his noble, sweet-fubed wife, Dora, who was 
ready, as she always is, to sympathize with 
every emotion of “her George.” 

Here the beautiful, sunny-faced baby-boy 
chattered his satisfaction at the happy counte¬ 
nances around him, with vigorous strokes of 
his spoon upon his plate, while his bright¬ 
eyed sisters, Elf and Fay, were casting little 
sober, wistful glances from one to another of 
their elders, perceiving that they had not been 
included in the general plan. 

“Now,” continued George, 44 I'll take the 
first train over to the city, and get my matters 
arranged for the day, and meet you at the boat 
for Long Branch at ten o’clock.” And then ho 
added something to his wife about the train 
we were to take, which I was too absorbed in 
the coos of baby-Ben to notice. Ah! too beguil¬ 
ing baby, would that your cousin had possessed 
sufficient strength of mind to resist your blan¬ 
dishments ! 

The lovely home of these happy cousins was 
a short distance out on the Erie road, and I 
had heard so much of the number of trains con¬ 
tinually running to New York, that I had come 
to fancy they ran like horse-cars in the city, 
every five minutes, and so took no special heed 
of time, only amusing myself with that blessed 
baby, till all at once I discovered that every one 
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was waiting for me,'and that we must hurry to 
catch the half-past eight train. But hurrying 
at that late moment couldu’t catch it; and when 
the driver and his load of three flushed-faced 
ladies, with luncheon-baskets, and sun-um¬ 
brellas, were half-way between the house and 
the station, away thundered the train, its long 
trail of vanishimg smoke giving a vicious whisk 
in our disappointed eyes, as we lingered in 
disgusted amaze, to watch its disappearance. 

“Poor George will be so disappointed,” 
sighed Dora, as the horse’s head was turned; 
“and I don’t suppose it would be possible, by 
taking the nine twenty-five train, to get over in 
time for the Long Branch boat.” 

Miserable me! I felt like a sneak-thief. 
Could anything be more recklessly selfish than 
my inattention to the instructions from head¬ 
quarters about those trains! And should I 
be the means of spoiling my cousin’s holiday? 
Never! We must take that nine twenty-five 
train, and we must get to the boat at ten. We 
would reach it anyhow; earthquakes shouldn’t 
prevent us! Dora didn’t think it possible, but 
was willing to try; Lucy never says much, 
but she can always be depended upon for emer¬ 
gencies. I felt resolution enough to ascend 
Chimbaraza. Wasn’t I the cause of this mis¬ 
chief? And shouldn’t I repair it? In the 
meanwhile we had parleyed so much about the 
matter, that wo had to make another rush to 
catch the nine twenty-five train. This time 
Elf and Fay were with us in the rockaway, 
but the luncheon and sun-umbrellas were for¬ 
gotten. But what mattered that, we were bound 
to reach that boat! Arrived at the station, 
while we were getting the tickets, Martin, the 
driver, disappeared, leaving the two little girls 
aloae in the rockaway, behind a prancing 
horse—tied, to be sure, but threatening every 
moment to break loose. Was ever a mother 
more distracted? Poor Dora’s last word was 
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a fratatic commendation of her darlings to the 
protection of every one she knew among the 
usual station-loungers, and our last view of 
them was marred by the curvetings of that 
indiscreet horse. 

Miserable! most miserable me! If the pre¬ 
cious necks of those children were broken, 
whose fault would it be? Tormenting ques¬ 
tion, which I kept to myself, but which rang 
in my ear like the tooting of a car-whistle all 
day. 

Twenty-five minutes to New York, ten to 
make the run across from the North River, foot 
of Chambers street, to the Long Branch boat. 
On we rushed, three respectably-dressed wo¬ 
men, as though a corps of detectives were after 
us, between barrels and boxes, into and out of, 
the open doors of stores, around dripping hogs¬ 
heads of molasses, under horse’s heads, over 
the ends of trucks stretched across the much- 
encumbered side-walks, jostling against men, 
women, boys, baskets! bags and bundles, hear¬ 
ing the warning snort of the boats’s whistle, 
with a desperate idea that it must bo reached, 

or the country would be ruined, when- Ah, 

poor, miserable me! my breath gave entirely 
out. Imagine yourself racing for a wager with 
a bad “heave” in a horse, whoso only food for 
a month had been dry hay. I was just like that 
horse. Tho most aggravating disease tlhat flesh 
is heir to, is “August asthma”—and I had it. 
Progress at anything like the rate we started 
on was impossible to me. Rushing away in the 
crowded distance, 1 could just see the flying 
skirts of Dora and Lucy, and even above the < 
sound of roy own wretched breathing, I could j 
hear the hoarse whistle of that impatient boat, j 
But, never say die! Struggling, panting, wheez- | 
ing like one of those impish little tugs in the ] 
river, I proceeded at the poor pace which was j 
the be3t I could muster, in the direction of that j 
twanging, exasperating bell. The gang-plank ! 
was just about to bo removed as Dora and Lucy ] 
reached it, but, at their intercession, it was left j 
a few minutes longer, while I was driven to ] 
wishing myself in the river by my incapacity j 
to move faster. At this instant appeared an j 
aged policeman, who took me into his custody, j 
at first under the supposition that I had been j 
indulging in strong waters, but very soon seized j 
with a terror lest I should die before he could ! 
get me on the boat. His anxiety to be rid of! 
me was so ludicrous that I couldn’t but laugh ! 
in the midst of my misery—and laughter isn’t ! 
a wise pastime for asthmatics. Imagine the ! 
situation. Small woman, with hair blown into, j 
and even worse, than fashionable dishevelment, j 


by the tearing run through Chambers street, 
with a very red face, and pulling like an apo- 
plectio engine, hanging on the arm of an agi¬ 
tated M. P., who was alternately waving his 
free arm to the boat-hands to delay, and ad¬ 
dressing to his charge, in tones of deep excite¬ 
ment, the trembling words, “Compose your¬ 
self, madam! Compose yourself!” Wouldn't 
anybody laugh ? Even miserable I couldn't help 
it. And yet it was dreadfully mortifying! I 
knew cousin George was somewhere on that 
wretched boat, probably too much .disgusted 
with my performances to show himself in the 
light of protector to such an object. I knew 
Dora and Lucy were feeling all the stings of 
mortification, though too kind to show it; and 
to crown all, there stood several acquaintances 
of Dora's, evidently bent, like ourselves, on a 
day’s pleasuring at Long Branch. Then Dora 
exclaimed, as my feet touched the deck, “Oh, 

my dear! Mr. D-says George came half an 

hour ago, waited some time, and then left, say¬ 
ing that it was impossible for us to catch the 
boat unless we came by the eight-thirty train; 
and that he might as welfcgo back.” 

Here was*a situation! This looked like a 
pleasure excursion! Three forlorn, disordered 
women, without an escort, without luncheon, 
without parasols, steaming over that hunger- 
inspiring water, bound for a scene of blistering 
sands, and glaring hotels. Then we knew not 
how to proceed when we should leave the boat 
at Sandy Hook, and wasted a good deal of, to me, 
very valuable, and hardly-won breath, in con¬ 
sulting about it with the D-s. I say wasted, 

for, by-and-by, we came to the discussion of 
funds, and discovered that wo were nearly 
minus that “ sinew of war.” 

I have an insuperable objection to any pick¬ 
pocket’s getting rich by what he may find in my 
porte-monnaie, and consequently carry as little 
about with me as I think I can manage with. 
So, this morning, I had only put in my purse 
a trifle over the sum necessary to take my sister 
and me to Long Branch and back. Dora, act¬ 
ing on the same principle, had only taken her 
ticket from the home station to New York, re¬ 
lying upon her husband for the rest. Now, on 
counting our funds, we found that my purse 
hold but seventy-five cents over what would be 
required to buy tickets for three to Sandy 
Hook and back to the lovely dining-room we 
left so gayly in the morning. Well, that dis¬ 
covery quietly put an end to Long Branch; 
and, with resigned faces, we tried each to make 
the other believe she was enjoying herself. 
We all felt it was a sham, but it was an amiable 
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hypocrisy, and we pardoned each other. I 
knew that Lucy was feeling sorry for my 
asthma, which, haying been roused by the run, 
wasn’t going to allow itself to be put down by 
the after-repose; and that she was wishing I 
hadn’t been so penurious toward that imaginary 
pickpocket. I knew that Dora was secretly 
wishing herself at home with her babies, and 
sincerely commiserating her “poor George,” 
about the lack of his holiday. I knew they 
both must feel a strong inclination to give me 
a thorough dressing for that foolish delay of 
mine in the morning. I could have given my¬ 
self the said dressing with infinite satisfaction, 
if it would only have restored the lost ten 
minutes. But over the sparkling water we 
steamed, with melancholy, distorted smiles on 
our faces, “making believe” we were on a 
pleasure excursion, till the boat arrived at 
barren, stupid Sandy Ilook. 

Two hours to wait for the boat to return. 
No dinner to be had there; and seventy-five 
cents would not have bought it if there had 
been. Never mind! we had taken this trip for 
pleasure, and must try to keep up the wretched 
pretence that we had it. The elevated rail¬ 
road track at the Hook runs out for a long dis¬ 
tance, so us to meet the boat at low-water; 
across the ties are laid narrow planks for 
walkers. We were tired of staying on the 
deserted boat, and in dreary single-file pro¬ 
ceeded, like an Indian funeral processiou, 
along those planks. That walk was another 


mistake, for the keen, ooean breezes blew us 
almost into n state of famine. Diligent search 
produced a sable stewardess, who took com¬ 
passion on our tale of destitution, and for the 
amount of our surplus funds, furnished us with 
three tolerable sandwiches, and one intolerable 
cup of coffee. 

For a moment we were comforted; but too 
soon arose again the vision of that good, dis¬ 
appointed soul in the office on Broadway, and 
of the two children left on the very highway 
to destruction; and, during the homeward 
voyage, we didn’t even “make believe’* we 
were having a good time. 

When at last, after a more decorous transit 
than we made in the morning, we arrived at 
Pavonia Ferry, there saluted us a big man, 
with ireful tone. It was George. 

“I should like to know where you girls have 
been to-day?” he said. 

“Having a nice trip to Long Branch, dear,” 
replied Dora, demurely. Then catching sight 
of a neighbor coming off the in-coming boat, 

she cried, “ Oh, Mrs. B-, do you know if my 

children reached home safely?” 

“Yes, all right,” nods Mrs. B-, as the 

crowd pushes her past. And soon after, with 
firm resolutions on my part never to let any 
lady’s bewitching baby beguile me again into 
a loss of ten minutes, we wearily stepped into 
the homeward-bound cars, and in the relation 
of our experiences, really begin to enjoy our 
“Trip to Long Branch.” 


THE SILENT CITY. 

BY ANNA L. LEAR. 


A HTLL8TD* high, with western slope, 
Crowned with a city lair; 

And many men have brought their hope, 
And placed their treasure there. 

And often when the valleys round 
Are dusky with the night, 

The sunshine still, on this high ground, 
Floods everything with light 

The place is fair, and good to see, 
Adorned with works of art, 

While many a flowering shrub and tree 
Beauty and grace impart: 

And all its streets are planned with care, 
Its spires are glittering white. 

While marbles rise in every square, 
Reflecting back the light. 

There are no dirty, crowded lanes. 

No hemes where want is known; 

All share alike of loss or gains, 

And no oue seeks his own. 


Its shaded streets are grown with grass, 
Its dwellings dark and closed, 

And all are silent os you pass. 

As if they deep reposed! 

And so they do—for each rests well 
Within a narrow bed; 

And naught shall e’er thy peace dispel. 
Thou city of the dead! 

In thee no thought of all the toils 
That vex this transieut life, 

Thy qniet rest fore’er despoils, 

Or wakens thorn to strife. 

Oh, peaceful place! thou art the gate 
That opens into rest; 

The vestibule wherein we wait 
To hear our Lord’s behest 
To enter IIis dear court above. 

That all immortal stands, 

Bnthed in the light of Perfect Love, 

The House not made with bauds. 
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BY FRANK LEE BENEDICT. 


Juliet Maury appeared on the horizon of 
Marshlands. She was spoken of by the Wash- 
burnes as “our town cousin;” but in fact she 
was only a cousin once or twice removed from 
the younger Washburnes. She was no relation 
whatever to Robert, the elder son, for his 
father had married a second time, and the re¬ 
lationship was through the step-mother. Let mo 
tell you all, however, that is necessary to know 
about them, in as few words as possible. 

Loring Washburne, the father, had been the 
richest and most important man in the county— 
judge, congressman, senator, with a narrow 
miss of being President, once on a time. Ha 
was left a widower, with one son, and having 
scarcely reached middle-age, he naturally 
married again. He had been dead some years 
now. Mrs. Washburne was left with a largo 
flock of children, whose ages ranged from 
eight to eighteen; but luckily, she was equal 
to the charge devolving upon her, and there was 
any quantity of mouey. Marshlands belonged 
to Robert, having como to him along with a 
largo fortune from his own mother; but they 
all lived there together, for Robert and the 
second Mrs. Washburne were the best friends 
imaginable. It was one of the pleasantest fami¬ 
lies possible to find. They all had brains, cul¬ 
ture, good manners, excellent health, and better 
spirits. Robert, whose little secret I have set 
out specially to reveal, was past thirty; rather 
a grave, retiring man, with a weakness for 
books, and no taste for politics, which would 
have grieved his father, had he lived. Let us 
hope that in the world to which he had gone, 
even Americans cease to care for politics, so that 
he did not suffer at his son’s avoidance of them. 

Robert, after he left college and finished 
his travels, had studied law, but only because 
it had been his father’s wish, not from any in¬ 
tention of practising the profession. He had 
an unusual opinion in regard to his great for¬ 
tune. I hesitate to name it, for it will cer¬ 
tainly expose him to the contempt of all well 
regulated business minds, but I can’t help it. 
He honestly believed that fortune was placed in 
his hands to do all the good possible, and though 
as far removed as may be from the idea of a phi¬ 
lanthropist, he worked ten times harder than the 
most renowned, minus the flutter and Boise. 
414 


Yet he made great mistakes—people who try 
to live up to a theory almost always do. He 
stripped his life barer of blossoms than was 
decessary or right. Because a man has a 
mountain to climb, it is no reason why he 
should not admire the view spread before him, 
or stop to gather the fragrant flowers in his 
path. God never would have put so many 
pleasures in the world if He had not meant 
them to be enjoyed; the man who neglects 
them in the engrossment of labor, however im¬ 
portant, is doing a wrong to himself, and prac¬ 
tically saying that he is wiser than the Creator. 
He goes, in fact, to the other extreme from the 
man who wickedly gives himself wholly up to 
the enjoyment of those pleasures, regardless 
of the serious side of existence. You may 
carry that from the broodest, highest career, 
down to the narrowest end, it holds good 
everywhere, from the ambitious statesman, to 
the bustling housewife who refuses, when ne¬ 
cessary labors are done, to accept her neigh¬ 
bor’s invitation to tea, and so neglects an 
opportunity to brighten her prosaic round and 
rest her fretted nerves by a relaxation, ju3t as 
much offered by the Fatherly Power that seeks 
to guide every one of us, as the most important 
event which ever befell a nation. 

So you understand what I mean by saying 
that Robert Washburne was wrong. He had 
denuded the latter part of his youth of all 
charms, even persistently avoiding the chance 
of loving and being loved, lest it should inter¬ 
fere with the task that he had set himself. 

It was late summer now, and Until winter he 
always settled himself at the old country-house; 
but he did not rest on that accouut. There were 
countless letters; there was the school he had 
established in the neighboring town; the two 
hospitals; the—oh! it tires my laziness even 
to attempt an enumeration of his duties, be¬ 
cause I don’t pretend to live up to a theory 
myself, there must be somebody to wstch the 
busy folk and take note of their mistakes. 

The news of Miss Maury’s approaching visit 
did not interest or interfere with him in the 
least. The girls were often having guests of 
their own age, but Robert seldom saw them, 
except at dinner, and the young visitors were 
awed or incensed by his grave faoe and pre. 
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occupied manner, and supposed him older than 
Methusalah. 

It will seem odd that Miss Maury and her 
relatives should be entire strangers, but as her 
time since early childhood had been spent 
either in South America or Europe, with her 
ancle, the fact is easily explained. 

Juliet Maury arrived. There had been a pre¬ 
judice against her in the minds of her cousins 
of both sexes. It was founded on nothing ; but 
then it is human nature to be prejudiced against 
an unknown relative. She reached Marsh¬ 
lands early .one Tuesday morning, and before 
six o’clock, the whole group, from stately Marian 
down to small Tom, were in raptures over her, 
as most people were wherever she appeared. 

Robert came in late to dinner, tired, en¬ 
grossed with his own thoughts, bowing, and 
saying a few civil words to the guest when he 
was presented, and then giving himself up to 
his own reflections, in a way no mortal has a 
right to do at the dinner-table. Juliet Maury 
looked at him and came to the same decision. 
She had heard much and dreamed much about 
him, and in five minutes, with her woman’s 
quickness, she got at the bottom of his errors. 

Disturbed by the laughter and unusual noise, 
in his turn Robert came to a decision in regard 
to the young lady. She was witty, irreverent, 
perfect in dress, fascinating in manner, the 
most gorgeous specimen of the butterfly species, 
Robert thought, contemptuously. 

That evening a committee waited on him in 
his private library, so he saw no more of Miss 
Maury. He heard her, though, once as he 
passed through the hall; her beautiful, care¬ 
fully-tutored voice rang down in the drawing¬ 
room, in a frivolous melody from some bewitch¬ 
ing opera bouffe. Robert strode on with a 
frown—it was wicked to waste a voice like 
that in suoh trivialities! The only music he 
respected was German, baoause it was difficult, 
and usually hideous, I suppose. 

“My dear,” Mrs. Washburne said to her 
visitor, “you will see very little of Robert— 
the hardest working man!” 

Mr. Washburne isn't my cousin!” re¬ 
turned Juliet, indifferently, with a glance at 
Tom, aetat eighteen, which made him feel as if 
he were standing on his head. 

“But you mustn’t misunderstand Robert,” 
his step-mother went on, genuinely proud of 
her grave man. “He is so good—so noble; 
and when he has time, my love, nobody talks 
like Robert!” 

“ He’s just enchanting,” Marian added; 
« only he never has time. It’s a shame.” 


They all loved and were proud of their step¬ 
brother, and he was very kind to them. Per¬ 
haps they stood a little in awe of him; but it 
is a fortunate thing for youthful Americans to 
stand in awe of anybody. 

“As I have never heard him talk, I shall not 
be disappointed,” Miss Maury said. “Tom 
has time.” 

Tom again felt his head Jtuizz, as any boy of 
his age does, when a beautiful woman, three 
or four years older than himself, lavishes slight 
attentions upon him. 

It chanced, *the next morning, that Robert 
breakfasted with the family. Miss Maury, 
during the meal, talked French fashions, new 
novels, and brilliant nonsense. Robert read a 
scientific review over her head. His step¬ 
mother asked his opinion on some subject con¬ 
nected with a political article in the paper she 
held. Robert gave it. Behold, the butterfly 
left the fashions, swooped into the arena as if 
her wings were strong as an eagle’s, politely 
differed willi him, held her argument well, and 
absolutely proved the potent gentleman in the 
wroflg. Robert was as much astonished as if 
one of his mother’s canaries had burst into.a 
tirade in ancient Greek. 

Back to the fashions went Miss Maury. “A 
court train, my dear Marian, of Maria Louise 

blue, three rows of Duchess lace-” Robert 

pushed away his chair in disgust, and went out. 
The last sound he heard was Miss Maury’s 
Bilvery laugh over a bit of Tom’s nonsense— 
such a ringing, babyish laugh! Of course, he 
said, angrily, she had no ideas; her little har- 
rangue had been something learned parrot¬ 
like—another exhibition in reality of her frivo¬ 
lous nature. 

Two days passed, and Miss Maury several 
times surprised him in a similar raantffer. Never 
having made a study of butterflies, he was 
sorely puzzled by the dazzling creature, and fo 
his infinite wonder, caught himself thinking 
about her in the midst of his gravest pursuits. 

TIk third afternoon the young people wan¬ 
dered off to the brook, it being a nice, cloudy 
day, and the brook one of the few show-bits 
that the flat country about Marshlands could 
boast. Nobody thought of disturbing Robert 
by an invitation. He had politely declined 
accompanying his mother on a visit, because 
some wrong in the closely-built manufacturing 
town needed an eloquent letter of protest, which 
could not wait 

In the middle of the afternoon, he wanted a 
book he had given Marian to keep; and though 
he rarely yielded to an impulse now-a-dayq; 
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he did give way to the one that inspired him 
to go in search of Marian instead of sending a 
servant. 

He walked down through the meadows till he 
came near the brook, and in sight of what was 
altogether a pretty scene. In the background 
rose the gabled front of the old mansion; in 
front, the wide, rapidly-flowing stream, with 
clumps of alders, and here and there a graceful 
elm. Tom lay on the bank on the other side, 
shading his eyes with his bat, and laughing. 
Marian, with a basket for holding mosses on 
her arm, was looking at him half in reproof. 
Jenny was too busy at her task of taking care 
of some choice plant to notice what went on. 
In the middle of the brook, holding up her 
long train, that had become unfastened, Juliet 
Maury was picking her way over the slippery 
stones to where Robert stood. She and Tom 
had laid a wager that she could not cross alone 
without wetting her feet, encumbered with her 
train and her parasol; and in spite of Marian’s 
reproaches, Tom lay still to see their cousin 
lose the bet. 

“Stay where you ore!” Robert calldti as 
imperatively as he would have spoken to one 
of his sisters. “ Tom, you ought to be flogged! ” 

“A bet is a bet,” quoth Tom, sententiously. 

“I am doing very well,” returned Juliet, 
and added, to herself; “I’d rather have three 
duckings than let you help me, you old 
fossil!” 

8he took more steps forward, and was past 
the middle of the brook, when a treacherous 
stone slipped. Then she paused in a most un¬ 
comfortable position, for she was afraid to 
trust her other foot on the stone in advance of 
her. 

Mr. Washburn hurried toward her, saying, 

“Hold out your parasol—take care!” 

In his eagerness, he poised himself on one 
foot, and went souse (it’s the only word) into 
a hole, and was drenched to his knees; whereat 
Tom shouted, and then felt afraid of his 
brother’s ire. 

Robert got out of the hole and went in on 
the other side, and was so far beguiled out of 
his dignity by the ridiculous plight, that he 
laughed harder than Tom. 

In the meantime, Miss Maury had great 
difficulty to keep herself from a similar bath. 
The first thing she knew, she was elevated in 
the philanthropist’s arms, and he waded ashore 
with her in composed silence. 

“I wish you had staid and minded your 
own affairs,” snapped Miss Maury, as he placed 
her on dry land. “You’ve lost me my bet.” 


“Come up to the house,” Baid he; “I'm sure 
you have wet your feet.” 

“I hope I have,” cried she. “ I hope it will 
give me cold and a consumption—it will be all 
your fault.” 

Then they looked at each other, and both 
burst out laughing, and felt better-acquainted 
than six months of ordinary intercourse could 
have made them. They walked on a short dis¬ 
tance, then Juliet said, 

“It is not exactly polite to leave the 
girls.” 

“They are coming,” Robert said, carelessly. 
“Anyway, it’s no matter.” 

“I beg your pardon,” replied she; “in my 
creed it is. I have been wanting to quarrel 
with you all day about just such things.” 

“What have I done wrong?” he asked, a 
good deal amused at being thus taken to task. 

“Everything,” she replied. “You are so full 
of one idea that your life is lop-sided—that’s 
making a wickedness out of a virtue.” 

“An example?” questioned he. 

“Take.this morning,” said she, stopping, 
and leaning on her parasol. “Your mother 
wanted you to go and call on old Mrs. Dor- 
hamer. She has been ill, and is very fond of 
you—wants to see you; yet you would not give 
up your protest-making to go.” 

“She could wait—the suffering poor could 
not.” 

“I beg your pardon; she was the nearest 
sufferer, consequently your duty was to gratify 
her. With all your wisdom, you haven’t learned, 
that when interruptions come to your work, God 
sends them as much as he doerf the work, and 
they have a meaning.” 

Robert was silent. Her simple faith was 
more than a match for all his philosophy. 

“Go on,” he said, at last. 

“You start in the morning on important 
business; you are in such a hurry that you 
neglect, some person you meet, who needed, per¬ 
haps, only a word of sympathy. You’d have 
obeyed the Saviour’s precepts betterjf you had 
let the loved scheme wait while you performed 
the duty of the moment. Great projects/ire in 
God’s hands; the small duties of life he leaves 
much more under our control. Neglect them; 
refuse the smile required to make the home- 
circle happy—the petty sacrifice of giving up 
your books, your letters—and you may found 
hospitals, and right crying wrongs, and in God’s 
eyes have failed; because in His eyes all human 
things are equal.” 

She stopped—laughed—blushed, but did not 
retreat from her earnestness. 
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44 It sounds priggish, and isn’t very clear,” < 
she added; 44 but you know what I mean.” 

Robert made no answer. They walked on. j 
Most people would have supposed him offended. | 
Juliet knew he was thinking. ; 

“You have showed me daily life in a new j 
light,” he said, abruptly. “You make me j 
ashamed, but I am obliged to you. How does 
it happen you have thought so deeply on such 
subjects? Young ladies usually-” 

“You consider midges, as you did me! My 
dear sir, you stare so persistently at your 
mountain, that every other object appears 
dwarfish and contemptible. Girls may not be 
mountains, but they are not dwarfs on that 
account.” 

Then she completed his bewilderment by 
another elfish change. She began to sing one ; 
of the opera bouffe songs, and waved her hand 
backward at Tom to join in the chorus. 

44 Now you’re annoyed,” said she, looking at 
Robert; ‘‘another instance of your blindness! 
That air is full of melody—perfect in its way, 
no matter if the words are frivolous. A poem 
may not be an epic, but it is poetry never¬ 
theless. An epic may be dry reading; so virtue 
can be exaggerated till it’s hideous! And now 
I’ve got to the end of my aphorisms! Do tell 
me if you think I look well in violet? I’ve 
always had my doubts.” 

And the learned man had to acknowledge 
that he hardly knew what violet was. 

“I expected it,” said she; “yet God made 
the different colors. It was not beneath Him; 
though you could not be frivolous enough to 
turn from your mammoth projects to study 
them.” 

With that last thrust she retired from the 
argument, and before he could resume it, had 
begun talking so pleasantly about every-day 
subjects, robing them with the charm moon¬ 
light does commonplace objects, that he forgot 
everything else. 

By the time they reached the house, she had 
floated round to his pet hobbies, talked so well 
about them, and understood so evidently what 
she was saying, that he was in a state of de¬ 
light, and actually, to Tom’s indignation, took 
her off into the library to show her plans for j 
some new hospital buildings. 

She thoroughly enchanted him for two hours, l 
then she rose to go, and deliberately scratched 
him in the most ruthless manner, by her part¬ 
ing words. 

“Yet* after all, Mr. Washburne,” said she, 
“though you do live on the heights, you are 
no better than us insects at the bottom. You \ 
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couldn’t give up your protest to please a poor, 
sick woman, or your mother; something that is 
a momentary pleasure comes along, you yield 
to it as easily as a butterfly of a woman, and 
actually forget all about your grand duties.” 

She left him thoroughly humiliated, stopped 
at the door, and added, 

“And being human and inconsistent makes 
you ever so much more pleasant. Do try it 
often. You’ll find that the grand projects will 
get on just as well.” 

She danced off like a silly child of sixteen, 
and he felt as if he had been under the do¬ 
minion of an enchantress. 

So, without warning, Robert Washbtlrne’s 
new life burst upon him. I use the word ad¬ 
visedly—to say a change, does not express it. 
It was a fresh, hitherto unrevealed world into 
which he entered. Straight into dream-land 
he drifted—philosopher, reformer, though he 
was; and the holiest, the most beautiful and 
precious gift that God bestowed on man, de¬ 
scended upon him. He loved! He was un¬ 
conscious at first—men like him are often as 
reticent with themselves as a young girl could 
be; but he saw the truth, finally; he knew 
that existence would be bare, in spite of tri¬ 
umphs, empty, in spite of duties performed, 
one-sided and incomplete, in spite of his t alents, 
unless the marvelous dream held out could bo 
made reality. 

The days glided by. There was always some 
plan of amusement on foot; there were guests, 
excursions, picnics; and Robert came out of 
his shell, allowed himself the relaxation and 
rest he needed, and was as happy as if he had 
been a humming-bird, instead of a genius. 

Mrs. Washburne and Marian were wise 
enough to keep the rest of the household from 
commenting on the change, and managed him 
so artfully, with their pretty, loving, woman’s 
craft, that he was ablo to believe that he ex¬ 
cited neither curiosity or surprise. 

He was always Miss Maury’s attendant, and 
the two had reached that stage where he could 
talk more freely to her than he had ever done 
to any human being, and be certain, not only 
of her perfectly comprehending, but of her 
giving sympathy when she considered him 
right, and understanding criticism when she 
perceived that he was in error. 

Yet even in the bewildering charm of a first 
passion, Robert Washburne, like most men who 
have long given undue prominence to one idea, 
could not get sufficiently out into the daylight 
to see clearly. He dreamed of his love, but 
his love was to be subservient to the grjgat 


Digitized by v^iOOQLe 



418 


-—----- - ——y 

“OUR TOWN COUSIN/' 


purpose of his life. This woman, whom he 
could not permit to go from him, must enter 
heart and soul into that purpose; absorb her 
own individuality therein; walk hand in hand 
with him; and, consequently, though he could 
not believe it now, he would gradually forget 
how tender the hand he held was, how easily 
tired the feet that he hurried along, and so 
sacrifice her happiness—inasmuoh as a true 
woman must have all or nothing—to the schemes 
which ho allowed to grow to a tyrannical, cruel 
Juggernaut, under which he would let the 
every-day comfort of their lives be crushed. 

The hour came when he let his heart speak; 
not from intention; when the conversation 
began he had no idea whither it would drift; 
yet it led him on and on, till he told his whole 
secret out. But he was a man, and he had 
lived for one idea, so ho blundered atrociously. 
It was not half so much of his love he talked, 
as of her sharing his work, and of his grand 
hopes. He never knew that it all sounded 
arrogant, and almost as if he considered him¬ 
self condescending in allowing tho woman to 
share such glories. 

She heard him through, but never looked 
up. Except that she was paler than ordinary, 
there was no sign that his words moved her in 
any way. He paused, looked wonderingly at 
her, and said quickly, 

“You don’t speak. I have mistaken. I-” 

Then the groat heart, hidden under all, cried 
out, wildly, and only left him power to repeat 
her name. “Juliet! Juliet!” 

“I was waiting for you to lltaish,” she said, 
slowly, lifting her brown eyes tb his face, and 
they looked at him with a sort of cold disdain, 
though there was a weary trouble under. “ Have 
you said all that you wished ?” 

“All that I can,” he gasped. “Forgive me, 
if I have otfended you.” 

“When an honest man offers a woman his 
heart, Mr. Washburne, he pays her a tribute 
which cannot anger her.” 

“And I do offer it-” 

“I have not heard you,” she interrupted. 
“You offered me a share in your lifo; the 
chance to sacrifice myself to your hideous, de¬ 
formed sense of duty-” 

“Juliet! Juliet!” 

“I refuse to do it,” she went on, regardless 
of bis speech. “Sir, I am a woman. The man 
I marry must love me, heart and soul-” 

“As I do! As I do!” 

“I think I should not bo wicked in my ex¬ 
actions,” she continued, pitilessly. “I would 
qgfl be a drawback. 1 should despise him, if 


my love made him neglect duty; but at least, 
scorn would be mixed with pity. But when a 
man would make me his wife, and place the 
schemes of this world, no matter how noble, 
how religious, before his love, I hate him, be* 
cause he is so blinded by selfishness-” 

“Juliet!” 

“I will finish!” she exclaimed, white as 
death, her great eyes blazing with excitement. 
“ That man takes my soul into his hands, and 
tramples on it in his madness. Oh, sir! he 
may work, ho may build, he may shield or¬ 
phans, save countries, but God shall call him 
to account for that one feeble soul; and all his 
good deeds will look the more hideous from his 
terrible sin.” 

“Youcanspeak like this to me?” he said, 
sadly. 

“Because it is the truth. Perhaps you think 
you love me I You don’t know what love is! 
How dare you ask me to sacrifice my life to 
your idol—your Joss ? a monster that I loathe. 

I want my happiness. God means me to have 
it. Love only can give that.” 

“No man ever offered a purer, a greater, 
Juliet.” 

“ Still, you mistake. Your blindness is hope¬ 
less.” 

“Are you like other women?” he asked, 
drearily. “Do you want, mo to give up a great 
task, and dance attendance at operas and 
balls-’ 

“God gives the ability to appreciate music 
and every other pleasure ; so He means them 
to be enjoyed, as much as Ho means work to 
be done,” she broke in. “Why, the very way 
in which you misunderstand me, proves how 
mad I should be to trust my happiness in your 
hands.” 

“You do not love me. I am answered,” he 
whispered. 

“Look here!” she cried, roused out of her¬ 
self. “If a man, who was a hopeless drunkard, 
asked me to marry him, wouldn’t you think 
me an idiot to consent?” 

“The comparison is none in this case.” 

“Excuse me ! The man is a lunatic on one 
point. You, and men like you, Are just ns mad in 
your way. The drunkard would forget his love 
in his frenzy; beat me—outrage me, morally. 
You would forget all the sweet necessities of 
daily tenderness, and let mo see that I was not 
heart of your heart, soul of your soul, because 
you would not crush them as you would me. I’d 
rather have my body beaten and bruised, than 
my soul stifled and chilled.” 

| She arose from her chair. He cat shading 
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his eyes with his hand, so worn and pallid, that 
she paused. 

“I have spoken harshly,” she said. “I am 
a bad-tempered woman. Forgive me. The 
time may come when you will see more clearly 
than now. If it does, you will cease to be 
angry; you will understand that such love as 
yours was an outrage. You will pardon me, 
then.” 

She was gone. Hours elapsed before Robert 
left the library. When he did so, Juliet had 
departed from the house, called away suddenly, 
by a telegram from her uncle; and everybody 
was in despair, and Marian indignant with her 
elder brother, because he manifested so little 
sorrow at their loss. 

Robert Washburne lived for his mission two 
years longer; more and more absorbed therein ; 
more and more regardless of everything else. 
Then the end came. 

You will say that, like any other romancer, 
I am forcing a denouement. I am only following 
out the law of natural retribution, whereby 
God often, mercifully, through painful disci¬ 
pline, sets a mind like Robert Washburne’s 
face to face with the light. 

Intense mental exertion, neglect of his physi¬ 
cal health, night-work, irregular hours, rfll 
combined to bring on Robert Washburne the 
horrible scourge which afflicts so many of the 
intellectual toiler^ of this generation. 

One day he did not appear at dinner. Mrs. 
Washburne went herself to call him. Ho was 
sitting in his arm-chair by the library-table, 
his head drooped, the left arm hanging help¬ 
lessly down, the eye and left corner of his 
mouth drawn and distorted. A glance told the 
whole story. He had been stricken with pa¬ 
ralysis! 

Weeks later he could sit up; could talk, write 
a letter, his mind unimpaired ; but active labor, 
mental or physical, was over with him. The 
mission, which he arrogantly believed no mind 
but his could fulfill, must end, or be left to 
others. 

You can easily understand what the next six 
months taught Robert Washburne. He learned 
the lesson aright; and when he had done so, this 
was what he wrote to Juliet Maury, in her far- 
off Italian home. 

“I do see that you were right, and I beg 
your pardon. The brightness wont out of my 
life when yoh left me; but you were right to 
■| 50 . I wish, for my own sake, that I could say 
I forgave you then; but it is a fit humiliation 
that I should force myself to write the exact 
truth. I tried to hate—to despise you. I 


dared to do it. You, the clear-sighted, broad- 
souled woman, who beheld the verity so per¬ 
fectly, whose life I ventured to term frivolous, 
while it was so much loftier than mine, inas¬ 
much as it was regulated by the rule that faith 
in God alone can give. 

“Sitting here, a prisoner in my chair, or 
feebly moving about with my crutch, like an 
aged man, my life seems practicatly to have 
come to an end. I should once have thought 
so myself. I see more clearly now. I remem¬ 
ber the words He spoke to His Apostles, which 
alluded to ‘the death whereby He should glo¬ 
rify God.’ So I know that illness, Suffering, 
death, may be made the means of obeying His 
will, as truly as the greatest achievements this 
world can boast. 

“I look back, now, and I think you will not 
De angry—that you did care for me. It is 
natural to suppose—it could not be otherwise— 
that these years of silence have ended that 
feeling, even if my arrogance and selfishness 
did not kill it outright. But it is pleasant to 
me to believe that you once cared. I know 
your nobleness too well to fear that you will 
Do angry. I know that if it were not true you 
would leave me to my delusion, because it helps 
to make tho days pleasant to me. 

“Probably, long since, some man fit to be 
your husband, has come to you with a ques¬ 
tion, from his soul to yours, and found a re¬ 
sponse. I hope it may be so. I think that in 
| the idea of your happiness I could forget my 
own pain; or, at least, through the lessons you 
; first helpod me to acquire, learn to make that 
j pain of some benefit in this life of discipline. 

{ “ I find that in writing thus vaguely, I have 

not been so honest as I promised myself to be 
when I began. I know—my mother has told me 
that you are reported to be engaged. Perhaps, 
{ but for that fact, I should never have written 
this letter. Coming now, I believe you will be 
glad to recoive it, and looking back kindly on 
my memory, as on that of one dead, will own 
I tried to set right the errors of rny life, tried 
humbly and patiently, not in the blind arro¬ 
gance which animated my motives in the past. 

“So I bid you farewell, and say, God bless 
you! It may be, that hereafter you will afford 
me the sweetest moment this world could 
offer—the privilege of seeing you again. Not 
now—I have ceased to play the Spartan—I 
could not see you now! Yet, you are not to 
picture me weak and wretched, so that your 
dear, womanly heart, so impulsive, so warm, 
in spite of its pride, may be led into remorseful 
pity for me. No human being ever did me so 
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much good as you have done. My desolate 
life would be tenfold colder if I had not the 
blessed days of that last summer to look back 
upon. 

“Some time, then, in the future, when I feel 
my last strength failing, I shall send for you, 
and you will come.” 

The pages ended as abruptly as they began, 
and were sent away unread, 
v It was less than a month, when & letter was 
brought to Robert Washburne. He recognized 
Juliet’s writing on the envelope. When he 
opened it, this was what he read, 

“Once on a time, you asked me to marry 
you, and I refused. You did not then know 
what love was—so I did right. But I refused 
you, with hot, bitter words, and then I was 
unwomanly, because I knew at the time you 
sinned unwittingly. I recognized in you a 
man who possessed nobler qualities than any 
I had ever met; but-I saw, too, that only 
wretchedness could await me in accepting a 
share in your life. 

“My friend, I loved you then. I could never 
have been so angry, otherwise. I have loved 
you since. I love you now. I refused you. I 
now offer you a triumph, if you wished to seize 
it; for I ask you to marry me. What shall 
you answer? 

“You will believe I do this from pity. You 
overrate me so much that you will think I am 
prompted by some heroic idea of solf-sacrifice. 
I do not know if I should be capable of it; Iwt 
I know it would be wicked: so I should not 
attempt it. God does not give us-our lives 


with the privilege of ruining them by a mis¬ 
taken sense of duty, any more than by suicide. 

“I love you—reason enough! You know 
what love is now; that was your only lack in 
my eyes. Heart of your heart, soul of your 
soul—you would make me that, now. Thus 
regarded, misfortune, illness, has nothing to 
do with the matter. If I had married you, long 
ago, I should be by you It is my place, just 
the same, and I claim it. Other women might 
hesitate, I cannot tell; I may be unwomanly, 
but I fail to see it. I have no more hesitation 
in writing that I must come to you, than I 
should have if I were your wife, writing after 
a long, unavoidable absence, to say that my 
heart yearned to see you, and forget all the 
weary years of separation with the first glance 
of your dear eyes, the first touch of your dear 
hand. 

“I am in America. I am near at hand. Call 
me, and I shall come.” 

He only thought that meant he was to write. 
Involuntarily his lips framed aloud the word, 

“Juliet! Juliet!” 

The door opened, and in an instant she was 
kneeling at his feet, her arms about his neck. 

There was no possibility of fear or doubt for 
Mm as to the right of accepting her sacrifice, 
if claiming her happiness could be that. 

Have I told you enough? Not quite; though 
you will say it is only more of my romance. 
Four years after their marriage, Robert Wash¬ 
burne began to recover his health, and to-day 
he is as well and strong as you or I: and Marsh¬ 
lands is the happiest home I know. 
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Did his dark eyes turn to mine, 

As we trod the mazy dance, 

With n love that shone divine? * 

Did I blush beneath his glance? 

My heart beat wild with rapture sweet 
My soul seemed in a trance. 

Did they miss ns from the room, 

When we stole out 'neath the sky ? 

In the dim night's dusky gloom, 

Where the dewy roses sigh ? 

In all that gayly, brilliant throng, 

Was one so blest as 1 ? 

Did I lend a willing ear 
While he whispered, soft and low ? 

Did I hold the wooer dear? 

Do yon think I answered •‘No?* 1 

The earth was flushed with beauty rare, 
Life wore a golden glow. 


Was It heart that spoke to heart? 

Was it soul that clung to soul ? 

Is there aught onr lives to part? 

Can the waves between us roll? 

The lore we cherish, full of strength, 
Will spurn all weak control. 

We have tasted bliss supreme; 

Shall we feel the piercing blast, 
When we wako from this bright dream 
To a world of woe at last ? 

No shadow dark can dim onr faith, 

No grief blot out the past 

He has claimed me all his own. 

We are bound by solemn ties: 

When this first, sweet joy has flown, 

Do you think a cloud will rise ? 

True love will make our happy home 
An earthly Paradise. 


Digitized by CnOOQle 




JENNY TRACY’S FIRST GERMAN. 


BY JOHN JACKSON. 


“Oh, aunty! if I shouldn’t have a partner, 

I don’t know what I should do!” exelaimed 
Jenny Tracy, as she sat on the floor in her 
chamber, her hair in crimping-pins, regarding 
with anxious eyes her first ball-dress, as it lay 
upon the bed. 

“ Now don’t worry yourself about a partner, ” 
replied her aunt, energetically twitching her 
needle back and forth, as she sewed the last : 
Book upon one of the numerous skirts which I 
was to help make her niece’s evening toilet; 
“I don’t think there’s any danger but that 
you’ll have one.” 

“ But I do think there is danger—real danger! 
There’s Jack Storrow and Frank Atherton, 
both asked me a week ago, but we girls all 
made a solemn compact that we would not en¬ 
gage ourselves more than a day in advance, 
and so I had to lose those two splendid chances 
just for that promise. Here it is three o’clock, 
and I haven’t got a partner yet—and I know 
every one will be engaged. I declare, if no 
one asks me, I’ll come straight home; say I’ve 
got a headache, or something or other. I don’t 
think I could endure being a ‘wall-flower’ at 
my first German. Oh, aunty! wouldn’t it be 
dreadful?” 

“Horrible!” dryly replied her aunt, who was 
used to Jenny’s excitable outbursts, and always 
met them with the utmost calmness. “I don’t 
know but what, if I were you, I should be 
almost tempted to stay at home rather than run 
the risk.” 

“Now, auntie, you don’t really mean it? 
No, I know you don’t. But, seriously, you 
can’t appreciate how I should feel, to have the 
older set smile calmly down upon me, and I 

without- Hark! there’s the door-bell! If 

it should be some one for me!” and Jenny 
sprang up, and running into the entry, stood 
leaning over the bannisters while the servant- 
girl opened the door. 

“Oh, auntie!” she whispered, dancing up 
and down, and clapping her hands noiselessly, 
“ it is a bouquet! As sure as you’re alive, it’s 
a bouquet. Quick, Biddy, give it to me! Is 
the boy waiting?” 

Jenny hastily tore open the note which ac¬ 
companied the flowers, and read it aloud to her 
aunt, who stood smiling beside her with the 


bouquet in her hand, from which the paper had 
not yet been removed. 

“Mr. Holland presents his compliments to 
Miss Traey, and begs her acceptance of the 
accompanying bouquet, and also solicits her 
hand for the German this evening.” 

“Ralph Holland, aunty! Ralph Holland! 
The very best dancer here! It’s too elegant 
for anything in this world! Let me take the 
paper off the bouquet. Isn’t it exquisite? Tea- 
roses, heliotrope! Oh, delicious! But, now, I 
must write my answer;” and she fluttered 
across the room to her writing-desk. “What 
shall I say ? ‘Miss Tracy presents her com¬ 
pliments, and— t—‘ 9 No, that is just like his. 
‘Miss Tracy accepts with pleasure Mr. Hol¬ 
land’s invitation for the German, and thanks 
him sincerely for his exquisite bouquet.’ How 
is that auntie? I shall probably spoil half-a- 
dozen sheets of paper before I get it right.” 

Mrs. Wilson put the flowers in water, and in 
a much shorter time than could have been ex¬ 
pected, considering the portentousness of the 
event, the note was written and dispatched— 
and Jenny threw herself on the lounge with a 
sigh of perfect satisfaction. 

“Now, child, I hope you’ll go to sleep,” said 
Mrs. Wilson, as she drew down the curtains, 
and threw a shawl over Jenny. “Will you 
come to tea, or shall I send something up to 
you?” 

“Send something up to me, auntie—that’s a 
dear. There’s notdanger of my going to sleen, 
but I shan’t dress my hair until the very last 
| minute; and, of course, I can’t go to the supper- 
table with it up in crimping-pins.” 

“ But you must be sure and be ready in time. 
Mrs. Stoughton wilt be here punctually at half¬ 
past eight, and you must not keep her waiting 
this cold night. A pretty chaperone she is, I 
must confess; just about as steady as you are 
yourself. I am thankful John Reed is going, 
my mind will be easier abqut you.” 

“John Reed!” exclaimed Jenny, impatiently. 
“I do wish you wouldn’t always bring in John 
Reed! I don’t see what he wants to go for at 
all. He never dances; and he’d be much more 
ax home down stairs with his books and papers 
than he ever will be in a ball-room. He is too 
old for Germans.” 
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“Too old for Germans!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Wilson, bristling in defence of her favorite. 
“ I declare, I believe these young college sprigs 
would like to drive everybody out of society 
but just their own set. But if you call him too 
old, I should like to know what, you think of 
Ben Ramsay, a superanuated old bachelor, who 
has beaued every generation since I was a girl, 
and will probably waltz with you to-night. 
He's old enough to.be John Reed’s father.” 

“Oh! Mr. Ramsay’s an established fact; 
Branton couldn’t have a German without him; 
but John Reed is quite another man.” 

“Yes, I should say he was,” exclaimed Mrs. 
Wilson, “quite another man. I can tell you 
one thing, Miss Jenny, John Reed’s little finger 
has got more sense in it than the heads of .all 
your scatter-brained students put together.” 

“Aunty, if you say anything more about 
John Reed, I shall hate the sight of him. He’s 
a very good, wise man, I’ve no doubt, but I don't 
think I like your very good men ; at any rate, 
they are out of place at a German. Don’t ex¬ 
pect me to worship your idol, auntie doar, and 
please shut the door, and leave me in peace.” 

Mrs. Wilson retired in virtuous indignation, 
and Jenny closed her eyes, not to sleep, but to 
dream those delicious day-dreams which come 
only to a girl of eighteen. 

Jenny Tracy was an orphan and an heiress. 
Both her parents died when Bhe was too young 
to realize their loss; and she had lived, ever 
since she was a baby, with her widowed aunt, 
who, being childless herself, idolized her niece, 
and allowed herself to be affectionately tyran¬ 
nized over by that young woman from morning 
until night. 

The family of Mrs. Wilson consisted of her¬ 
self, Jenny, and tho John Reed before men¬ 
tioned. The latter was a bachelor of about 
thirty, a thoroughly honest, straightforward, 
intelligent man, devoted to his books, and 
supporting himself entirely by his pen, and 
the tutorship of those students who were often 
sent to Brenton to rusticate. Mrs. Wilson 
looked upon him as a model man in every re¬ 
spect, and was constantly holding him up to 
Jenny’s many admirers, who mostly all be¬ 
longed to that class of young men who glory 
in button-hole bouquets, velveteen coats, and 
waxed mustaches. 

A few hours later, Jenny Tracy fluttered down 
stairs looking like a little fairy, in her fleecy 
dress of white tarlatan, trimmed with rose-buds 
and forget-me-nots; the same delicate flowers 
in her hair. Her aunt followed her, loaded 
with wraps of various descriptions. 


John Reed sat in his evening-dress, reading 
the paper; he laid it aside as Jenny came in, 
and remarked, “Well, Miss Jenny, you are 
very punctual; you look very nice, indeed.” 

Jenny gave a little impatient toss of her head, 
but made no reply. “Very nice, indeed,” she 
quoted to herself; “as if I didn't leok that 
every day of my life. I don’t believe he knows 
but what I have got on my morning-dress!” 

“Now, Biddy,” said Mrs: Wilson, to thri 
admiring handmaid, who stood with both hands 
on her hips, gazing at Jenny with perfect de¬ 
light. “Now, Biddy, put on Miss Jenny’s 
rubbers.” 

“Oh, auntie!” cried Jenny, “I can't wear 
rubbers—they’ll be sure to stain my boots; 
besides, I couldn’t get them on over these high 
heels; and there really is no need of them, for 
it’s only a step to the carriage.” 

“Now, Jenny Tracy, I will be firm in some 
things. You are not going out to-night in those 
thin boots with nothing over them. Biddy, run 
up to my room and bring me down my knit- 
shoes. They’ll keep her feet nice and warm.” 

Jenny remonstrated, but in vain; Biddy 
came in with tho shoes, and her aunt peremp¬ 
torily ordered Jenny to put out her foot. 

“There, John, I just want you to look at 
that boot,” cried Mrs. Wilson. “Did you ever 
see such a heel? If she doesn’t break her 
neck, or sprain her ankle before morning, I 
shall be surprised.” 

Jenny laughed, and looked down compla¬ 
cently at the little foot in its blue-kid boot, 
with its silver heel nearly two iirches high. 

John Reed looked down at the little foot too; 
but he only remarked, 

“Oh! I suppose Mi#s Jenny knows howto 
manage them.” 

“Well,” said Mrs. Wilson, as she wrapped 
Jenny up in a thick, blue opera-cloak, “all I 
can say is, that if anything does happen to her, 
I want you to look out for her, John.” 

“Indeed, auntie, Mr. Reed need not trouble 
himself about me at all; you seem to forget 
that I have a .chaperone.” 

“Don’t be disturbed, Miss Jenny,” said Mr. 
Reed, with the utmost composure, “I promise 
not to come near you during the evening, unless 
you especially request it.” 

Jenny made no reply, but thought to herself 
that there would be no danger of her calling 
on him for any.^ball-room attentions. At that 
moment the sound of a carriage stopping at the 
gate was heard, and Jenny hurried out while 
her aunt stood in the hall holding the door 
open. 
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“Now don’t sit up for her, Mrs. Wilson,” behind her. Sbe danced every turn, and had the 
called out pretty Mrs. Stoughton, from the satisfaction of knowing that half the girls in 
inside of tjie carriage, “for there’s no knowing the room wore envying her the possession of 
when we shall be home. Mr. Reed, won’t you Ralph Holland. 

get in with us? There’s plenty of room.” Ralph Holland, the beau, par excellency of 

“No, I thank you, Mrs. Stoughton: I’ve Branton, with his tall figure, light hair, curling 
too much respect for Miss Jenny’s tarlatan to mustache, and exquisitely-fitting coat and boots, 
run the risk of crushing it, to sny nothing of to say nothing of his pleasant speeches! Oh, 
your own dress.” how many of them he favored Jenny with that 

“So,” thought Jenny, to herself, as, John night! 

Reed shut the carriage-door, and walked away, Jenny was too excited to realize how very 
“he did notice what I had on, after all, even silly they were, or how seldom any one ever 
if he did think I looked only very nice.” heard anything else from his lips, although 

Who can portray the delights of a ball-room they did sometimes bring the color to her 
for those to whom youth has not lost all its cheeks, rather uncomfortably; and she could 
freshness? The few moments of preparation not help knowing that he had said the same 
in the dressing-room, when all is excitement, things, with slight variations, to half a dozen 
is of itself a perfect study to a quiet observer; of her acquaintances. 

the greetings for each fresh arrival; the side- Only once did she think of Mr. Reed. Then 
glances as strangers throw aside their cloaks, she saw him silting pn one of the back rows ef 
displaying the gorgeousness of their apparel seats, talking with the mother of one of the 
to the critical eyes of the residents; the appa- young men, whom he was trying his best to 
rent unconsciousness of all the young women have ready for the next examination at Har- 
that manly forms in swallow-tails and light yard, and apparently quite oblivious to the 
kids are hovering just outside the sacred pre- white tarlatan, or blue kid-boots, 
cincts, waiting to pounce upon the fair ones as But there is no gold without its alloy; and 
they issue forth ; the complacent looks of the so poor Jenny found. She was trying the new 
matrons, as they gaze about them, each one step with Ralph Holland, before the admiring 
perfectly confident that her daughter will bear eyes of half the room, when in attempting the 
away the pahn; all form a picture which one reverse, she made a misstep—one of those 
may look upon and enjoy, even if not par- treacherous heels turned under her; and be- 
ticipating in the gaycty oneself. With flushed fore Ralph Holland could prevent it, she 
checks, bright eyes, and quickly-beating heart, dropped at his feet, with a suppressed cry of 
under the charge of Mrs. Stoughton, Jenny pain. Instantly she was surrounded with a 
made her appearance in the hall. Although group of ladies and gentlemen; the latter all 
many ladies were there before her, Jenny was extending their hands at once to help her to 
hardly inside the door, when she was com- rise. Suffering, as she was, the ludicrousness 
pletely surrounded by a group of admirers; of the scene struck her with such force, that 
and if she had been without a partner for the she could not helplaughing, assbesaid, “Thank 
German, oil her anxiety would have been im- you; but. I think one will be enough;” and she 
mediately set at rest, for many were the solid- put her hand in Ralph Holland’s, and attempted 
tations for her hand. to get up; but it was in vain, for almost faint- 

Ralph Holland at once claimed her, and in- ing, she sank back, while Mrs. Stoughton 
formed her that he had been asked to lead. knelt and supported her. 

Oh, joy inexpressible! to lead at her first “I think I have sprained my ankle,” she 
German, with several of that “older set” look- said, faintly. “What shall I do?” 
ing on, all of them splendid dancers! It was “Don’t you think you can possibly get up, 
almost too much. dear?” asked Mrs. Stoughton. “Don’t try to 

When the German commenced, Jenny’s cup step om that foot.” 
of pleasure was full to the brim. An exquisite “It’s no use, I can’t do it. I wish some one 
bouquet; a new dress, with a train that hung to would ask Mr. Reed to come here.” 
perfection; blue kid-boots, with silver heels * Immediately three zealous youths rushed for 

four-buttoned gloves; and the best partner in Mr. Reed, who instantly rose, and walked 
the room. Could any one ask for more? quickly across the floor. 

Jenny thought not. She was radiant with “What is it, Miss Jenny? Have you hurt 
hnppincss. Honors flowed in on her so fast, yourself?” 

that she fyad a little heap of them on the seat 4 “ I have sprained my ankle, she said, 
Vol. LIX.—28 
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looking up at him, piteously. “ What shall 
Ido?” 

For answer, John Rood stooped, and took 
the little figure in his arms, and bore it off to 
the dressing-room, followed by Mrs. Stoughton, 
leaving the young men to exchange significant 
glances, and secretly wish they had had the 
conrage to do the same thing. 

In the dressing-room, Mrs. Stoughton got off 
Jenny’s boot, by cutting away all the buttons, 
and wrapped her op in her cloak, while Ralph 
Holland, who had come to the doorway, ran 
for a carriage; but Jenny would not allow her 
chaperone to- leave the ball at that hour, say¬ 
ing she would go home with Mr. Reed. Then, 
suddenly remembering that she had not asked 
that gentleman if he would go with her, the 
color rushed to her pale cheeks, and she looked 
up at him in great confusion, as she said, 
“That is, if he iB willing to leave on my ac¬ 
count.” 

“Certainly, Miss Jenny,” said John Reed. 
“You know I promised to be ready when you 
needed me. The carriage is here. Put your 
hand on my shoulder, so. You are as light, as 
light as a feather.” 

• “Good-night, Miss Jenny,” said Ralph Hol¬ 
land, as Mr. Reed deposited her safely in the 
carriage. “May I call to-morrow, and see how 
you are?” 

“ Yes; if you like,” said Jenny, rather faintly. 
“But I am afraid I shan’t be able to see you.” 

“Don’t predict anything ns sad as that,” 
answered Ralph, in as touching a tone as he 
dared use, with John Reed sitting by to hear. 
Then he shut the door, and went back to the 
ball-room, inwardly storming at himself for 
playing second actor in a scene, where, if he 
had only had a little forethought and decision, 
he might have shone as the leading Actor. 

When the carriage stopped at the house, good 
Mrs. Wilson came hurrying to the door, in 
dressing-gown and night-cap, wondering what 
had brought Jenny home so early, and horri¬ 
fied when she found that her prediction in re¬ 
gard to those heels had proved only too true. 

The next day Ralph Holland called; but 
Jenny could not leave her room. He soon fol¬ 
lowed up his call with another, leaving at the 
door a bouquet and delicately-perfumed note. 
Jenny received the flowers with a smile; but 
When she had read the note, she tore it up and 
threw it into the fire, exclaiming, under her 
breath—“trash!” 

“Trash!” said aunt Wilson; “and from 
Ralph Holland? Why, it isn’t a week since 
you danced with delight, because he sent you 


a bouquet and a note; and now, when he does 
the same thing, you turn up your nose.” 

“The other was just a polite note, such as 
anyone might write; but this was—pshaw!” 
And Jenny tossed her head and trotted her 
well foot, impatiently; 

Suddenly, she spoke agAin, “I must say, 
auntie, that if Ralph Holland does write silly 
notes, he shows a great deal more interest in 
me than a certain gentleman living in the same 
house with me. He has never had the politeness 
to inquire how I was.” 

“No such thing,” replied Mrs. Wilson, stop¬ 
ping to pick up a stitch. “That is, if you mean 
John Reed; and as he is the only gentleman 
living in the same house with you, it is fair to 
suppose you do: he has inquired for you two 
or three times a day ever since your accident.” 

“Then why did not you tell me so?” 

“Why, my dear child,” said Mrs. Wilson, 
very demurely, “I supposed it was a matter 
of indifference to you whether ho asked for 
you or not.” 

“Of course, I don’tcare, particularly, whether 
John Reed does ask for me or not,” said Jenny, 
turning away her head, and speaking very fast. 
“ But still, when I'm cooped-up here, while all 
the other girls are having such splendid times, 
it’s very natural that I should like to know if 
my friends inquire for me.” 

“Well, as I say, he has inquired for you very 
often; and even offered to carry you up and 
down stairs, if you would like to have him; 
but, of course, I knew you wouldn’t.” 

“Why, auntie? You know he brought me 
up the night of the German.” 

“Yes; I know he did,” replied Mrs. Wilson, 
still knitting; “but then you could not help 
yourself. Now, I supposed, you would not 
think of such a thing.” 

“It’s yery stupid staying up here, auntie. 
Particularly in the evening, you know.” 

► “I am very much obliged to you, l’in sure, 
for the compliment,” said Mrs. Wilson. “I 
| believe I’ve sat with you every night that none 
| of the girls have been in.” 

| “Now, auntie; you know I did’nt mean nny- 
| thing unkind,” remonstrated Jenny. “ But it 
| is so pleasant iu the parlor. Do you think Mr. 

; Reed would think it very strange if you asked 
j him to carry me down ?” 

j “We’ll soon find out.” And Mrs. Wilson got 
| up, and opened the door, smiling to herself , as 
t she went to the head of the stairs, and called, 
“ John, come up here? Jenny wants you.” 

“Oh, auntie!” called out Jenny. “ You ask 
him for mo, please?” * 
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But John Reed sprang up the stairs, two 
steps at a time, and in a moment stood at 
Jenny's door, saying, “ How are you, Miss 
Jenny? What can I do for you?” 

“I wanted to ask you if you could- that 

is, if you would think it very strange,” stam¬ 
mered Jenny, in confusion, “if I Bhould ask 
you to carry me down stairs?” 

John Reed laughed. “Think it strange? 
Why, no, indeed ! That is what I have wanted 
to do ever since you have been laid up, only 
your aunt said you would not let me.” 

In a few moments Jenny was safely deposited 
on the sofa in the front parlor, in front of a 
blazing wood-fire. 

“Oh, how nice this is!” she exclaimed, look¬ 
ing about her. “I thank you, ever so much, 
for bringing me down, Mr. Reed.” 

“Well, now that you are here, what can I do 
to amuse you?” 

“ Won’t you, please,” said Jenny, in the tone 
of one asking a great favor, “read me some¬ 
thing you have written, not yet published?” 

It was now John Reed’s turn to look con¬ 
fused ; for he was a very modest man, not much 
given to parading his own writings; but he 
took up a manuscript, that lay on the table near 
where ho had been sitting, and without any 
circumlocution, commenced to read aloud. 

The next day Jolla Reed was called away on 
business; and for another week Jenny was 
obliged to stay in her own room. If she had 
found the first week tedious, she found the 
second week doubly so. At first, she thought 
she only missed the change of going down 
stairs; then she came to the conclusion that it 
was the reading she wanted; so she sent to the 
library for a very exciting novel, but it did not 
excite or interest her in the least. At last, she 
sent Biddy to bring her a pile of the Maga¬ 
zines, for which Mr. Rebd wrote, although she 
had never looked into them before. She read 
all the articles, signed J. R , by stealth; hiding 
the books, for some unexplainable reason, un¬ 
der the lounge, as soon as Bhe heard her aunt 
approaching. 

At last, John Reed came back. It was just 


at twilight when he arrived—before the gas 
was lighted, Jenny heard him taking off his 
overcoat in the hall, and wondered if he would 
ask for her. Yes; sure enough. The first 
thing, after his affectionate greeting with Mrs. 
Wilson, he said, “ IIow is Miss Jenny? I won¬ 
der if she wouldn’t like to have me bring her 
down to tea?” 

“I’ve no doubt she would,” answered Mrs. 
Wilson. “I’ll go up and tell her you’ve come.” : 

Happily for Miss Jenny, the friendly twi¬ 
light hid the blushes that the sound of John 
Reed’s voice had called up; but when the gen-^ 
tleman himself made his appearance, saying, 
“Miss Jenny, I am back to take you down* 
again,” she could not utter a word, although; 
she could have bitten her tongue out for not 
being able to speak. 

As John Reed reached the parlor-sofa, ho 
glanced over his shoulder to see if Mrs. Wilson* 
was there. No ; there was no one behind him.- 
So, then he put Jenny down. lie still kept his 
arms around her, and said, very seriously, 

“Jenny, the night of your first German, I 
promised not to go near you unless you wished 
it. Now, if you say so, I promise never to go 
away from you. Which shall it be—go, or 
stay?” 

Poor Jenny blushed and trembled, in the twU 
light; but she found her voice at last, although 
it was a very weak little voice that whispered, 

“Stay, John!” 

The clock ticked, and the fire blazed and 
crackled, and the twilight deepened into nighty 
but not another word was spoken, until aunt 
Wilson bustled in, exclaiming, “Well, I de* 
clare! if you two people aren’t sitting here in 
the dark, about as sociable as two dummies! 
Let’s have a little light on the subject.” Ahd 
she turned up ihe gas, thereby discovering a 
very interesting tableau. i 

“Humph!” she exclaimed, as she went up 
and kissed her niece. “So, it seems, I didn’t 
keep out of the way for nothing. And so, Mis# 
Jenny, you’ve concluded that if Ralph Holland 
is a good partner for a German, John Reed is 
a better one for life.” 
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OUR DARLING’S GRAVE. 

BY A. P. ADAMS. 


Yes! we made him a grave, where the plne-bongha wave, 
And eo sadly the night-winds moan 
Throuhg the darkening shade, where enr loved one is laid, 
And so sweetly is sleeping alone. 

It was sad, then, at eve, wlieu we knew we most leave 
Our darling alone with the willow; 


And we breathed a-fond prayer, fbr the kind angel’s care, 
To watch oVr our loved ono's lone pillow. . 

And we long for the time, when tlie church-bells’ chime, . 

, Shall tell that pur spirits have gnno 

Where morning’s bright beam, doth on Paradise gleam, ’ 
And our loved one no more is alone. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Thk bouse looked, outside, like a nest of 
qomfort—an impression never lost in gaining 
the interior. I do not know a man who says, 
‘‘my wife,” with looks of greater pride, than 
did Dr. Athol; nor a woman who, more com¬ 
pletely than Mrs. Athol,, jurtifies such feeling. 

Harry was a darling boy, especially to his 
mother ; because, already, at ten, he had begun 
to show traits, like his father’s, of intellectual 
ability, of love of study, of nature, and of con¬ 
sideration toward liersclf. But it must be said 
that there was no end to the torment he at 
times inflioted on his bright-eyed, hot-tempered 
little sister, Sophia, two years younger than 
himself; while, at other times, you should have 
seen him running to put himself between her 
and every “cow with crumpled horn”—she 
had no fear or trembling before any other; 
how he watched and guarded against the soil¬ 
ing of her white apron, or the advent of harm 
to her glossy slippers, or her curls; how he 
went down before her, brushed, and worked 
with both his plump hands, trying to remove 
the disorder even to the last vestige* saying, 
“You are a naughty girl to do this.” 

“ Ain’t naughty girl,” she one day onswered, 
her hand jamming his hat down over his eyes. 

“ Yes, you are. Mamma put these on clean 
a little while ago. You're naughty.” 

**I don’t care; you’re a turtle.” 

“I’m not a turtle, I’m a boy.” 

“No, you’re not a boy, you’re a turtle,” 

. “I tell ypu I’m not a turtle, Do l draw my 
rhc&d down into my stomach?” 

Even this did not daunt Sophia. “Yes, you 
do,” she said; “I've seen you a good many 
times.” 

“On, what a story!” 

“Well, I boye—I know I have; I remember.” 

And seeing a bright bu terfly light on a 
neighboring rose, Off she ran to catch it. By- 
tbe-by, the child caught some very beautiful 
specimens of butterflies, bugs and moths; 
caught them so deftly between the taper fingers, 
held them so carefully in the knowing palms, 
that she could almost always consign them to 
her father’s care with not a wing notched or. 
so far as one could see, with not a spec; of the 
geld, or silver, or bronze, or purple brushed 


! away* Some of the loveliest—and the reader 
! may believe—most tenderly-prized things in 
the dootor’s whole fine collection, were brought 
to him by this same little, wild, knowing 
daughter. 

One had just been caught. She hastened 
with it, tipping her forehead to escape the 
great rain-drops; the doctor was patting her 
shoulder and praising her; her eyes were shin¬ 
ing; lfarry was bringing mamma in from the 
supper-room, to Bee, when a stroke of God’a 
lightning out of that beautiful shower, laid the 
faithful wife and mother, faithful conserver of 
all sweet home-delights, dead at her boy’s side, 
and before her hnsb&nd and little daughter’s 
eyes. The two last-named were benumbed by; 
the shock. Harry was prostrated and made 
insensible. 

But they all recovered full soon enough, 
“Full soon enough!” the doctor kept moaning 
within his aching broast, as, having with diffi¬ 
culty crawled to his wife’s side, he held her in 
his arms, and tried to bring back life to her. 

But they were obliged to bury her. And 
through those days of preparation, when so 
many hurried feet were going about where her 
quiet ones had ever been, and she lay lovelj 
as a bride, no one saw tears on Harry’s face, 
any more than one saw them on his father’s; 
one only saw how inward sobbing caught him 
and shook him, whenever the thoughts of her 
came. 

As for little Sophia, she appeared before one 
and another with large, troubled eyes, that 
made innumerable inquiries, although her lips 
made not one* save of Harry. With him she 
approaobed the select with whispering and 
great awe, and with her slender fingers tremb¬ 
ling, as they locked themselves with his. 

“What—what are they doing with mamma, 
do you know?” she askedi 

“No,” he replied, the word borne upward 
on his swelling heart. “But I wish they were 
ail-of them dead—all but mamma and papa, 
and you and I, and she was alive. If she 
was alive, I would—I know what I’d do—I 

would-’’and for a.moment, imagination, 

strong, like all his powers, bore him away from 
what was real, and he saw her alive, smiling, 
and moving about, and said, “I know; I 
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would-” but the fire, on which the boy was 

about to lay his loving sacrifices, went speedily 
but; and he could only draw Sophia a little 
closer, put one arm about her, and with parched 
lips say, “I will be as good as I can to you 
after this, Sophia. Nobody shall see me plague 

you any more, now she-” now she is gone, 

he meant. 


CHAPTER II. 

Hb had, however, only, brief space for the 
fulfillment or the breaking of his word. It 
was at the Jime when the war of the Crimea 
was taking such features as to arrest the atten¬ 
tion of the world; and the doctor, selling to his 
brother-in-law, Deacon Hathaway, the house 
and garden he could no longer bear to inhabit, 
pr even to see, placed the tender Sophia under 
his guardianship, under his sister’s care; in 
all he did and said, leaving about his mouth, 
his eyes, the broken-hearted look most of us 
but too well remember having seen in one that 
we loved. 

One of the things Sophia never forgot, never 
will forget, was being so tenderly undressed 
and covered in her cot in his chamber, the 
night before he went away, and waking in the 
morning in his arms, he weeping and shaken. 

He took Harry with him, to leave him with 
another sister, the wife of a dissenting minister 
in London. 

Through Baron Stoecjcel, at the time minister 
from Russia to this country, the doctor had re¬ 
ceived appointment as surgeon in the Russian 
arrfy—and this wap his destination. 


CHAPTER III. 

Alas ! alas! for most of the motherless, where- 
ever they are found! Alas! for poor little 
Sophia! A poor little waif! Well fed, of 
course; well clothed ; sent to school constantly ; 
but going out without a word or look of part¬ 
ing, coming in without a look or word of greet¬ 
ing—from her aunt, that is; her to whom it 
belonged to tide her lovingly through the be¬ 
reaved, tender yearB, with smiles, embraces, 
and all-pervading cares. 

Her uncle, although he seldom spoke to her, 
or, indeed, in his own house, to any one, v was 
always kind toward her. This she felt, and 
she loved him; but; as must needs be in a house 
like that, afar off. 

Her cousin, James, at times sufficiently con¬ 
descending toward her, was at others a brute. 
When he was in the latter mood, she often 
trembled before him, feeling that neither arm 


nor ark of safety awaited her anywhere but in 
her mother’s grave. And few of us, at any 
age, long for a thing as she sometimes longed, 
to make her way down there and go to sleep, 
and sleep until papa and Harry came. 

In his other mood, ho was odious to her 
pure nature; yet, having not only him but his 
mother, whose ruined favorite he was, to offend 
if she showed her repugnance, she kept it in 
abeyance as far as she was able. Sometimes 
she was so angry as to risk consequences, and 
then she saw what fiery gleams her aunt’s eyes 
had the power of emitting; heard the stinging 
words that came to mingle with her causin’* 
mocking ones. 

“Where’s handsome Sophi?” he would say, 
coming in. “ Where’s handsome Sophi?’ 1 trot¬ 
ting round, looking behind doors, in the pas¬ 
sages, under the table and sofa. “ Where is she, 
Mrs. Deacon Hathaway? Blast her! where is 
she, mother? Where is she, Mrs. Peters?” 

His mother did not know. Mrs Peters, busy 
with her cloth-laying, made no reply; and the 
young man went on extending his search. They 
could hear the bang and clang of his footsteps, 
and of doors opened And shut, in the distant 
and more distant rooms. 

ThiB time, the time, that is, of which we ar p 
thinking, he did not find her. She was at the 
house of Mrs Bedell, one of the dearest friends 
her mother had had; was at that lady’s feet, 
where she had sunk on coming in, moaning, 
“ If it wasn’t for you, mother Bedell, I should 
die!” 


Cn APTER IV. 

Meantime, and long before this stage of our 
story, the war had closed; and Dr. Athol, after 
extended travels on the Continent, had arrived 
in England, with the intention, as he wrote to 
Mrs. Hathaway, of going to London to get 
Harry, and returning to America. But another 
letter goon came—and it was then the moans of 
the girl were the most piteous—informing them 
of a change in his late pkns. An exploring. 

party, Dr. L-, his friend, at the head, was 

fitting out in London; and be was to join it. 
He had only time for a few flying visits to 
Harry; “And tell little Sophia,” he wrote, “-to 
think what strange stories papa will have tp 
teU hor when Jie comes-” 

“When he writes to aunt,” said Sophia, 
when she was telling Mrs. Bedell about it. 
“He says, bow happy it makes him to learn, 
as he says he does from her letters, that hi* 
little daughter is growing up a healthy girl, »; 
good scholar, and that she is contented and 
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happy. Think, mother Bedell, if he knew what 
1* hare to bear, ho would come home, and all 
his great plans would be spoiled. Or, if he 
stayed, he would be sorry for me all the time, 
and especially in the night”—remembering the 
wet face and shaken frame of old. “And so/* 
added the heroic girl, keeping back her emo¬ 
tion, “he shall not know. Aunt may write all 
the letters, as she has done. Oh! and if lie 

Will only live, and some day come to B-” 

she never said home, “and find me grown up, 
then,” smiling kindly, as no loveliest dawn 
ever yet kindled upon the night—for no dawn 
in nature could by any possibility have the 
pure radiance given her by the sweetness, the 
elevation of her spirit, the grace of her person 
—“then will he not be surprised to find me 
such a tall girl? Such a (all girl! Only think, 
mother Bedell! when ho has all the time been 
Calling me ‘little Sophia/ his ‘little daughter/ 
and sending such baby messages to me? This 
is one reason why I do not write to him or 
flarry. They none of them expect mo to; but 
I should, I think, if I did not want them to see 
it all at once with their own eyes, that I am as 
tall as dear, dear mamma was. You think 1 
am, Mrs. Bedell?” 

“We will measure and see. She was just 
my height.” 

“I am glad.” said the girl, seeing in the 
mirror before which they were standing, that 
at last she was just as tall as her friend. 
“And you think I look like her? I ask you 
every little while,” she continued; “for every 
little while I grow frightened about myself, I 
am so afraid their making me angry, as they 
do, is spoiling my face, making it different from 
mamma’s, who had papa to be always pleasant 
and kind to her; never once speaking an un¬ 
kind word, y6u say. What a home that was, 
Mrs. Bedell! What a home it was to lose ! 
But now, this is the last time you shall ever 
hear me talking about it in this way. I am 
going to be a brave, happy girl, after this, 
Until papa and Harry come, even if it is years 
before they come. You watch me and see.” 


■ CHAPTER V. 

' We knew all about this exploring expedition. 
All the reading and literary world did, at the 
time. It was to trace the Nile to its source, and 
to penetrate into baibarous regions, hitherto 
untrod by civilized man. So, while there were 
mighty promptings for men possessed, like our 
doctor, of heroic natures; men who had, withal, 
Hfce him, a sore in the heart. There were also 


risks of life and limb, of health and strength. 
The doctor did not say so, in hid letters; but 
he gave minute instructions about Sophia and 
Sophia’s property; adding, “until I come." 
But the instructions covered several years be¬ 
yond the time to which the absence of the party- 
had been limited; and the unnatural sister, as 
she was unnatural wife, mother, protector, 
felt herself light-hearted, thinking of that 
“girl,” as she almost always, in her heart, 
called Sophia, in her power—her and her for¬ 
tune. Her head whirled with excitement 
at the thoughts of the latter; for it should 
be Jamie’s. And, once getting it into his 
hands—gettting her as his wife—would not 
they (herself and Jamie, she meant,) make 
things go ? Indeed they would ! Indeed they 
would l 

But to Sophia it was more anxiety, weighing 
tons, it seemed to her, settling down upon her 
heart and limbs. Watching her, her aunt said, 
“This is what we get, your uncle and I, for 
the care of you all these years and years. If 
we went to the Nile, and stayed there till we 
died, it’s precious little you’d care about it. 
But, because your father, that you’ve never 
seen, hardly, is going, you’re ready to die.” 

Would my readers believe that Mrs. Hatha¬ 
way studied grammar when she was young, to 
say nothing of the whole range of sciences, 
ethics, and languages, included in “a course” 
at the New Hampton Seminary? That at home 
she did nothing (when visitors were about, we 
mean,) but show off her seminary-manners and 
'her bloom, and the plunges of her white hands 
upou the piano-keys; when visitors Were not 
about, to every requirement of help in the 
household affairs, saying, querulously, “ I can’t! 
I tell you, I can’t! Let Mary do it. Site don’t 
play the piano, and I do.” 

I suppose they would believe the latter readily 
enough, seeing what in later years she had be¬ 
come. And those who have had opportunities 
of seeing how selfish pursuits and dispositions, 
not only “enrrupt good manners,” but intelli¬ 
gence and all greatness, will find no difficulty 
in believing the former. 

Her sister Mary, with no beauty to strike the 
beholder, but with the diligent home-ways, and 
the eye t,o duty, that could not fail to interest 
every considerate heart, with her useful, be¬ 
loved reading, and now and then a term at the 
village academy; dropping her duties at the 
door in-going, taking them up at the door, com¬ 
ing, became one of the soundest, best scholars, 
anywhere round. By-and-by, when she was 
through with it all; when brother and sister 
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were married, and the aged, beloved parents 
were laid in the ground; just then, when her 
heart was looking forth, longing, came the old 
friend she was thinking of, Joseph May, home 
from Eugland, where, for three years, he had 
been minister of a dissenting church, profes¬ 
sor of a dissenting college—came to find a wife; 
to find her, in fact, this was the very thing he 
came for; married her, and took her back with 
him. It was with her, as the reader knows, 
that Dr. Athoriiad placed his boy. And it is 
in part on account of this connection; in part, 
because we wish to place her noble example 
beside Mrs. Hathaway s ignoble one, before our 
young readers, just beginning to tread the 
ways of woman, who, standing as they do, “ at 
the parting of the way,” have before them two 
paths; one of love, duty, happiness—of certain 
happiness, if the duty and love are made cer¬ 
tain; another of vanity, selfishness, unrest, 
perhaps even of ruin for the soul. It is for 
this that we have stopped to tell Mrs. Grey’s 
story. 

CHAPTER VI. 

. n 

The doctor had been gone several yeatjg. At 
remote times, as he had opportunity, sending 
letters to B-, when, from the English news¬ 

papers, as well as from letters from Mrs. Grey, 
came the intelligence that a detachment of the 
expedition, consisting of Dr. Athol, and two or 
three others, inatteinpting to proceed to—I have 
forgotten what, place—in a water-craft of—I for¬ 
get what name—was upset and drowned. Such 
was the report the rest of the party had, after 
a long search, succeeded in gathering from 
the hostile natives; and the survivors were 
under a dark cloud of sorrow for the loss they 
and the public, and the friends of the departed 
comrades had sustained. 

Will the reader believe that Mrs. Hathaway 
was jubilant over the intelligence? She was, 
however unnatural it may seem. Mrs. Grey’s 
letters were blotted with tears from top to 
bottom. At sight of them, Mrs. Hathaway gave 
her head a swing, and said, “Oh!” 

Poor Sophia ! Does the reader wonder that 
Harry never wrote to her? When a brother, 
or friend, from whom we have been a long time 
parted, is coming—when we hear it said in 
the joyful circle, “Here he is! He is in the 
path! Look, Susy!”—we do not look, we 
eeud behind the door. Trembling with joy, we 
pull the door back close, pull in the obtruding 
skirts, and there we are, until he has embraced 
all the rest, his eyes looking about for us, as we 
knew they would—when out we come; and there 


we two are; and there is not likely soon to be 
an end to our hand-shakings and laughter—ip 
sure not to bo an end to his pride in our grow¬ 
ing graces of womanhood, to ours in his grow¬ 
ing strength of manhood. We have already 
shown that Sophia had this feeling with regard 
to her father and Harry ; And have oqjy to say, 
that Harry had it, although in a somewhat less 
enthusiastic degree, with regard to Sophia. > 


CHAPTER VII. 

“ Twenty thousand dollars ! Only think, 
Jamie!” t 

“Yes, m’m,” fiddling with his arms before 
the table where she was standing at work. 

“ Twenty thousand !”—her eyes shining with 
an evil light. “And every cent of it as much 
yours as hers—more yours then hers. Youri, 
the very hour you stand up with her.” 

“Yes, m’m,” still fiddling; his cap cocked 
one side on his head, his head cocked one Bide 
on his shoulders. “ Yes, m’m.” 

“ Now, Jamie”—coming round with coaxing 
looks, to stand close by him; “ now do be steady. 
Do be a little polite to her, sometimes. Do 
make it appear that you like her, if you 
dou’t—and I suppose you don’t. But carry 
yourself through to the standing-up, and the—” 
and the money, she meant—“precisely as if 
you did. Here,” taking her purse out of hey 
pocket., “ Here is some money. Go down to 
Concord and buy her a few beautiful things— 
a photograph-album, and—what was that new 
thing sheaud Mrs. Swazey were talking about? 
That book of Whittier’s?—‘Snow-Bound’— 
illustrated, they said; get that, and give it tp 
her. And give it to her just as you ought. 
You know how to do such things. A few times 
in your life—or, in these late years, I mean— 
I’ve seen you do a thing just as you ought; and 
nobody could do it better. And don’t drinlf, 
Jamie, while you are gone; if you do, you will 
certainly ruin everything. Do keep sober, after 
this, till it is all over with—completed. And 
afterward, too, poor boy! or you’ll see your 
mother’s hair growing white long before its 
time; for she’s got nobody but you that she 
cares a straw for. It’s a fact”—meeting the 
glance directed toward her; “so don’t do any¬ 
thing bad. Only-” 

Here she was checked in her truly sincere 
admonitions, by sudden recollections of her own 
guilty conspiracy, into which she was doing 
her worst to involve bin*. With changed tones, 
she said, “Only, do behave as well as you can 
toward such a high piece (one of her epithets 
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for Sophia,) until it is over, and you’re sure 
of her. I’ll manage the rest, if you \Vill do 
that”—the mother fast'dying out of her looks, 
and the vixen coming in its stead. “It’s well 
she don’t know anything about how much 
money she will have. If she did, I shouldn’t 
expect tl/ do anything with her.” 

* The reader shall be told why she did not 
know. Until her father’s last instructions 
came, before leaving England, it was supposed 
by them all, that, as ho bad so long been but 
a rolling-stone, he had gathered little moss; 
and that her chief fortune lay in the few hun¬ 
dreds left of her father’s earliest investment 
for her maintenance and education. 

Mrs. Hathaway herself opened the latest in¬ 
structions, in her husband’s abseuce, and with 
her own pen, in imitation of her brother’s 
style, wrote at the bottom of the page, “ Sophia 
to remain in ignorance of the amount of this 
property until she is twenty-one years of age.” 
And, thought she, it shall pass with husband 
for Dick’s writing, now and always, if ho don’t 
come. If he does, I can easily manage it by 
saying to him, carelessly, “My advice to hus¬ 
band, Dick; that is all. We never spoke about 
it; but he knew the writing, of course.” 

She had misgivings about it at times. Her 
fears would not be wholly at rest, with all tho 
rosolute patMngs-down she gave them, until 
tho news came of the doctor’s death, then, “ I 
was right,” she said; “aud I generally am.” 


CHAPTER VIII. 

Well, the plot thickened so about our orphan, 
that on no side could her dimmed vision pene¬ 
trate it. Only heavenward was a clear open¬ 
ing to be seen; and she kept her eyes there, 
longing for the beloved father and mother; 
longing sometimes for death, as the only gate 
of hope. Only, there was dear Harry, she 
would say, within herself, tho tears starting; 
she would not like to go and leave him here 
alone. 

Coming in, one day, from a walk, she found 
her aunt sitting, absorbed in a letter, which, 
npon Sophia’s entrance, she hastily folded up 
and put aside. 

I do not believe there are many such hypo- 
drites as Mrs. Hathaway; many who, upon 
such desperate inward misgivings and quan¬ 
daries, can put up such a front of honest in¬ 
trepidity. 

This time, “You are a good girl to come 
home,” she said, smilingly, untying a parcel. 

And it is true that never once before, in all 


the half-score of years, had she once said, 
“You are a good girl;” once called that house 
“home,” or once met her with smiles—not 
once; on the contrary, jealous of all her ab¬ 
sences, she had frowned at her returns, without 
looking at her—without lookihg at her; (she 
could, I think, hardly have kept the savage 
frown, the savage tongute, if she had looked 
into the sweet, half-forlorn face.) she had said, 
“You’ve come! Time, I think ! Here; take 
these things, and pat them away where they 
belong! Hang this up ! Go down cellar and 
bring up the pears! Jamie has been home 
twice, since you’ve been away, and looked 
round for you. There, go!” 

But this time she went on to say, “Pve got 
something for yon in here,” still untying tho 
parcel. “Bought it half an hour ago, at Buf- 
fum’s, on purpose for you.” (The miserable 
woman bought it for herself; and brought it 
along, together with the still unopened letter, 
thinking she would have Sophia make every 
stitch of it.) “You need a handsome fall- 
dress,” she continued, rising to show its rich 
folds. “And isn’t this a beauty?” 

Sbphia, wondering at the unprecedented 
mood ; looking often into her aunt’s face, to sec 
if the frowns did not return, answered, that it 
was very beautiful; but asked her if she did 
not want it for herself. 

“Oh, no! Or, I’ll tell you!”—her compla¬ 
cency almost overwhelming her speech—-“I’ll 
tell you just what we’ll do. We’ll put on oUr 
things, and goto Buffum’s, and get the rest ofib© 
piece. There is just enough for another dress. 
It’s all he brought up in the piece: and I’ll have 
it. You shall have yours elegantly trimmed; 
and I’ll have mine trimmed; and we will go 
away, somewhere, together. It’s a long time 
since we’ve been away anywhere together.” 

The miserable woman ! They had never been 
away anywhere together. Sophia, therefore, 
puzzled her brain for nought, trying to remem¬ 
ber the time when such journey had been made. 

“We’ll go to Newburyport, perhaps, to see 
cousin Blake’s folks. They have young people.” 

The}' went out, side-by-side, close. People 
wondered at the sight; and especially at tire 
sight of Mrs. Hathaway’s smiled—sociability. 

“Poor thing!” they said. This was in look¬ 
ing at the white face and grave manners ef tho 
girl by her side. 

But it is true that the face, the manners, did 
revive, Somewhat at once, at the unwonted 
gleam; that she walked with animation, new 
to her; spoke to those she met, with new ani¬ 
mation, which proved true the thing sbe 
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had many a time within herself said, “ If she 
was only kind, it would be worth more than all 
the rest.” All the rest of the kindness she 
met in others, she meant. 

“Oh, you shan’t carry it V *—taking the par¬ 
cel out of her thin arm9 into her stout ones. 

This was at the store-door, and set BufFutn 
and Gill to wondering, a9 all the rest of the 
Tillage was wondering. 

“Here we are at the dressmaker’s. Let’s 
go in and do things up quick. We’ll both be 
measured. We won’t touch the dresses our¬ 
selves; we’ll have them made here.” 


CHAPTER IX. 

“ Don’t I drive business ?” che said, five times 
a day, with laughter, as, panting, she came in, 
threw down her parasol, sank into a seat, and 
commenced opening her purchase, before So¬ 
phia’s wondering eyes. It was one time, an 
elegant bonnet for Sophia; at another, an ele¬ 
gant parasol; at another, an elegant fan, ele¬ 
gant gloves—all perfectly matched; and mate¬ 
rial for an elegant morning-gown. And Mrs. 
Hall was there, her shears hanging at her belt; 
her cushion pinned in front, ready, on the in¬ 
stant, to commence the fitting. 

In three days they were ready for the jour¬ 
ney; and all this time James’ name had not 
once been heard. At least, not by Sophia’s 
grateful ears; although his mother could not 
help saying to the dog, Major, when he came 
in, as if searching for him, “ He’s gone, Major. 
But, never mind, Major; he’ll come, by-aud-by. 
Ton’ll see him.” 

The truth is, James was the only one, beside 
herself, who knew anything about- the letter 
Sophia saw her aunt tucking away; for, as it 
happened, the mail, that morning, was opened 
and delivered, not by the postmaster, but, in 
his absence, by a relative, visiting in his family. 
Mrs. Hathaway was there to receive her3 at 
once, upon its appearance in the box; and so, 
as she did not fail to congratulate herself, no¬ 
thing was likely to bo known, even to the post¬ 
master, of the arrival of such a document. 

Hurrying home with it, and the dress she 
had been buying, in the yard she came upon 
James, who, with a whip-lash, was cutting off 
tho heads of her roses, heliotropes, fuchsias, 
geraniums. 

“You’re too bad, James,” she said, looking 
round on the decapitated shrubs, the bestrewn 
door-steps, and the sward.' “ Here’s a letter— 
gee!” holding it up to show him the foreign 
post-mark. “Como in. Now,” said she, after 
they had made themselves acquainted with tho 


contents, and had pondered them a little, “now 
something has got to be done. I think you had 
better go away somewhere for awhile, and try 
to improve yourself; to get brushed up—you 

look so-, and I will take care of the rest. 

And, Jamie, do reform while you are gone!” 

With what a great laugh he answered her 
deprecation. 

“Oh, James!” 

“Oh, mother!” drooping, and in other re¬ 
spects mimicking her. 

“Well,” turning away, and dragging off her 
shawl, “if you will go on, you will go on; 
and-” 

“ And if you will go on, you will go on,” he 
rejoined, still mimicking her. 

“ And you will, I see plainly, and-” 

“And you will, I see plainly. You’ll tell her 
five hundred lies ihe next two days. Your 
j ‘Fire-brand,’ I m£an; you’ll tell her five hun- 

I dred lies right off; and six hundred to them 
before they’ve been hero a week. You'll do it 
so well, that you and your 4 Fire-brand’ will be 
seen out together before two days, digging a 
hole in the garden, and it will be to bury the- 
hatchet in. The people will all seo you, and 
wender what it means.” 

“ Oh, James!” 

“ Oh, .mother!” 

“ Here is money; get you a new coat and hat. 
You .do make such work with your hats and 
caps! They, somehow, get a real rowdy look 
by the time you've worn them a day—and a 
night. Your nights are the worst thing for 
you. I wouldn’t see her before you go. You 
don’t look fit. But do look fit by the time you 
come back. They'll be hero 4 in two weeks, 
by tho Persia,’ ” she added, recurring to the 
letter. “Be sure you keep in good company; 
this is the main thing; you will come back look¬ 
ing better. Oh, Jamie ! if you would only come 
back looking as I want you to, how proud I 
should be of you, for you were one of tho hand¬ 
somest little boys I,-or anybody, ever saw. You 
will try, won’t you?” 

“ Yes’ra,” bowing low to her at the door that 
led to the stairs. 44 I’m o-p-li! ” once more bow¬ 
ing low, and with a great sweep of his hand. 

Mrs. Hathaway still sat over the open letter, 
brooding, hatching her plans, when Sophia 
entered, as has already been related. 

She kept the letter from her husband, as she 
toll James she would. Neither he nor the 
doctor, when he came, should know that such 
letter bad reached her. 

When James, in that interview, said, “What 
will you do if ilHcld Dick asks you?” 
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“I shall tell him I didn’t get it—I shall 
have to,” replied the wretched mother of the 
wretched son, whose uudoing she was every 
hour of her life working to accomplish. 


CHAPTER X. 

Energetic, healthy, used to society and jour¬ 
neying, no one could excel Mrs. Hathaway in 
the style and eclat with which she was able to 
carry the undertaking involving Soplia for¬ 
ward ; and how was she graced by the charm¬ 
ing young creature at her side, who now, for 
the first time felt her life opening in verdure 
and bloom; felt it expanding wide in intel¬ 
ligence and gladness; who could frolic, giving 
animation to every circle that formed itself 
about her. 

The Blakes were a family of large, wealthy 
connections; and these gave,parties, sails, and 
drives. After the dinner at Judge Alliburton’s 
was over, they drove up to Amesbury; that 
fine, long drive, selected now by Col. Alliburton, 
or the army, the judge’s son, that our Sophia 
might see the poet Whittier’s house. She had 
the happiness of seeing not only the peaceful- 
looking dwelling, but the poet himself, just 
coming in from his solitary walk ; and of bring¬ 
ing away a leaf from one of his catalpa-trees, 
holding it with care, often looking down on 
it, until the colonel, who was on the seat with 
her, offered to secure it from harm by inclosing 
it in his pocket-book. They talked of the poet 
the poor girl had so long loved. At first she 
talked tremblingly, (he, the colonel, knew so 
much, you see,) and with heightened color; but 
soon, as she felt more and more his interest in 
all she was tryiug to say, out of the fire of 
enthusiasm, genius, womanly tenderness, kept 
smothered in all thoseycars, rose light, warmth, 
a ruddy glow, to animate hej; and those were 
divine things, she said, in her replies; human 
in the forms she gave, dear reader, but divine 
in spirit, made so by the patiently-borne sorrows 
of her lifetime. 

It cannot be supposed that our schemer was 
sleeping while all others were awake to the 
sentiment growing up between Col. Alliburton 
and Sophia. She seemed indifferent. She 
ould, for her fuse was laid; she had only to 
touch the match when the time came. 

By-and-by, at a large evening party, given by 
the Alliburtons’, when the colonel hardly left 
Sophia's side; when persons standing near Mrs. 
Hathaway, looking at the pair, said they never 
saw so fine a couple; when, if he was found out 
of Sophia’s neighborhood, young girls knotted 


round him, telling him they believed that was 
what he had been waiting for all these years, 
that they had been trying so hard to catch 
him; while other young girls—or, perhaps, the 
sam3—knotting round Sophia, told her they 
would have been spiteful, real spiteful, if any¬ 
body else had got him a\yay from them; but 
they were willing she should have him; when, 
matrons, broaching the subject to Mrs. Hath¬ 
away, said that they had known him from a boy, 
and that he had always been as ^ood as he could 
be—alwaysl then she felt her old obstinacy and 
bitterness aroused, in spite of the repeated en¬ 
deavors she made to hold them in check. All 
she could do, all sho tried to do at last, was to 
hide them from observation, and say, placidly, 
as she fanned herself, “Yes; but I really hop© 
he isn’t thinking of Sophia. Wo shall regret 
it exceedingly if he is, for she will soon be mar¬ 
ried to our son. I hope she will bo careful not 
to encourage anybody else—anybody. If it 
warn’t for this, Mrs. Hearwell, Mrs. OpcJyke, 
nobody would bo better pleased than me, if w© 
could see your conjectures realized.” 

Yos; she could smile now, seeing the brown 
study into which she had thrown those ladies. 
And, especially, she could smile—how sho did 
smile, and sail round the largo company, the 
blandest personage there—when sho saw Mrs, 
Hearwell’8 head with Flora Pierce’s, and then 
with Molly Ladd’s—these young ladies, ns she 
had been told, being old competitors for Col. 
Alliburton’s hand; when, a few minutes later, 
she saw Flora fluttering, shaking her fan before 
the gentleman’s portly figure; saw her gay 
laughter, his gay smilgs; saw Mrs. Opcdyke 
before Judge Alliburton himself, in a conversa¬ 
tion which must, she knew, refer to his son and 
Sophia, from the thoughtful looks t he old gentle¬ 
man directed first Co one then to the other of 
those young persons. 

I never saw a statlier, blander person. But 
as she came round to where Sophia was stand¬ 
ing, and spoke to her, the latter could not fail 
to see gleams of the oppressive old acrimony in 
her eyes, her stiffening figure, or to hear it in 
her tones, as, directing Sophia’s attention to 
that part of the room where Col. Aliil urion and 
Flora Pierce were standing, she said, “ Do you 
see that? It’s an old thing; so I’ve been told 
just now. He is something of a flirt, I guess— 
she is, we all know; but they come round to 
each other again. I find people think they’ll 
bo tied at last. But then this doesn’t concern 
us, for there is Jamie at home waiting for us.” 

Leaving Sophia, after looking into her fac© 
for signs of the collapse she knew must be going 
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on within her and finding it, she came round, 
and drew up at Col. AUiburtou’s elbow. 

“Don’t go, Miss Pierce; if you do, he will 
wish I was off, searching for the Nile and the 
Lake of the Aboon, as my brother has been.** 

Flora went, however, after having made 
them a most graceful bow. 

“A superior girl!” was Mrs. Hathaway’s 
first remark, signalling, by a movement of her 
fan, that Flora was meant. “We—my niece 
and I, that is—have just heard what is likely, 
sure, I suppose, to happen some day. We’ve 
heard,” laughing at him in a girlish manner, 
laying her fan on his arm. “Well, she’ll 
make a capital wife for a very fine man.” 

“Who will, Mrs. Hathaway?” with a misti- 
fied look, stroking his chin. 

“ She,” tipping her head in Flora’s direction. 
“ She; Flora Pierce,” renewing her girlishness. 

“ For whom ? For what very fine man do you 
mean?” he asked, not stroking his chin, but 
with waking earnestness. 

“For Col. Allifiurton,” again laughing, but 
disappearing speedily in the crowd, to escape 
the denial she saw he was eager to offer. 

Her next move was to go to Sophia, complain 
of a hard headache coming on, and to propose 
going immediately, apprising no one but Mrs. 
Alliburton of their intention ; leaving it to that 
lady to inform the Blakes of their departure. 
So that, by the time the colonel, disengaging 
himself from others, had got round to where, at 
starting, he had seen Sophia standing, she was 
in the dressing-room, sighing dismally, tying 
her little hood, saying within herself that she 
was “Glad to go! glad to go away!” saying, 
“ Oh, dear! how hard this life rubs!” 

By the time he had searched through the 
rooms below, had come out into the hall, and 
to the foot of the stairs, searching, they were 
out under the quiet stars, set in the quiet sky; 
and Sophia was very quiet; was, within herself, 
saying, after the corn-law rhymer, 


“Groat God. thy will is done, 

When the i*our8 rivers.run 

Down the worn cheeks; 

Done when the righteous bleed; 

When the wronged vainly plead; 

Done In the uncnded deed, 

When the heart breaks. 

repeating dully, as she went along, “ ‘When the 
heart breaks; when the heart breaks.’ ” 
Headache! that convenient malady, ready at 
any time to accrue to persons with organizations 
and habits like Mrs. Hathaway’s; that is ready, 
really ready, to come whenever anxiety, vexa¬ 
tion of an intense kind, seized her, tore her 
nerves, set her blood teaming, was in that lady’s 
case no better after a night’s tossing and groan¬ 
ing. Calling Sophia to her room before it was 
light, she, with groaning and tossing, told her 
she believed she was going to have one of her 
fevers—she must get home as soon as possible; 
they must be off by the first train, at seven. 
Would she pack? Any way; no matter how, if 
she just got things into the trunks. Just leave 
out their traveling-dresses. By that time Bridget 
would be stirring. She wanted a cup of tea. She 
must see Mrs. Blake; but she didn’t want to see 
anybody out of the house. (Didn’t want to see 
anybody who could tell Col. Alliburton that 
they were going—this was the wretched wo¬ 
man’s thought.) 

Col. Alliburton, from his window, seeing them 
and their baggage driven toward the station, 
where the train was already puffing for a start, 
thinking of what Mrs. Ilcarewell had the even¬ 
ing before told him, said, “She is an old hag, 
every inch of her,” meaning Mrs. Hathaway. 
Thinking of Sophia, he said nothing, but stoutly 
disbelieved Mrs. Hathaway’s story, of her en¬ 
gagement to that miserable rake, whom ho some 
years ago encountered at Bowdoin, at which 
institution the colonel was pursuing his honor¬ 
able course,' when James, in less than one month 
after his entrance, was expelled for disorderly 
couduct, his contempt of rules, and his evil in¬ 
fluences. (to be continued.) 


LIGHT AND DARKNESS. 

BY E. D. CON STANCE. 


Looxnra out Into the night, 

From my scat the while I seo, 
Now in darkness, now In light. 

Ah! the silvery clouds so bright, 
Pass between the moon and me. 

Now the earth Is dark, now light. 
As the moon from out the cloud 
Gomes and goes, with golden light; 


Goss and passes from my sight; 

Goes and wraps the earth in shroud. 

Thus it is with our own life, 

Guilt and sin the darkness form. 
Peace and happiness the light; 

So must we all do tlio right, 

Waiting for the coming morn. 
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BY DAISY 

“ Langley is coining, to-morrow, at last,” said : 
Philip Heath. “What do you think he looks 
like, Queenie?” 

A fair, oval face looked up, before answer¬ 
ing, and the violet-eyes calmly contemplated 
the speaker. 

“ I never imagined,” said Bessie Duane, who 
went by the name of Queenie, because of her 
regal head and proud face. “ If he is agreea¬ 
ble, as you say, do let him be homely—I am so 
tired of Apollos. Only, I do hope he isn’t fat. 
You know I hate fat men.” 

Everybody laughed, including Philip nn‘d his 
nieceHarrie, andcvcnhisstaid sister, Mrs. Max¬ 
well, in whose drawing-icom all this occurred. 

Queenie looked from one to the other in 
surprise. 

“Break it to me gently,” she said, closing 
her eyes with a droll look of resigned despair. 
“Is he so very fat?” 

A telegraphic signal of mysterious import 
floated from Ilarrie’s mirthful eyes across to 
Philip. 

“You absurd Queenie. Mr. Langley Leavitt 
is very tall, very thin, pale, dark-haired and 
Byronic-” 

“ He is an elephant, I see,” said Bessie, “and 
you are making fun of me.” 

At this moment dinner was announced, and 
the conversation about the expected guest 
ceased, for the time. 

Bessie Duane was spending a month with her 
cousins, the Maxwells, who lived some thirty 
miles from New York. Philip went in to the 
city daily to business, returning in time for a 
six o’clock dinner. Generally, Bessie and Har- 
rie were dressed and waiting for him when he 
arrived. But, on the day Mr. Leavitt was ex¬ 
pected, they were behind time for once. Bessie 
was just dressed, and taking a last look in the 
glass, when the whist le of the approaching train 
was heard. “ Dear me,” she cried, “there isn’t 
a minute to lose, but I must have one of those 
pale, golden roses in the conservatory,” and 
gathering her white draperies about her, she 
hurried away, down the stair-case and through 
the hall. 

She had expected to find the gardener in the 
conservatory; but he was not there; and un¬ 
fortunately, the roses hung out of reach. With 
434 


V E N T N O B. 

the aid of the steps, however, she finally found 
herself conveniently near, the glass-roof, and 
in perilous juxtaposition to the pots of hya¬ 
cinths, placed there for safekeeping. There were 
two roses, lovely, paly-gold things, just within 
her reach ; but there was another, a lialf- 
opened bud, that she coveted as “just the very 
thing.” Alas ! it hung a trifle too high for her. 

She poised herself on one little, arched foot, 
and stretched out her hand. No! The tanta¬ 
lizing bud nodded mischievously in her face 
still. Another determined effort; this time a 
successful one, and Bessie gave a triumphant 
smile as she clasped the bud in her eager 
fingers. 

But as she moved, meaning to descend from 
her elevated rest, she felt something twitoh 
her head suddenly backward, and raising her 
hand, quickly, she found to her infinite dismay, 
that an iron-liook, suspended from the sky¬ 
light, had buried itself in the thick braids of 
her hair. 

“What shall I do?” Bhe exclaimed, as she 
realized that every struggle on her part only 
made matters worse. 

“ Can I help you ?” said a voice that seemed 
to come from the ferns below her feet. 

“ Oh! you are there, Mr. Harrison, are you ?” 
asked Miss Duane, relieved. “I believe yoa 
put this dreadful hook here to impale thieves. 
You’ll have to come up and pull it out for me.” 

Now, all this had to bo spoken over her 
shoulder, for it was utterly impossible for her 
to turn her head or look below her; and Bessie 
gave a jump that pulled her hair mo9t unmer¬ 
cifully, as she became aware that it was not 
Harrison who finally clambered up behind her, 
but a stranger, knocking down several plants 
in the ascent. 

“ I beg your pardon,” said the new-comer, in 
a voice that even to Queenie's sensitive ears 
had only a most matter-of-fact inflexion in its 
quiet tones; “ it’s quite impossible to extricate 
you, unless you are willing to take out the 
comb. Allow me !” And before she quite re¬ 
alized his intention, the splendid black braids 
fell down about her white throat, proving, be¬ 
yond doubt, that their beautiful luxuriance 
belonged to no other head than the small, 
shapely one that turned toward him. 
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“ I am very much obliged to yqu,” she said, 
divided between a desire to laugh or cry, and 
feeling her very inconvenient blushes at her 
absurd predicament. “Oh, do take care!” for 
his unguarded movements threatened the hya¬ 
cinths with total annihilation. And then it 
occurred to her to be curious how he came 
there; so she looked full at the stranger, as he 
stood just below her, surveying her with a 
droll smile. 

She saw a fine, well-shaped head, covered 
with a mass of bright chestnut curls; a pair 
of merry, soft brown-eyes; long, silky, brown 
whiskers; and a really beautiful mouth, with 
« dimple in the chin that equaled her own for 
arch mischief. But, heavens! Well-bred ns 
she was, Miss Duane could not prevent the stare 
of amazement that woke in her violet-eyes, ns 
they discovered what sort of figure accompa¬ 
nied the face. Stout! That was a mild form 
of saying it. Fat! Oh, dear! “very much as 
Hackett looked in Falstatf,” thought the dis¬ 
mayed Queenie, “ and a giant to boot. Why, 
he even towers above me now, and the distance 
of the shelf of hyacinths between us.” But 
ehe only said, aloud, though a little flurriedly, 
for her, “I think I will get down from my 
elevated post. Why, where upon earth are the 
steps ?” 

“ I believe I knocked them down in my at¬ 
tempt to reach you,” said the stranger, calmly ; 
“ but I can easily step down from the lowest 
tier,” suiting the action to his words ; and then, 
as she lightly followed him, gathering her 
dress in her hand for a spring, with another 
quiet “allow me,” he gently lifted our superb 
Queen Bess to the floor! 

He looked at her, half expecting to see the 
lovely violet-eyes flashing angrily at him for 
his presumption, (he knew what Miss Duane’s 
reputation for haughtiness was,) but she only 
bit her laughing red-lip, and said, wickedly, 
“ If you won’t betray me, I’ll promise not to 
tell who broke those unhappy hyacinths.” Aud 
off she floated, and left him standing, bewil¬ 
dered, among the flower-pots. 

“ I look like an insane gipsy,” said Bessie, to 
herself, after she had reached her own room, 
and successfully eluded Harrie. “And that 
was Langley Leavitt. How firmly he lifted 
me down. I do believe he expected me to 
-freeze him for hia impertinence. It was writ¬ 
ten in his eyes. Bemarkably soft, fine eyes 
they are, too; but—/a?—ugh!” And Queenie 
shivered, and made a disgusted grimace at her 
own lovely reflection in the glass. Then she 
oaught up the disordered braids with a quaint¬ 


ly-carved ivory-headed pin, nestled the roses 
she had stolen behind her dainty ear, and see¬ 
ing that the gilt reaper on the mantel was just 
coming out to strike the hour, she proceeded 
down stairs, and entered the drawing-room, 
under the full blaze of gaslight, as stately 
a personage as ypu can well imagine. 

Philip and Harrie lost their anticipated fun, 
for not the faintest gleam of surprise disturbed 
the calm repose of Queenie’s graceful manner, 
as Mrs. Maxwell performed the introduction. 
Without a shade of disappointment clouding 
her serene eyes, she accepted the fat stranger’s 
arm, and walked out to dinner. 

Philip, as usual, after dinner, asked fer 
music; and after Borne very charming playing 
from Harrie, he coaxed Queenie for a song, 
with her harp. 

Philip and Harrie were enthusiastic, as usual, 
and Mrs. Maxwell supplicated for more; but 
Langley uttered not a syllable, until Queenie, 
noticing his silence, asked whether he cared 
for music. 

“Very much,” he answered, with a slight, 
smile ; “ but, pardon me ; you did not sing that 
song !” 

“ Why ?” she asked, looking startled, and a 
trifle provoked. 

“You were at least a hundred miles away, 
and I like to have people stay within reach 
when they sing to me. And why did you leave 
out that pretty little ronlade in the second 
verse?” And he whistled the passage with 
beautiful accuracy and precision. 

Queenie opened her eyes with a pelitely- 
insolent stare. 

“Pray sing it, correctly , for me,” she said, 
saucily. 

“With pleasure, if you really desire it,” he 
said, with entire gravity; and Queenie found 
herself playing the chords for him before she 
quite realized how very angry she was. She 
glanced up at the huge figure beside her, and 
experienced a good, healthy hatred for it; 
while, at the same moment, her musical ear was 
fascinated with the clear, pure tenor-notes Mr. 
Langley sang so easily. Snap! A string of 
the harp broke suddenly. Nobody but Langley 
saw how. 

“An end to our singing for to-night,” she 
said, pushing her harp away, lazily, and look¬ 
ing toward Philip in a way that made him see 
she was bored. 

But Miss Duane was not permitted to remain 
in that state of existence, for they all seemed 
determined to provoke her; and before she was 
aware, she was quarreling, in a well-bred 
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way, of course, with Mr. Leavitt, being goaded 
thereto by his cool disregard of her regal dis¬ 
pleasure. 

When she went to her room, late that night, 
she sent Harrie into convulsions of laughter, 
by her sarcastic mimicry of “our fat friend,” 
as she called him; and finally laid her lovely 
head on her pillow in a state of concentrated 
irritation with that unlucky personage. 

The next day brought guests to Craigenfells. 
Mrs. Maxwell had not intended to have these 
people at the time of Langley’s visit; but by 
one of the curious contre tempi which sometimes 
happen, Mrs. Clive and her party had found 
Lake Mahopac dull, and therefore they followed 
their telegruui in about two hours. Qucenie 
looked on with sublime indifference, while the 
Clive girls, Belle and Mary, gushed after the 
most popular pattern; and Cynthia Dale, “dear 
creatured” her, and KuthieGrey put two timid 
hands in hers. Langley, who was watching 
the violet-eyed princess, saw the warm, sweet 
glow that came into her face, as she drew 
Ratiiie close, and kissed her; and he imme¬ 
diately concluded that there must be some¬ 
thing especially charming in tins small, dark¬ 
haired girl, to attract Queenic. The new party 
brought with them their attendant cavaliers; 
and Cruigenfells lost its charm, and straight¬ 
way became a Fifth Avenue house in minia¬ 
ture. Langley and Quecnie mentally voted it 
a bore, and each wished themselves away. 
Langley did reach the length of telling Philip 
that he must go back to Boston, but Philip 
coaxed and laughed, and reminded him that 
his being a stranger to them all made it 
more interesting, and ended with a mysterious, 
“Having consented to begin it, you must stay 
and play the drama out, my dear fellow.” 

So the days ran by. But Langley and Qucenie 
behaved in the strangest way imaginable to¬ 
ward each other. I think the latter had never 
been so annoyed by any one. Langley beat 
her continually at billiards and croquet; lie 
worsted her in most arguments; ho would win 
a victory over her odd temper and freaks by a 
sort of gentle gravity, which, somehow, took 
her so by surprise that it conquered her. And, 
on her side, her daring, mischievous thrusts 
sank far deeper than he ever let her see; and 
her perverse changes from haughti ness to sweet¬ 
ness, kept him always watching for the rare 
moments when she was her noblest self. It was 
astonishing how often Queenie had to rouse her 
perverse demon by belaboring “ our fat friend” 
to Harrie; and equally odd, that Langley fre¬ 
quently took these “women of the world,” as a 


i text to enlarge upon, whon Philip and he were 
| smoking, after dinner. How angry they would 
| both have been, poor victims, could they have 
| heard uncle and niece compare notes some- 
! timos, with a hearty laugh at their expense. 

; One moonlight night, ad most of the party 
; sauutered out on the piazza, Queenie found a 
; quiet corner for herself in the shade. But it 
! was presently invaded by her tormentor. 

! “You are very imprudent,” said he, throw- 
ing a light shawl across her shoulders, as he 
spoke. “ Why will you young ladies trifle with 
your health ?’* 

“ Because we are women,” said she, with a 
j little bitterness in her voice. “ Do leave us 
; undisturbed possession of our follies—our sole 
; attribute that men don't care to claim!” 

“ Don’t desecrate the moonlight with an ar¬ 
gument on the sexes,” sai l he, looking down at 
her with a curious softening of his eyc9 and 
mouth. 

Something in hi9 voice struck Queenie as 
being odd ; her heart gave a frightened bound, 
and she moved a little away from him. As she 
did so, a knot of rose-colored ribbon became 
loosened from the laces of her dress, and fell 
on the ground at her feet. 

Langley picked it up. “ You will not miss it; 
may I keep my trophy ?” he said. 

“-Is a trophy—no !” 

He smiled, involuntarily, at Queenie’s blush. 

■“As a souvenir, then ?” he said, pleadingly. 

Harrie's voice sounded very near them nt that 
instant, aud Miss Duane’s low “yes,” was more 
hasty than her ordinary, regal utterances. 
Langley turned away with a well-satisfied look 
in his merry brown-eyes; and presently they 
all went in-doors. But Queenic waxed exceed¬ 
ingly wroth to see how devotedly he watched 
the progress of Kathie Grey’s worsted-work for 
the rest of the evening; and repented her gift 
a score of times, as she found he did not mean 
to take his usual place at the back of her chair. 

Queenic had been so petted and indulged— 
so accustomed to seeing men endure nil sorts of 
treatment at her hands, that Langley’s easy 
indifference was a new experience for her. It 
bewildered her at first; but finally she settled 
down into a perfect white heat of passion. No 
woman can remain at that point long, without 
an explosion of some kind, and finally it came. 

Some of the party were playing at bowling, 
one day, before lunch, and Queenie, who had 
been flirting with Philip all the morning, found 
herself standing alone with Langley for a mo¬ 
ment, while the others were having an anima¬ 
ted dispute. 
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“We are all going boating, this afternoon,” . 
said he, apparently forgetting he had not ex- J 
changed five words with her that day; “and as j 
we shall ride down to the cove, I ordered £osy 
saddled for you. Will you ride with me?” 

“No!” said she, haughtily, stung by the 
idea that he had been certain of her accept¬ 
ance. 

He looked surprised. 

“Am I too late in making my request ? I 

thought- By Jove! how beautifully that 

was done, Miss Grey. ” Kathie had made a ten- 
strike on his alley, as he spoke, and the 
audience applauded. As he turned back to 
Queenie, her lip curled with the smile he liked 
least to sec. 

“You will have no difficulty in supplying 
my place,” said she, in a cool, cutting voice, 
every syllabic like a lash. “Pray, ask Kathie 
Grey; derides beautifully!” 

A flush rose to his. white forehead. Kathie’s 
riding was notoriously bad; and, worse than 
all, Queenie's satire was flung at the woman 
whom she called her best friend. 

“MissGrey has one virtue, at least, in which 
you are totally deficient—that of humility,” ho 
said, severely. 

The arrow flew straight. Queenie’s really 
generous heart smote her; but she was too 
blinded with anger to admit it then. 

“I gave you a foolish little souvenir, two 
days ago-” 

“Yes.” Ilis hand involuntarily sought his 
coat-pocket, and was as quickly withdrawn. 

She turned paler. 

“Be good enough to return it, and forget the 
folly.” she said, however. 

He opened his lips to speak, but Kathie 
called, impatiently, and he turned away, with 
a bow, cold and proud enough to have been 
modeled after Queenie’s own. 

When Miss Duane went to her room to dress 
for lunch, she found a bunch of loosely-tied 
violets on her table, and hidden in the center 
of the flow err, her knot of roso-colored ribbon. 
She tore it out so violently that the violets fell 
scattered on the floor, and, after a moment’s 
irresolution, she tossed it into a drawer, and 
went down stairs with colorless-face, and lips 
set in their haughtiest curvo to hide their 
trembling. 

Philip was standing in the library-window, 
after lunch, when Queenie came down the room, 
and stopped at his side. 

“Where is your habit?” asked he, noticing 
she was not dressed for riding. 

“I am not going,” she repliod, listlessly. “I 


think I shall take a book and wander off among 
the hills.” 

“I wish I could go with you,” he said, re¬ 
gretfully. “May I be excused if I say, ‘con¬ 
found Belle Clive!' She made me ask her if I 
should escort her.” 

Queenie was betrayed into a smile. “ I should 
certainly decline your company. I feel cross— 
bored; anything but agreeable.” 

“At least stay and see us ride off,” he begged, 
as she turned from him. 

“It would be something of a sight to see 
‘our fat friend’ mount,” she said, with a satiri¬ 
cal laugh. “Pray put a feather-bed on the 
other side of the horse, in case he falls, Phil.” 

Somebody moved a chair very near them, 
and in another second Langley walked past the 
pair, lighting a segar as he went, and not even 
glancing in their direction. 

“Upon my life, you have done it, Queenie!” 
said Philip, growing purple in his efforts to 
strangle his laughter. “Your majesty should 
bo more careful. I never saw n neater hit in 
my life; you’ve struck the vulnerable heel of 
our Achilles.” 

Queenie caught his arm to steady herself. 
In her shame and fright she was nearer scream¬ 
ing than speaking. 

“ Don’t dare to allude to it to him,” said she, 
hoarsely. “Don’t speak to me, Phil! I shall 
never dare to look him in the face again.” And 
bdlore he could utter a word,-she fled out of his 
sight. 

Queenie dashed up to her room in a perfect 
tempest. She grew cold as she thought how 
poarso and underbred her ridicule of a per¬ 
sonal peculiarity had been, even if it had not 
been overheard; and she shivered at the thought 
of his scornful face. And then hot blushes 
dyed her cheeks, and the violet-eyes filled with 
tears of cruel mortification, ns she realized 
how very deeply she cared for his good opinion. 
T.Icr solitary hour of humiliation did the fair 
penitent more good than any lecture could 
have done; but her anger burned hotly yet, 
though she felt like a culprit. She was too 
worn out and spiritless for a walk, so she con¬ 
cluded to go out and make a call upon Posy, 
at the stable. Now, Posy was as much petted 
as her mistress, and accompanied her on most 
of her travels ; and in her present distress, 
Queenie thought that she might put her two 
arms around Posy’s glossy neck, and be foolish 
! to her heart’s content. So she filled her hands 
j with bonbons, for Posy's eating, and wen* 

! slowly down the hall, and began to descend 
! the stair-case. Sho thought the house was 
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empty, (Mrs. Maxwell and herself being the * moments; and then Mrs. Maxwell bore dowm 
two who had chosen to remain at home,) and, j upon them, and ordered him off, and closed the 
therefore, she gave a start as she caught a ' doors upon him And, by-and-by, the riding- 
glimpse of something tall and black, that bore ■ party returned; and Harrie flew into the room, 
a strong resemblance to a man, in the hall be- ; almost crying at the sight of Queenie’s pale 
low. As she started, a chocolate-bonbon rolled ! face. And then the doctor came, 
through her fingers on the polished, black- \ After dinner, Harrie appeared, and sent her 
walnut step; she set her foot directly on it, [mother down to preside at the coffee, 
slipped, tried to regain her balance, and fell. ) “Behold! I kneel before you a penitent," 

she said, looking saucily-wicked. “I have 
sinned, and others have sinned also!’* 

Queenie felt very much like shaking her for 
that, all was a blank. j her absurdity. “You ridiculous kitten! what 

By-and-by, she saw Mrs. Maxwell’s terrified I trick have you been playing on me?” 
face, and, as if in a dream, heard her say, ; “I shall have to plead my own cause,” said 
“It’s the left ankle. I must send for Dr. [Langley, walking in. Queenie looked up at 
Blake.” Somebody, standing behind her sofa, ihim., Could this be Langley Leavitt? Without 
said, softly, “Cut the boot open; I think it's j doubt. But not “our fat friend.” A large man, 
only a sprain.” Again her head whirled diz- ! but of fair proportions enough, 
fily. Was Langley there? As the question > “It was all stuffing and padding,” said he. 
passed her lips in a half-dreamy tone, partial 5 “Phil got me into it for a joke. Harrie and 
recollection came with it. ‘ he said you detested fat men. But it proved 

“Yes.” The tall somebody bent down very anything but one to me—it was so abominably 

close, at the whisper. ; hot; and then you were so very-” 

“Do forgive me,” she faltered out, scarcely “Silly!” burst in Queenie, at last finding her 
conscious wliat she was saying, and in dire , voice. “And yet—I dou’t know—I believe I 
confusion of mind. “Did I dream that I had j do like you better as you are now.” 
done something very outrageous?” Then, feel- > “That’s extremely unorthodox,” said Harrie. 
ing weak and helpless, she added, “Don’t be \ “ You ought to say you prefer him a la Falstaff, 
angry with me, please 1” j and swear eternal devotion to fat people for hi! 

A door closed suddenly on the pair, as Mrs. \ sake. I wouldn't have her for the asking. 
Maxwell flew off. j Langley, if she’s not more satisfactory.” 

“There is small need to ask my forgive- j Queenie looked up, a little beseechingly, and 
ness,”, said Langley, smiling, brightly at her. j half afraid; but Langley’s face was happiness 
“Queenie, dear, may I have my rose.colored < itself; and so she only said, demurely, 
ribbon again?” < “Give him the rose-colored ribbons on my 

“If you will!” Still'tUe downcast face and j Iressing-table. That’s all he asked for, Har- 
varying color. 5 rie!” 

“Have you nothing more to say to me, dar- j I don’t know what Langley answered; but I 
ling? Have a little pity! Only a word.” \ think his demands must have increased rapidly; 


She had a sensation of falling—falling through 
space. Somebody uttered a cry of alarm. Then 
a sharp pain turned her faint and sick. After 


“I love you with all my heart,” cried Queenie, j for I have it from very excellent authority, that 
passionately, and tears rained down, violently, < Harrie has ordered her dress to stand brides- 
through her clasped fingers. £ mtiid at the weddtng of lovely Queen Bess and 


He fondled and soothed her for five agitated l Our Fat Friend! 


A LOVER’S SONG. 

BY E B EN E . R E X P O B D. 


I lots her! Every thought Is set 
To melody so sweet. 

That 1 can never more forget 
The words my lips repeat. 

I whisper to her. In the dusk, 

“ I love you, dear, to well !” 

The brown bee seeks the roses' musk, 
Aud haunts the plmpinel. 


“ Your hoart is a sweet blossom, blown, 
I think, love, just for me; 

I claim it wholly as my own, 

As claims the rose the bee. 

M 8n. darling, ope ymir heart to roe; 

•Yonr heart, than rose more fair, 

And I will com*, as comes the bee, 

To drink love’s honey there.” 
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A BIT OF MYSTERY. 


BT ELLA HODMAN. 


A delightfully cozy, little parlor, over which 
a bright tire and crimson curtains struggled 
which should cast the wanner glow, was ten¬ 
anted, one November evening, by a pretty 
young lady—a two months’ bride—who list¬ 
lessly turned over the new periodicals with 
which the round-table was plentifully covered, 
and almost unconsciously heaved a little sigh. 

She felt quite lonely, in spite of the bright¬ 
ness, and the fact that her other and dearer 
self was, at that very moment, in the adjoin¬ 
ing room; and there was a reasonable prospect 
that, before many more moments had passed, 
he would be seated beside her on the sofa. 
But he had already been shut up in that dis¬ 
agreeable office for half an hour; and even the 
fact that he was Professor of Anatomy—al¬ 
though lacking two or three years of thirty— 

in-College, scarcely compensated for this 

frequent poring over abstruse and horrible 
studies, which naturally implied the separation 
of one wall of ordinary thickness. 

He seemed to be miles away ocf that particu¬ 
lar night; and as the moments passed, and he 
did not come, Florence rose, irresolutely, and 
tip-toed herself to the office-door. She had a 
nervous horror of this office; and had been 
troubled with a nervous horror of doctors all 
her life; which was probably the reason why 
fate ordained that she should marry a Profes- 
eor of Anatomy. 

She did not find him a very terrible object, 
in himself; but his surroundings were not at 
all to her taste; and she shivered as she stood 
there peeping at a skeleton in a glass-case, and 
some fearful things, like mammoth pickles, in 
transparent jars. There were wax-casts, too, 
colored with painful accuracy, that seemed to 
have been taken from an inside point of view 
of the human frame, justifying the name, 
“Chamber of Horrors,” bestowed by the little 
lady upon her husband’s sanctwn. 

There he sat, with his face turned from her— 
his very back, as some one said of Henry Clay, 
proclaiming him a distinguished man—bending 
over something that was placed on the table, 
directly under the gaslight, and earnestly scru¬ 
tinizing it through a magnifying-glass. 

This young professor had a charming face, 
of a pale, creamy kind of a tint, lighted by 

Vox- L1X.—29 


darkly-fringed gray-eyes; and the kingly- 
brow was shaded by soft hair of inky black¬ 
ness, that waved just enough to be graceful. 
His mouth was perfect; large enough to be 
manly and expressive, and adorned with mag¬ 
nificent teeth—that were the moro surprising, 
as their possessor seldom laughed, and was not 
much given to smiling. 

That noble, sensitive face, was quite pensive 
in expression; but it lighted now with a rare 
smile, as a little hand rested on his shoulder. 

“Excuse me, one moment, darling; this is a 
splendid specimen! If you only had the talent 
to make an accurate, colored-drawing of this, 
for my class, to-morrow! It would be invalu¬ 
able as a faithful delineation of microscopio 
research.” 

Florence bent a little closer, and saw two 
bean-shaped objects, having very much the ap¬ 
pearance of liver, and about tho length of the 
palm of an ordinary hand. She shuddered witfy 
the conviction that these had once performed 
their part in the body of some living, breathing 
creature. “Oh!” said she, with a slight scream, 
as the professor, with the most rapt abstrac¬ 
tion, removed from the surface a layer as thin 
as a piece of blotting-paper, and taking a glass 
of extra magnifying power, proceeded with his 
investigations. 

“Now,” said Florence, having, by a dint of 
a little resolution, sufficiently overcame her 
shuddering to return to her post, “ what is that 
thing?” 

“That thing,” replied her husband, much 
amused, “is a portion of anatomy, called ‘kid¬ 
ney,’ and was recently a part of some unfortu¬ 
nate sheep. But what has brought i/oti, sweet¬ 
heart, to this ‘Chamber of Horrors?’ You 
know', that in consideration for your feelings* 
I do not even leave the door open.” 

“ I know,” said Florence, with an arm around 
his neck—“haven’t you done with those hor¬ 
rible things yet?—but it seemed so selfish of 
me to sit there alone in the pleasant parlor, 
with nothing to do but to suck my fingers, or 
read those everlasting books, while you wero 
working so hard here, that I wanted to coma 
and help you.” 

“I cannot possibly trust you to slice my 
i specimens,” was the reply; “neither could I 
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depend at all on your microscopic investiga- i called lo attend upon her, for a sprained ankle, 
tions. You would certainly drop glass, sub- j the elegant-looking Dr. Claybrook, in whom all 
ject, and all, and run, shrieking, away. So, the young ladies of the family were extremely 
what do you propose doing ?” » interested, suddenly made the discovery that it 

“ What awful looking things!” said Florence, j was his particular mission to brighten little 
irrelevantly, as she moved a little closer. “How Miss Dilway’s solitary life, 
can you handle them, and look at them so long? Florence, who had found it impossible to 
They make me feel sick.” help loving him—the very tones of his voice 

“You see,” replied her husband, drawing had magic in them, for her—was quite over- 
her closer, “that I am not a nervous little girl, 
or I should not be in a professor’s chair; and 
I keep one idea in my mind, that serves to blot 
out all these disagreeables: that is, the ex-j her husband into the rooms that were hence- 
quisite pleasure of relieving suffering, and j forth to be hers, her eyes filled with tears, as 
keeping at bay the fell destroyer. But I am > she clung closer to him; for every detail of her 
' T ^ beau-ideal of a parlor and bed-room had been 

carried out. 

No questions had been asked her; and, at 
first, she was puzzled to imagine how it had been 
ber of Horrors,” and requested permission to j accomplished; but she finally remembered a 
stay. The little bride had been suddenly j girlish picture she had drawn, one evening, 
visited by an idea that seemed to her a bril- J when all were talking of their favorite style of 
liant one, if it could be put into execution; and J room. He bad remembered it, then, although 
she now displayed such a thirst for knowledge j she did not suppose that he cared for her at 
on the subject of kidneys, and how examina- j the time; and the thought gave her a delicious 
tions were managed, and drawings made, that j thrill, like that aroused by the few earnest 
the professor became enthusiastic; and Flo- words that had told her how dear she was to 
rence thought that he must have imagined j him. 

himself lecturing to a class, who were at least j Dr. Claybrook had resolved, from the first 
versed in the rudiments. j that his affections went out to her; that this 

It was an odd entertainment for a pretty, j young life should be made as sunny ns it was 
little, girlish bride; and so much amusement • in human power to make it; that this young 
gleamed in the brown eyes, that Dr. Claybrook girl, who had known so few girlish pleasures, 
laughed, as he said, j should be carefully protected from care and 

“Now, I verily believe, you little temptress, j responsibility; and thus it was, that, instead 
that you have been quizzing me! and, as a > of having a house of their own, they had three 
punishment, I shall close all these interesting j delightful rooms in somebody else’s house. Not 
volumes, and hide away my beloved specimens, a boarding-house—the doctor did not approve 
and march you back to your proper sphere— ! of that; but a well appointed private house, 
the parlor ” where they were the only boarders. 

“I am so glad,” thought Florence, “that he It seemed a charmed life to Florence, who 
doesn’t suspect!” For the grand enjoyment of fairly reveled in all her beautiful belongings; 
her scheme was to consist in its absolute sc- I and felt more and more the worth of the noble 
crecy until it was accomplished. It was quite heart that had been given to her keeping. It 
a windfall for her to have something to do; as j was sweet to owe everything to him; and she 
she had remarked, the figurative process of j rejoiced in the thought that she had been a 
sucking her fingers, and reading, were almost j penniless bride; not counting the dower of 
her only employments. \ love and purity that her husband valued so 

Dr. Nelson Claybrook, who had imagined J highly. But, lately, she had been tormented 
himself quite devoted to his profession, and \ by an intense desire to do something for him. 
also to a bachelor-life, had accidentally become ; What could she do? There really seemed to be 
acquainted with the shy. young governess, who : nothing, until that evening, in the office, a bright 
was only visible at rare intervals in the wealthy j idea flashed into her head, 
family where he visited, both professionally \ The next morning, as soon as her husband's 
and socially. She was a pretty, little, sensitive back was turned, Mrs. Claybrook produced, 
creature, who seemed to have no one to look i from the recesses of a trunk, n very plain port- 
after her; and, one day, when he had been [ folio, in which a pile of drawings, that had 


qt«te ready now to oe taxen prisoner. x.ei us 
go ipto the parlor, Florrie.” 

Very much to his surprise, however, Mrs. 
Florrie seemed to be fascinated by the “Cham- 


whelmed to find that her wild dream of happi¬ 
ness was to be verified; and when, after a de¬ 
lightful whirl of traveling, she was ushered by 
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been of use in her governess-days, were stowed 
away. They were very creditable, indeed— 
landscapes, flowers, the human face divine; 
and if them, why not anatomical sketches? 
Why not turn her talent to some account, sur¬ 
prise the professor, and delight herself, to say 
nothing of advancing science? 

The truth is, this was the last inducement 
that entered the busy head ; and then she im¬ 
mediately fell to considering the perplexities 
of the undertaking. First, catch your fish. 
Where was she to get any of the disgusting 
thiugs? She supposed they were bought in 
market; but could she go to market, when the 
very sight of raw meat made her sick, and ask 
for kidneys ? What would the butcher think 
©f her ? She quite forgot that such arti¬ 
cles were reckoned among the edibles; and 
seemed to think that her purpose, or something 
else strange and suspicious, wa9 written in her 
face. 

She had almost resolved to put on her bon¬ 
net, and do or dare to the length, if need be, 
of killing a stray sheep or cow, should oppor¬ 
tunity offer, when aid arrived from an unex¬ 
pected quarter. 

Florence had one particular friend, and this 
was a second or third cousin, who had been 
very kind to her when she was a governess; 
and who—although, fortunately for her, she 
did not know it—had come very near falling 
in love with her in those days. He was rather 
disgusted with Dr. Claybrook for doing this 
very thing, before he had quite made up his 
mind to it; but as it was his creed to accept 
gracefully what could not be helped, he made 
Florence a handsome present, and wished the 
pair all manner of happiness. 

There are always two sides to the same per¬ 
son ; and the world saw in Fuller Clarth only 
a fashionable man of thirty-five, who, if he 
had any heart, managed to keep it entirely 
out of sight; but Florence Claybrook saw in 
him a kind, sympathizing friend, who had no¬ 
ticed her in her insignificance, and had been 
true and affectionate always. Her husband 
saw him very much as the world did, except 
that a sort of halo was cast about him by Flo¬ 
rence's regard; and the doctor would have 
been quite as well pleased if he had visited his 
cousin less frequently. 

This, however, he never expressed by word 
or look; he was too noble for suspicion, and 
his perfect confidence in Florence's truth and 
purity, would have trusted her amid any amount 
of temptation. He feared that Clarth was not 
doing wisely for himself; for who could ven¬ 


ture so constantly under the influence of all 
Florence’s sweet, winning, wifely ways with im¬ 
punity ? He wished, in his inmost heart, that 
the man would get a wife for himself, and not 
be so dependent upon his hearth for sunshine. 

“ Did you know that I was in a quandary, and 
come on purpose?” asked Florence, brightly, 
“ Do you not see a tremendous wrinkle in my 
forehead, the result of deep thought ? I want 
some kidneys, dreadfully, and I don’t know 
where to get them. Pleaso go to work and 
help mel” 

“ Do you like them slewed or deviled ?” was 
the inquiry. 

“Neither,” she replied, in disdain. “I want 
them raw.” 

“ Raw kidfoeys!” exclaimed Mr. Clarth, who 
thought his faipcousin must be slightly insane. 
“I never heard of eating them raw!” 

“ I do not want to eat them,” said Florence, 
very much disgusted with the idea. “ I want 
to paint them.” 

“Thatstrikes me as rather a novel amuse¬ 
ment for a young lady,” replied her amazed 
auditor. “What put such a desire into your 
head? They are not at all pretty.” 

“Dosit down, you ridiculous fellow!” said 
Florence, quite out of patience that he did not 
at once appreciate her grand idea, “ and I will 
tell you all about it.” 

Then she gave him the details of the even¬ 
ing before; and it seemed to Fuller Clarth 
such a sweet, original little scheme, that he sat 
looking at the little wife in a sort of dumb ad¬ 
miration. That man, he thought, really must 
be an uncommonly fine fellow to cause such de¬ 
votion in a woman like Florence. 

“You may depend on me to get them for 
you,” said he, when she had finished. “But 
are you quite sqre you have nerve enough to 
paint the horrible, raw things?” 

“I could, if I shut my eyes,” she replied, 
innocently. 

When made aware of her blunder, she 
laughed, heartily; and quite encouraged by 
her cousin’s cheerful co-operation, she hunted 
up her paints and Bristol-board, while he went 
in quest of the subject. 

By the time that he had made a satisfactory 
selection of what he considered the most novel 
of all purchases, Dr. Claybrook had returned 
from his morning-class; and Mr. Clarth sat 
with the troublesome parcel in his pocket, 
hoping that his cousin’s husband would see the 
propriety of absenting himself for a short 
space. The professor, however, was hoping 
the same thing from Mr. Clarth—the only 
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difference being that his absence was expected 
to be of longer duration. 

The man of the world, meanwhile, talked 
easily and unconcernedly; the doctor was 
rather graver than usual, and Florence’s con¬ 
dition could only be expressed by the term, 
44 fidgetty.” 

Finally, the visitor rose to take leave, hav¬ 
ing in vain signalled to his cousin to accompany 
him to the door. Florence did not see this sig¬ 
nal, but Dr. Claybrook did, and it troubled 
him. What co.ild it mean ? he thought. His 
wife connected with anything underhanded? 
He could not entertain such an idea; but what 
he had seen did not increase his regard for 
Fuller Clarth. 

“By the way, I think this belongs to you,” 
said Mr. Clarth, desperately ; and Florence re¬ 
ceived with much confusion the package that 
he presented. 

She looked so extremely guilty, that her hus¬ 
band was painfully surprised. He would not 
intrude himself, however, into her confidence; 
and after waiting a few moments for the dis¬ 
closure that did not come, he went sadly into 
his office, with a pain at his heart, to think 
that Florence would have a secret from him, 
and with such a man as Fuller Clarth. How¬ 
ever, he thought, she is young and inexpe¬ 
rienced, and^ he would trust her to the very 
last. Perhaps, in due time, the mystery might 
all be cleared up. 

His farewell kiss, as he went out for the 
afternoon, was as loving as ever; but there 
was a sad look in his eyes that puzzled Flo¬ 
rence, who would never have thought of such 
a thing as hi,s being troubled about her cousin 
Fuller. Her only troublo was, lest he should 
guess her wonderful secret, and not be sur¬ 
prised at it. 

So, taking her parcel to the office, she un¬ 
tied it very carefully, shrinking considerably 
at the contents; and it was sometime before 
•he could get them into position. Once, the 
wretched things slipped to the floor, and then 
she gave a downright scream, that brought her 
hostess to the door, with alarmed inquiries. 

Fortunately the door was locked, and Florence 
communicated with her through the key-hole, 
informing her that she screamed because she 
was afraid she had done some mischief. Mrs. 
Tilmuth felt quite sure that this fear would 


\ arranged her slippery treasures, and set to 
work at them in earnest. Visions of dissect- 
ing-rooms would come up before her, and that 
dreadful skeleton seemed to we.*.r a scornful 
| grin—but she persevered; and after awhile, a 
\ very respectable outline of a huge bean was 
\ transferred to the paper. She drew this over 
| and over again; and then remembered that she 
j had forgotten the magnifying-glass. 

Five o’clock was approaching; and hastily 
disposing of her subjects by throwing them far 
out of a back window, she made herself as 
beautiful as possible, and watched for the 
\ professor. Her drawing was carefully con- 

I signed to the depths of the portfolio, to be sub¬ 
mitted to Mr. Clarth’8 criticism on the first 
opportunity. 

“What has the little wife been doing since 
^ I left her?” inquired Dr. Claybrook, as the 
\ two sat together on their favorite sofa. “Any 
\ variation from the thumb-sucking and unmiti- 
\ gated reading of which you accused yourself 
| yesterday?” 

| A vivid blush rose in his wife’s fair ch t eek, 

J as she replied confusedly, “Not much.” 

There had been something , then; and again 
that jealous pang shot through his heart at this 
palpable evidence that Florence had something 
to conceal. 

The next day a note was dispatched to Mr. 
Fuller Clarth, with an urgent request for some 
more kidneys, and a warning to be more care¬ 
ful, as the professor almost seemed to suspect 
something. This the gentleman thrust hastily 
into his pocket without the envelope, dragged 
| it out with his handkerchief, near the parlor- 
v door, and from thence it was picked up by Dr. 

\ Claybrook, who glanced at the last sentences, 

•; turned quite pale, and laid it away in his desk, 
f He could not understand it; and would wait 
I for circumstances to develops themselves. 

\ Meanwhile, Florence went on with her draw- 
| ings, and rapidly approached perfection. Her 
< cousin’s encouragement was stimulating, and 
[ she was almost losing her horror of ^)he un- 
\ pleasant models. i 

The professor was not cheerful; »nd he 
| moaned and muttered in his sleep, as 
\ some trouble was resting on his mind. Florence 
\ was evidently absorbed in some new source of 
| enjoyment. Fuller Clarth waj there continu- 
| ally; and once or twice, on the doctor’s return. 


be verified, if the young lady was engaged in > he had found the two in close proximity over 
investigations among the doctor’s treasures ; \ some papers, that were hastily thrust aside at 
and she only hoped thit the professor would his entrance. All this was perplexing, to t say 
return before things were beyond remedy. j the least of it, and quite at variance yith 
Florence scolded herself sternly, as she re- 1 Florence’s usual candor. » 
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Dr. Claybrook felt obliged to treat Mr. < 
ClartU with cool severity, and Mr. Clartb 
secretly enjoyed it; but Florence was quite 
puzzled at her husband’s strange words, and 
tried in vain to discover the cause. 

“Some day, sweetheart, perhaps—not now,” 
was his reply to his little wife's urgent request 
that he would tell her his trouble. 

At length the anxious husband resolved to 
speak to the disturber of his peace, to request 
him to discontinue his visits, and leave Mrs. 
Claybrook to her own resources; and he thought 
over this as he returned to his office, one morn¬ 
ing, after a paper that he had forgotten. 

Very much surprised was he to sec Florence 
seated at his desk, bending over something that 
looked like a picture; and so absorbed was she 
in her employment, that she did not look up, 
as she observed, 

“I am just putting the finishing touches—it 
really is very like.” 

“‘Finishing touches’ to what?” said her 
husdand’s voice. 

Florence gave a little, nervous shriek, for 
she had expected to see Fuller Clarth; but she 
hastily covered up her work, and Dr. Clay- 
brook said, with grave sadness, 

“How much longer, Florence, do you intend 
to keep your secret from me ? Is your husband 
less worthy of confidence than your cousin?” 

She looked at him for a moment in surprise, 
and then silently uncovered her work. 

“And this is your secret?” he asked, strug¬ 
gling with various emotions. 

“ Yes! Arc you very angry ?” 

Astonishment almost deprived him of speech; 


the drawing was perfect, and explained in a 
moment the perplexity of weeks. 

“And now,” said the professor, after paying 
the artist very liberally for her work, “what 
ever put such a design as this into your 
head?” 

“Your own self,” was the reply. “Have 
you forgotten that evening when I found you 
working here at these very things, and you 
said that a colored drawing would be invalu¬ 
able to your class?” 

And she had overcome her repugnance to 
the “Chamber of Horrors!” and these dis¬ 
agreeable models, and actually toiled, day 
after day, at a most uncongenial task, in order 
to gratify a wish of his that he had quite for¬ 
gotten. Bless the warm, loving little heart!— 
and he would have hugged it closer, only that 
was impossible. 

“Suppose you caress cousin Fuller a little,” 
said Florence, laughing. “I could not have 
managed at all without him to go to market 
for mo. And now he is going to Europe. Isn’t 
it too bad ?” 

“Traveling seems to be just the thing for 
a man in his position,” replied the doctor. “I 
only wonder, for my part, that he has not tried 
it sooner.” 

It must be added, that he quite hoped Mr. 
Clarth would make up for lost time by remain¬ 
ing away for an indefinite period. 

“Then you really like it?” asked Florence, 
regarding her work quite affectionately. 

“It is the most delightful surprise I ever 
had,” was the reply—and so it was in two 
ways. 


WE ARE ORPIIANS. 

BY MRS. J. II. BLUM. 


Wi are orphans; In yon valley 
A'* he re the twilight shadows lie; 

| (Where the winds are moaniug, moaning, 

/ t And the dead seem ever nigh; 

■j There our father, weary-hearted, 

I La ; d him down to dreamless rest; 

* There the damp, cold clods are lying 
On onr mother's gentle breast! 


Father! Mother! Be thou near ns, 
While we tread this toilsome way 
Guard us by thine angel presence, 
Lest our tired feet may stray ; 

And when lone, and sad, and weary, 
Hearts and hopes alike ore dead, 
Bios* us, oh! thou dearly loved ones I 
Comfort us till life tiAth fled. 


We are orphans; in the wide world 
None are left that hold us dear; 

* Strangers rhock our tones of sorrow, 
i Strangers wipe the starting tear. 

I We may love them for their kindness, 
/ Bless them for their gentle care; 

*» Bnt our hsarts look ever upward 
• To the skies—for they are there 1 

‘ I 


God, in Heaven! Thou watcheet o’er us I 
Thou our surest stay must be ; 

Teach ns early theso sweet lessons— 
Patience, Hope, and Purity; 

That when Thou at last shalt call us 
To the vale where shadows lie, 

We may gladly hear the summons, 

And be with them lu the sky. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Herman Ross became a constant visitor at 
the Laurence cottage after his sister had called 
there. Sometimes he spent hours together in 
the little parLor, instructing Ruth in her art, 
and fairly opening a new world to the genius 
that btlrned within her. With all her prac¬ 
tice she had gone astray in many things, and 
struggled for hours to produce an effect which 
he taught her to accomplish with a few dex¬ 
terous touches of the pencil. His patience 
seemed inexhaustible; his kindness brought 
tears into her eyes whenever she thought of it. 
In. a few days she had learned more than 
blind, unaided practice had done for her in 
years. 

Sometimes Ross saw Eva, but not often, for 
she came home from her duties late in the 
afternoon, and his visits seldom lasted till then; 
but he spoke of her often, and sometimes ques¬ 
tioned Ruth about her, in a cautious way, as if 
the mention of her name brought some mental 
disturbance with it. 

“What, Eva older than I am ? Dear, no!— 
far from it! I am nearly four years the elder/' 
she said, one day, in answer to his question. 
“ It is because she is so tall and well-formed that 
you think so; but she is only eighteen, this 
month, while I am twenty-two." 

“Only eighteen! Just eighteen?" 

“Just eighteen, this month!" 

“Tell me. Can you remember when she 
was born ?” inquired Ross, more quickly than 
he usually spoke. 

“ I can remember when she was a baby; and, 
strange enough, the first time I saw her was in 
father's arms, coming through that door.” 

“And you remember nothing before that?” 

“No! How should I?” 

“Nothing whatever—no disturbance in the 
house; no-" 

“Oh, yes! I remember very well how sur¬ 
prised mother seemed, and how she scolded 
about something. I suppose it was because 
father took the baby out." 

“Strange!” muttered Ross. 
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That moment Mrs. Laurence came into the 
room. 

“ You here, Mr. Ross?” Bhe said, in her cold, 
half-indifferent fashion. 

“Yes, madam. As an old friend of yeur 
husband’s, I have taken the liberty of coming 
often, hoping to benefit his child a little.” 

Mrs. Laurence looked at him, keenly. She 
was naturally a suspicious woman, and inti¬ 
mate association with a person connected with 
the police had not improved her faith in human 
nature. She had seen this man regarding Eva 
with looks that troubled her, and naturally 
supposed that his extreme kindness to Ruth 
had some reference to the more beautiful 
daughter. 

“Mr. Ross,” she said, with curt honesty, “I 
don’t remember my husband having a friend 
in the world that I didn't know something 
about; but so far as I can remember, he 
never mentioned the name of Ross to me in his 
life." 

“The name ef Ross!” cried the man, half 
starting from his chair. “No wonder! What 
an idiot I was to forget! But it is so long 
since I have known my other name. My dear 
madam, have you never heard your husband 
speak of Herman Ross Baker?” 

This name seemed to strike the woman dumb. 
She stood, for half a minute gazing at the man, 
as if a ghost had started up before her. The 
little color natural to her face died out. Even 
her lips grew white. 

“ Herman Ross Baker,” she repeated. “And 
are you that man ?” 

“That is my name, Mrs. Laurence; ^nd the 
only one your husband ever knew me by. I 
am an artist, and in other countries chose to 
call myself Ross, leaving the rest of the name 
so long out of use that I almost forget it my¬ 
self. Now, I hope that we are not altogether 
strangers, by name at least.” 

Mrs. Laurence dropped into a chair, and 
clasped both hands in her lap. ’ 

“ So, you are that man !" 

There was a look of absolute terror in* the 
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'Woman’s face. She sat staring at Ross, with a 
weird look, as if he had been a ghost. 

“I never thought you would come—never 
wanted you to come,” she said, at last, wring¬ 
ing her hands with a show of passion of whi<5h 
her countenance, in its set expression, gave 
little sign; “but when the dead order, the living 
have only to obey. That which he left must be 
given, though it breaks us all up, and turns 
the house into a tomb.” 

The woman rose from her seat, and began to 
walk the room, while Ross and her daughter 
sat regarding her with intense surprise. 

“ What do you mean, mother—of w hat 
«re you speaking? Mr. Ross cannot under¬ 
stand,” said Ruth, arising with pain from her 
cushions. 

Mrs. Laurence paused in her walk, and stood 
for a moment gazing dumbly on the Bweet, pale 
face, turned so anxiously upon her. Then she 
resumed action again, and paced bnck and 
forth, as before, muttering to herself. At last, 
Bhe came up to the couch, and laying her hand 
on Ruth’s shoulder, bade her sit up a little, 
while she searched for something that must bo 
found. 

Ruth left the couch, and sunk into a Boston 
rocking-chair, which Mr. Ross drew forward 
for her use. 

Then Mrs. Laurence flung the cushions to 
the floor, and bringing a pair of scissors from 
a work-basket, began to rip the mattress, ut 
one end, and thrusting her hand into the open¬ 
ing, she drew forth a sealed envelope. 

“That is the name,” sho Baid, reading the 
address over. “Herman Ross Baker. My hus¬ 
band did know you. When lie wrote this I was 
told to give it into your hands, and no other, 
should you come back to this country, after he 
was dead, which I am sure he did not expect. 
Take it, sir; and remember he was kind to you 
and yours.” 

Ross took the package, and looked wistfully 
at the writing. He was evidently taken by sur¬ 
prise, and his hand shook with the intense de¬ 
sire that seized upon him to tear the envelope 
and seize upon its secret at once. 

“Not here! Read it at home!” said Mrs. 
Laurence, who saw his hands tremble with 
eagerness. “It may be a thing to read alone, 
with fasting and prayer. Who knows? Take 
it away, and remember how true he was—how 
good. Ruth you are growing pale; let me lift 
you back to the couch. No, sir; it is not 
needed—one is enough. There, now; don’t be 
troubled, child. No need of that! You see 
how weak she is, Mr. Ross; so have some com¬ 


passion on us all. You will understand me, 
by-and-by.” 

“If compassion could make you happy, there 
would be no sorrow under this roof,” answered 
Ross, with a ringing sweetness in his voice, 
that brought tears to the eyes of Ruth Lau¬ 
rence. “God knows, I will never bring trouble 
here.” 

Ruth reached out her hand. “You have 
brought nothing but good to us,” sho said, 
gently. “We all know that.” 

Ross took the pale, little hand in his, dropped 
it softly to the couch again, and took his leave, 
with the feeling of a man who carries destiny 
in his hand. 

A short walk brought the excited man to his 
sister’s dwelling. He entered the front doon, 
strode across the tesselated hall, and mount¬ 
ing tho stairs, carpeted so thickly that his 
footsteps seemed smothered in wood-moss, en¬ 
tered a chamber in the topmost story, which 
had been fitted up os a studio. With a hand 
that still quivered with emotion, he bolted the 
door, and sat down, with the envelope in his 
hand, overcome with that strange dread which 
an unbroken seal often brings upon the pos¬ 
sessor. Eager as his curiosity had been, he 
was literally afraid to break the seal. What 
did it lqck in? Why should tho inan, so long 
dead, write to him ? Was the vague, wild idea, 
which had haunted him for weeks, a reality? 

With these questions in his brain, he tore 
the envelope, took from it some closely-written 
pages, and began to read. 

My Friend —One night, while on my beat in 
the upper part of thecity, ayoung woman, carry¬ 
ing something in her arms, which a large and 
very rich shawl completely covered, passed mo, 
more than once, in a wild, distracted way, as 
if looking for something, or some place, which ‘ 
she could not find. I watched her, carefully, 
as she went back and forth in this distracted 
way, and at last saw her sink down on a door¬ 
step, when the faint wail of a child came from 
beneath her shawl. I was about to speak to 
her, when she lifted her head, saw my uniform, 
and starting up, fled down the street. Tho 
moon was up, but clouded, and but few stars 
appeared. So it was mostly by the street- 
lamps that I kept her in sight, until she passed 
out of my beat. When I lost sight of her, sho 
was making straight for the river, and hurried 
ou as if urged forward by the fright my fact 
had given her. 

It was not many minutes before I was re¬ 
lieved, and free to follow the woman, which I 
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did at once; for ber dress, her air, and the 
child that she carried under that shawl, sug¬ 
gested a tragedy, which it was my duty to pre¬ 
sent. I walked rapidly forwurd, until the 
street she had been threading ended in a grove 
of trees, an immense flower-garden, and a 
grand old mansion, which seemed as if buried 
in the heart of a wilderness, the shrubbery was 
so old and thick around it, and the shadow of 
the trees so dense. 

I passed this house and went down among 
the trees, which grew close to the river, fling¬ 
ing their shadows over it, in places, and making 
the spot so lonely that I felt a thrill of dread, 
as the contrast between its isolation and the 
street I had left, broke upon me. 

Everything was quiet. My own footsteps 
were smothered in tlie forest-lurf, and a gentle 
shiver of the leaves was all the sound I heard. 
Still, I watched and waited, feeling the presence 
of another human soul, as one sometimes knows 
a thing independent of tho senses. As I stood 
in the shadow, something seemed to move 
on a large sloping-roek, which formed a pic¬ 
turesque feature in one corner of the grounds, 
on which the trees grew less thickly. That 
moment, a cloud swept back from the moon, 
and I saw the woman whom I had frightened 
so, standing on the rocks, which shot some dis¬ 
tance into the stream, where the waters eddied 
and curled around it with a sweet, monotonous 
music, that seemed to lure and lure the woman 
on, till she stood on the very edge of the rocks. 
Her shawl was thrown back now, and I saw the 
child. She did not look at it, but. turned her 
face away, and lifted the infant high in her 
arms. I started forward, but checked myself, 
for she had fallen down upon the rock, and 
hugging the child to her bosom, was kissing it 
with passionate vehemence, oalling out, “I 
cannot—I cannot! Oh, my God! how could I 
think of it? My child! My child! Yon are 
not. hurt! There! there! there! Oh, whatcan 
I do? What shall I do?” 

Again and again she'fell to kissing the little 
creature, moaning over it like a dumb animal; 
breaking forth into bitter sobs, now and then, 
until some fear seized her, and she looked 
around, breathlessly, terrified by her own 
voice. Full ten miuutes she sat upon the rock, 
caressing the child, in her passionate despair. 
Then she arose to her feet again, once more, 
uplifted it in her arms, and staggering back, 
fell prone upon the rock, clasping the infant 
to her heart. 

The struggle was terrible; but I had faith 
in the power of a motherhood which could 


battle so fiercely against an evil resolve, and 
waited, knowing, that at the worst, 1 could 
save the child. She arose to a sitting posture, 
very pale and still now, for 1 could see her face, 
plainly, in tho moonlight; and it was white as 
snow—white and beautiful. An exclamation 
almost broke from me. I knew the face! More 
than once had I marveled at its benuty; more 
than once had I seen it beaming with love, up¬ 
lifted to another face, which will never leave 
my memory. Do you understand? Can you 
guess who thi/j young mother was? I did not 
know her name; but there was no mistaking 
that proud, white face. 

Tho young woman sat a long time, gazing at 
her child, in the moonlight. Then she took off 
her shawl, and, kneeling over the little crea¬ 
ture, wrapped the garment around it. She did 
not look at the little creature after this, but 
arose from her kuecs, and went staggering 
away from the rocks, through a patch of moon¬ 
light, and into the shadows, looking back, con - 
tinuously, as if sho had left her heart behind, 
and longed to pluck it back to her bos*m again, 

I could not find it in my heart to give that child 
up to tho Almshouse, having seen the woman's 
face. So I went- to tho rock, where it lay 
muffled in the shawl, and was startled when 
two great, wide-open eyes looked up at mo, 
through the moonlight, as if wondering at (ho 
rough features that bent over it, instead of the 
beautiful woman s face which was fleeing away 
from it in the shadows. 

I look the child in my arms, and laid its 
little cheek to mine. The touch filled my soul 
with tenderness, and I resolved that she should 
be my own—the sister of my little Ruth. I 
carried the pretty waif home, and gave her to 
my wife. She was taken by surprise, nnd re¬ 
sented tho adoption, at first; but it was irapos- 
possible to resist those pretty, infantine ways, 
and at last this child became dear to her as our 
little Ruth. Yes; dear as the boy that was 
afterward born to us. 

Wo kept the fact, that this child was 
not our own, a secret from every one. Even 
our children are ignorant that sho is not in 
fact their sister. I never sought to identify 
the young mother. Remembering how near 
sho had been to murdering her own child, I 
dared not place it again in her power. Be¬ 
sides, we loved the foundling, and that love 
grew strong as nature in our hearts. Soon she 
became only another child of our own. You 
know that I was educated for a better position 
than has fallen to my lot; and I rei olved to 
give even superior advantages to my children. 
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My wife is a prudent housekeeper, and out of 
our small resources we managed to save money 
enough for this purpose, and to secure a hum¬ 
ble home, in which we are now living. If God 
spares me, some prosperity may yet bo won 
•ul of our hard lives. But just now, I am de¬ 
sponding, without reason, for my health is 
good and my purpose strong. If I should be 
cut down, what will be the fate of my family ? 
I ask this question with a pang. Have I done 
right to educate these two girls for a position 
so much higher than they can ever hope tu 
attain? Have I done right in keeping all that 
I have told you a secret from Eva herself? 
Was it not my duty to search out the mother, 
who had cut her off, thus securing her a future 
more promising than anything I had to offer ? 

I am asking myself these questions now, aud 
the answer is a selfish one. We could not give 
her up to another. 

My friend, let me tell you all. The woman 
who abandoned her child, with such throes of 
anguish, was no common person. Everything 
about her bespoke refinement and wealth. The 
shawl, in which she wrapped her infant, was a 
rare and costly one. The garments were en¬ 
riched with the finest lace; the sleeves were 
looped back with pink coral, such as can only 
be in perfection at Naples, fastened with a 
clasp of gold. Wo kept these things, sacredly, 
thinking that the time might eome when Eva 
would be driven to seek out her mother. But 
not while I live. She loves us, and is happy. 
But I have been thinking how suddenly death 
sometimes comes upon us, and how helpless she 
will be, with all her fine talents and rare 
beauty, when I am gone. Thinking of this, I 
remembered you, my good friend. You, to 
whose energetic interference I am indebted 
for the place I hold. With a tenacity, I can¬ 
not resist, the thought fastens on me, that you 
will be her friend when I am gone; that in her 
time of need, should it ever come, you may 
search out that portion of her history, which 
I have, up to this time, shrunk from investi¬ 
gating. If lovo for the child has made me se¬ 
cretive and selfish, you will have the energy 
to redeem the wrong, and place her in the 
higher position which I solemnly believe to be 
hors by right. But one thing I charge you. If 
it should come out that the girl has no legal 
right to elaim her parents, keep this secret 
from her, forever. She is proud, and so keenly 
sensitive, that disgrace would kill her; and in 
that case, my humbler name would be far bet¬ 
ter than a dishonored one, however exalted. 

You are abroad now; but I have kept trace 


of you through all these years. Once or twice 
your letters have reached me. I know that 
you have won a high place among men of ge¬ 
nius ; that your guardianship will be an honor 
to this proud girl; that even for my own deli¬ 
cate Ruth you will have some fatheriy kind¬ 
ness. Am 1 wrong in asking this? I think 
not. You are the only friend, of the old days, 
that I have left. In our school-days, we loved 
each other; in our manhood the feeling grew 
and strengthened. In my death, if that should 
come, you will be mindful of the old love, and 
kird to those I leave behind me. 

One thing you will remember. My wife has 
the clothes, the coral, and the India shawl, in 
which little Eva was wrapped that night. She 
wiil give them to you, reluctantly, I dare say; 
no misfortune will ever make her willing to 
part with the girl; but she will remember my 
charge, aud give tV.eni up, at your request. 
Perhaps they will lead to something in your 
hands. 

Why do I write this now, after so many 
years of silence? I cannot answer. But this 
evening, a strange, dark presentiment came 
over me, and I was impelled to place Eva’s 
story on paper. It can do no harm. My wife 
will keep it safe till you come, if I am doomed. 
Doomed! IIow absurd all this seems in a man 
of perfect health and more than ordinary 
strength. Yet, somehow, I feel with mournful 
solemnity, that some day, after I am dead, you 
will get this paper, and act upon it in behalf 
of your old friend. 

Leonard Laurencb. 

Ross never took his gaze from the paper 
until he had read it through ; then he folded the 
pages back and reperused every word, with a 
burning, eager question in the eyes, that seemed 
to devour each syllabic as it arose to view. The 
perusal had left him pale to the lips. He held 
the pages with a firm, hard grip, as if he feared 
they would escape him, long after he had mas¬ 
tered their contents. Then he arose, and began 
to paco the floor, with a slow, heavy tread, 
pondering over many things in his mind, with 
a restless burning of the eyes that bespoke a 
storm at the heart. 

IIow was he to appease this craving curiosity? 
| In what way was he to arrive at the truth re- 
; garding this giri, whose future had been placed 
| in his hands, by the document still clutched, 
! tightly, there? Laurence was right. Herman 
1 Ross was not a man to falter in a case like this. 
If t he girl had claims, he was resolved to search 
[ them out, and maintain them after they were 
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found. But something more exciting than mere 
determination—an almostfrenzicd wish to learn 
the whole truth possessed the man now. All the 
proofs that existed he would have at once. Sus¬ 
pense was more than he could bear. 

Ross took his hat, and went out again, walk¬ 
ing rapidly toward the Laurence cottage. This 
time he sought the back entrance, and found 
Mrs. Laurence alone in her kitchen. Her keen, 
gray eyes were as hard as steel, when she 
turned them upon him, with a look that seemed 
half fear, half defiance. 

“Well,” she said, sharply, “you know it all 
now. Is it in you to take her away from us, 
now that we need her more than ever?” 

“I hav? come to ask you something. This 
paper speaks of articles that are in your pos¬ 
session. ' May I look at them?” 

Mrs. Laurence sunk into a chair; the little 
^color natural to her face died out, leaving only 
a flush around the eyes. 

“I—I cannot give them to you just now,” 
she stammered. “Did the paper speak of 
them?” 

“Yes; and they are important—very im¬ 
portant.” 

“ But how was I to knew that you would ever 
come, or that any one—a man particularly— 
would want a lot of baby-clothes?” 

“But 1 do want them, and at any cost must 
have them,” said Ross, almost fiercely. “ Surely 
they are not destroyed?” 

“Destroyed? No; I haven’t done that.” 

Ross drew a deep breath, and the hot color, 
which mounted to his face, died out. 

“But they are not all on hand.” 

“Not ou hand?” 

“What right have you to question me so? 
Most of the things are here; but we were starv¬ 
ing, sir—starviug! Do you know what that 
means? I pawned one or two things. There, 
you have the truth. Go in and look at the 
pale girl lying there; then wonder, if you can, 
that I gave up everything to keep her from 
starving quite to death.” 

“But they can be found?” said Ross, anx¬ 
iously. “Surely they are not out of reach?” 

“I don’t know. We haven’t been rich enough 
to redeem anything; but you shall have the 
tickets. Wait.” 

Mrs. Laurence went up the back stairs, and 
left Ross walking restlessly up and down the 
kitchen. She was gone some time, but came 
down at last, carrying a ounaie in her hand. 

“Here are the things,” she said, curMy. 

•*Yellow as saffron, with lying; but here they j 
are.” j 


| She opened the bundle, and shook out a long 
| infant’s frock, trimmed half a yard deep with 
I Valenciennes lace and embroidery, all yellow 
[ with age, but of exquisite richness. 

Ross laid it aside with an impatient action 
of the hand. 

“It tells nothing,” he said. “Nothing at oil.” 

“The moths have got into the flannel,” said 
Mrs. Laurence, passing her hand under the 
rich, silken embroidery of a flannel skirt; “but 
you can see the pattern, for they never touch 
silk. Seme lady did that, let me tell you, with 
her own fingers. This is no hired work.” 

Ross glanced at the pretty grape-vine, which 
had grown golden on the riddled flannel, and 
was himself struck by its beautiful finish. All 
at once he snatched it from the woman’s hold, 
and examined it more closely, as if he saw 
something curious in every leaf and tendril. 

“ I should know the pattern. Somewhere l 
have seen it before,” he muttered, in a voice 
that was almost inaudible; “but where? how?” 

“There is nothing else but this mite of a 
skirt, with lace around it like a cobweb, and 
the linen so fine you could almost pack it in a 
thimble,” said Mrs. Laurence, warmed into 
soft, womanly feeling by the sight of these 
little garments. 

“Nothing more? But the shawl, the coral— 
where are they ?” 

“Pawned!” was the curt answer. “I told 
yon so.” 

“Where? Let me look at the tickets,” was 
the impatient rejoinder. 

Mrs. Laurence drew an old, worn porte- 
monnaie from her pocket, and took from it two 
pawn-tickets, which she handed to her visitor, 
almost smiling at the disappointment that lay 
before him. 

Ross glanced at the tickets, and dropped 
them to the table in bitter distress. They had 
been forfeited a whole year. 

“ I did not suppose they would amount to 
much now,” said Mrs. Laurence, picking up 
the papers. “Sold long ago, I dare say.” 

Ross took the tickets from her hand again, 
and read the address with a forlorn hope that 
the articles, so important to his search, might 
be found unsold. He left the house at once, 
and proceeded to the pawnbroker’s, scarcely 
heeding or caring that the whole world saw 
him enter this last foothold of poverty befoxa 
it is swept into abject want. 

A dull, dreary place was this pawn-office; 
its narrow counter all grim with use; its walla 
studded from floor to ceiling with miserable- 
looking bundles; its boxes petitioned off likt 
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cells in a prison, where the sensitive and inex¬ 
perienced sheltered themselves While taking 
these last degrading steps on a downward 
career. All these things struck Ross with a 
chill, for there is something fearfully pathetic 
in poverty when it takes a form like that. 

With a sense of strange humiliation, this re¬ 
fined gentleman glided into one of those secret 
boxes, into which want shrinks from the human 
gaze with a keener senso of shame than guilt 
often knows; his breath came short, and he 
asked, hoarsely, if there was yet a possibility 
of redeeming the articles which the two crump¬ 
led tickets represented. 

The pawnbroker, a heavy, dark man, whoso 
hands were as unclean as his practices, took 
the tickets, saw the date, and handed it back 
with a gruff shake of the head. 

“ Forfeited long ago. You ought to have seen 
that, if you know how. to read.” 

44 1 beg your pardon,” said Ross, too anxious 
for resentment. 4 ‘0f course, I was aware of the 
date ; but is it possible to obtain these articles !” 

“Obtain them? No; they aro sold.” 

Ross still held the rejected tickets in his 
hand, which shook a little. 

“Sold; but there must be some record. Is 
it not possible to find them?” 

“I don’t suppose it could be done. Whoever 
got those two things had a bargain, that they 
won’t be likely to give up. The shawl was 
real Injy ; worth a thousand dollars, if it was 
worth a ecu'; and the coral was a lovely tint, 
like a tea-rose, and carved beautifully—not to 
be matched in this country. Bargains 1 Both 
great bargains!” 

44 1 am willing to pay their full price—double 
that-’’ 

“Ila! What is that? Double?” 

“Yes; that is not more than I am willing to 
give.” 

44 Double-double ! That would be two—say 
three thousand. Is that the correct sum— 
three thousand? A good thing! A good 
thing!” 

The craving wretch spoke gleefully, rubbed 
his palms together, and eyed Ross as if he 
longed to devour him. 

Through all his anxiety, Ross felt the disgust 
such greed was sure to inspire, and answered 
him sharply. 

44 1 will give two thousand for the shawl, and 
two hundred for the coral—not a cent more; 
but that can be settled with the possessor of 
the articles, who will probably bo content with 
their full value. If you will inform me who the 
purchasers are, it is all I desire at present.” 


“Who they are? Oh, yes! Such greenness 
belongs to me. Young in the business, you 
know. Haven’t cut our eye-teeth. You’re likely 
to get at them articles without mo, very ; but 
how are you going to do it, that’s the figure? 
How are you going to do it?” 

44 Then you will not help me?” 

“Why that is just what you and I are bargain¬ 
ing about. Say three thousand, and I’m en 
hand.” 

44 Three thousand for articles not worth mere, 
by your own showing, than a third of the 
amount, and for which you enly advanced fifty 
dollars. Surely, you cannot be in earnest.” 

44 In earnest? Well, you will find that I shall 
not abate one dollar. A thing is worth what 
ono can get for it. You want this shawl and 
coral for something more than their worth, and 
so make fancy stock of them. You understand 
they are my fancy stock, and for any good they 
will be to you, I am the holder.” 

“But they are sold, yen admitted that.” 

44 Yes; but my books aro not sold—and with¬ 
out them, how can theso things bo traced? Oh, 
never mind! you will come to my terms, never 
fear !” 

Ross took his hat from the counter, and 
turned to leave the box, in which he had stood 
while conversing with the man. The pawn¬ 
broker eyed him furtively, with a crafty smile 
on liis lips. He was not disheartened, for the 
anxiety in those deep-set eyes was too apparent 
for doubt. The man would make any sacrifice 
rather than lose the urticlcs he sought. 

“You will think better of it, sir,” he said, 
leaniug over the counter, and following the re¬ 
treating man with an oily smile. “Remember, 
I am always to bo found here.” 

Ross lifted his hat and disappeared, making 
no other reply. For a moment, disgust of the 
man overpowered even the strong wish that had 
brought him to that miserable place. 


CHAPTER XII. 

Mrs. Carter had that profound respeet for 
her own taste which springs out of utter igno¬ 
rance; and her great party would have been 
something wonderful in the way of shoddyism* 
but for the gentle and kindly interference of 
her brother Ross, whom she looked upon with 
something like adoration, and whose opinions 
were so modestly given, that they seemed to 
originate in herself. Thus he had sent the 
gorgeous pictures from her boudoir to Battles’ 
room in the stable, and after them went many 
an object of inestimable valuo to the lady. 
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but which were received by theoesthetic coach- \ came in here—and so I did. The day I went 
man with a sniff of critical contempt. Up to jto see that Miss Laurence, who should come in 
this' time the contractor's lady had reveled in J but my old neighbor, Mrs. Smith, just as good, 
the adornment of her house. She had often whole-hearted a woman as ever lived. Of 
heard it said that certain persons of her new j course, I was glad to see her—my heart not 
circle, who had shot up like mushrooms in Uhe \ being a nether millstone, nor yet a junk of ice. 
unhealthy atmosphere of our civil war, owed j Then she was natural as life, thinking, no doubt, 
all that was elegant in their establishments to < that I should keep her at arms-lengths, because 
the artists and upholsterers they employed, j of all this silk and lace, and bracelets, and she 
This was a charge Mrs. Carter resolved should J ouly in a calico-dress; but 1 hadn't the heart 
never be brought against her. So, after six \ to do it, Herman; old neighbors are old neigh- 
months of hard worry and interminable shop- j bors; and, between you and 1, brother, I’m not 
ping, an effect was produced of such promis- \ certain that them old times were so much worse 
cuous gorgeousness, that the really refined \ than these. At any rate, my heart warmed to 
persons, who began to visit her, were so Mrs. Smith, and that child of hers, so that I 
completely taken by surprise, that she mis- hated to come home. She has got a splendid 
took amused astonishment for admiration, and baby, you know; and holding it in my arms was 
plunged into new attempts at. harmony and such a heart-aching treat, after all that we 
contrast, that fairly set the beholder’s teeth on have lost, Carter and I. It’s a thing we never 
edge as words of hollow flattery passed through mention between us; but the sight of a fine, 
them. wholesomo babby is sure to make my breath 

Thus it was that Mr. Ross found his sister come quick. After losing three of them, and 
and her habitation. Carpets, gorgeously in- none left, and this house built with a nursery, 
dependent of draperies; florid frescoes, sftitues, it’s heart-rending to think of; and I couldn’t 
in deep shadow; flaming vases in the light; help thinking that Mrs. Smith was richer than 
mirrors in every available space; and pictures, I was, after all. 

such pictures! in magnificent frames, sur-, “Well, we took dinner together—ham and 
rounded him on every side. But genius is great, eggs—real old times; and cooked so nice. So, 
and money all potent. Out of this confusion, the while the old home-feeling took full hold of me, 
man of real taste soon produced effects harmo-f I up and gave my old friend a card for my 
nious as a poem; and no person could enter party, having one in my pocket at the time, 
that mansion with an idea that its arrangement which was the reason of my doing it, unthink- 
had been left cither to an upholsterer or to an ingly, as one may say, and long in advance of 
ignorant woman. Soon Mrs. Carter saw how other people. She was so pleased—tickled al- 
much more beautiful everything had become, most to death; and is going to buy a new mory- 
and gloried in it. antique, and—what will please you, I know— 

Having surrendered so much to her brother, says that she will bring Miss Eva Laurence 
Bho was ready to yield to him in all things with her—carriage-hire being all the same for 
connected with her social life, and when he three as for two.” 

suggested the purchase of Ruth Laurence’s Here Ross made an impatient movement, 
sketches, and asked for an invitation to the which his sister saw, and half resented, 
party, for which cards were about to be issued, “Now don’t you turn against me, Herman, 
she consented at once, and thus fell in with It’s bad enough to have Carter turning up his 
her old crony and friend, Mrs. Smith. nose at old friends, that were always ready to 

One afternoon, Mrs. Carter came home in a help him, when he needed help; but my own 
state of unusual excitement. Iler cheeks were brother-” 

flushed, her eyes sparkled, and her stylo was “ You misunderstand,” said Ross. “I find no 
like that Gf a warrior preparing for battle, fault with feelings that do you honor. Far 
Without stopping to take off her things, she l from it. But as for Miss Laurenoe, we had 
mounted to her brother's studio, which was in arranged about her coming, and thore need be 
the very top of the building. < no change, I should think.” 

“Herman,” she said, sitting down by her “But Carter objects even to her. And as for 
brother’s easel, “I’ve got myself into a scrape, ■ Battle, his sneers about going into that neigb* 
and I want you to help me out. Not that I need s borhood are beyond bearing.” 
help, if Carter wasn’t so uppish about such ! “Perhaps, in some respects, Carter is right, 
things; but he was determined that I should j You will find it very difficult to make twa 
give up the old set for good and all, when I j classes mingle harmoniously, evon in this ro- 
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publican country. Stronger an 1 more expe¬ 
rienced women than you are have tried it, and 
failed signally. Aland that has no aristocracy 
hut that of wealth, will always draw sharp lines 
between the poor and the rich.” 

“ But you do not object—you will help me out. 
I wish now it hadn’t been done; but one can’t 
take back an invitation; and Carter is very 
eruel to ask it; now isn’t ho?” 

“Of course you cannot take back an invita¬ 
tion. And I dare say your old friend will 
manage to appear well enough for the occasion. 
Society, since the war, has put up with a great 
many strange innovations. So, I dare say your 
friend will pass.” 

“It’s kind of you to say so,” answered Mrs. 
Carter, with tears in her eyes. “As for Car¬ 
ter, his heart is like a mill-stone, since he be¬ 
came so rich. Oh, Herman! sometimes I wish 
we had been content as it was.” 

“Well, well, throw all these little troubles 
off your mind. I have something to tell you— 
something to propose. Perhaps a great favor 
to ask of you and Carter.” 

“It’s granted, Herman. I’d lay down my 


life for you ; and so would Carter. He’s awfu 
proud of having a real gentleman in the family. 
So am I—and that gentleman my own brother.” 

Ross reached out his hand, and drawing the 
kind-hearted woman toward him, kissed her 
on the cheek. 

“Now tell me what it is,” she questioned, 
cheerfully. “If it’s money-” 

Ross shook his head. 

“Not that! Not that!” 

“Dear! Dear! What can it be then? Just 
tell me.” 

“ Not now. In a day or two.” 

“Another invitation for some one? Well, you 
shall have a whole handful of blanks, and till 
them out yourself. Will that do?” 

“Eor the present, less than that will do, 
sister.” 

“ Well, as many as you like, and anything 
else you like. Now I begin to feel better, and 
will go down to Carter, like tho mistress of her 
own house.” 

With this heroic resolve, Mrs. Carter left the 
studio. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 


THE PREACHING OF THE FLOWERS 


BY JOHN G. 

Wniif first fair Summer blushed npon our land. 

She hung with garlands many a bosky nook; 

Star-Mtruwed our meadows with a lavish hand. 

And bade us forth, to read her picture-book. 

Then the sweet songsters Spring had woke to life, 

Gathered in choirs, and told their joys aloud ; 

And every copse with harmony was rifo, 

And every vale with melody endowed. 

The lark, up-bourtding from tho young green corn, 

Told all the world his gratitude and love; / 

Tho cuckoo's soft and mellow note was borne 
The livelong day from many a sombre grove. 

And from the city’s dark, unhealthy bosom, 

Her poor, pale nurslings, in their annual quest 


WATTS. 

Of daisy, blng*cnp, and fair hawthorn-blossom, 
With eager feet toward tho country prest. 

Glimpses of earthly Paradise they borrow, 

For lane and alley, which awake once more 

Joy in the hearts of wrinkled care and sorrow, 
And set vice sighing for the days of yoro. 

Sweet missionaries bearing light and gladness, 

And holy sympathies for young and old ; 

Breaking the clouds of folly, sin, and sadness, 

And with a look transmuting dross to gold. 

Silent, hnt eloquent indeed your preaching, 

Lifting the soul from very earth to heaven; 

Voiceless, but unmistakable ytfur teaching. 
Pointing the source whence every good is given. 


TRANSFORMATION. 

BY MARIE S. LADD. 


Only a man but yesterday, 

The day you are a god; 

Tier love has lifted you above 
The common paths you trod. 

She cannot see the faults that fret 
Your fervid spirit so, 

And ho that you must oft restrain, 
Is one she does not know. 


Upon a high pedestal, 

Almost above her reach; 

To her, you stand, and she, below, 
Is learning what you teach. 

Oh ! guard yourself with caution! 

Two hearts will nearly break, 

If from her dream unwisely, 

You cause her to awake. 


Digitized by 


Google 


r 




EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 


BY 1UILY H. MAY, 

For our first illustration, this month, wo j The colors are black and white. The skirt is 


give a walking-dress of white pique. The 
skirt is plain, and trimmed with bands of black 
worsted braid, or what is prettier, bands of 
white Marseilles braid, or Hamburg insertion. 
The tunic is quite short (as the trimming upon 
the under-skirt comes up unusually high,) cut 
straight and full, turned back at the sides. 
Trim with one band. This dress has a Jeanne 
d’Albert bodice, long point in front, and pointed 
in the back. Deep, linen collar and cuffs. 
Corded French pique is the qiost in use, as it 
is lightest in texture; and we have seen a good 
quality, this season, at the trifling cost of fifty 
cents, yard wide—only requiring twelve yards 
for the dress. 



In the front of the number we give a half- 
mourning evening-dress. This pretty dress 
can be made either in mohair or French muslin. 
452 


cut a trifle longer than an ordinary walking- 
dress, and has a deep flounce, headed by a 
puffing of the muslin, lined with black. Above 
the puffing there is a plaiting of the muslin to 
stand up. The tunic, which corresponds, is 
trimmed to match, but ooserve to add the plait¬ 
ing to both edges of the puffing. The sash- 
ends fall from underneath the tunic. Low 
neck: waist cut square, back and front, over 
which may be added (for those who do not 
wear low dresses) a short basque of the muslin, 
with open sleeves, trimmed to correspond. If 
the dress is made of mohair, trim it with 
puffings of black silk, and make the quillings 
of the material, bound with black. Of French 
muslin, which is two yards wide, six yards 
will bo required; of mohair, sixteen yards; 
French muslin, costing from sixty cents to two 
dollars per yard; but muslin is quite good 
enough at seventy-five cents, as it does not look 
so well after washing. Mohair is from sixty- 
two cents to one dollar per yard. 

Also, in the front of the number, is a travel¬ 
ing suit of black and white plaid. These goods 
can be bought in all qualities, from thirty-one 
cents up to one dollar twenty-cents per yard— 
those at thirty-one, thirty-seven, and forty 
cents, are very nice, and of wool and cotton 
mixtures, and will wear very well for a cheap 
summer trip. The design is a very pretty one, 
and the trimmings, which are of solid black, 
cau be made either of silk or alpaca. Quillings 
of the hatter look exceedingly well, and for a 
traveling suit, will last much better than silk. 
Sixteen yards of plaid, and four yards of al¬ 
paca, or four yards and a half of silk, will be 
required. The lower-skirt is made to match, 
and is trimmed with a flounce, cut on the bias, 
fourteen inches deep, put on with a heading, 
separated with one or two narrow bands of 
black, stitched with the machine. The upper- 
skirt is not very full, and is trimmed with 
revers open on the sides, which are trimmed 
| with a quilling two inches wide (cut straight 
and double) also extending across the front 
and round the back. Basque waist, surplice 
front, trimmed to match. Coat-sleeves, waist- 
! band, and short bows at the back. The suit 
| would also be very pretty in linen, trimmed 
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with white linen, or Nainsook for the quillings. 
Hound, straw hat, with grenadine veil. 

We give, next, an over-dress of dotted muslin 
or lace. This needs very little description, as all 
the details of trimming are so complete. Worn 
over, a silk skirt, with low-neck waist, either 
black silk, or colored, it will make a beautiful 



addition to any young lady’s evening or dinner 
toilet, and at a small expense. Eight yards of 
dotted muslin, two pieces of narrow, velvet 
ribbon, two or three yards of ribbon, for bows, 
are all that will be required. A puff and ruffle 
of the muslin forms the trimming, separated 
by the velvet ribbon. Lace would bo more 
expensive. 

Next is a dress for a little girl of eight to 
ten years. Plaid silk under-dress, madja per¬ 



fectly plain, high necked, and long sleeves. 
Over-dress of black silk, without sleeves, which 
serves the place of a pelisse, looped up with 
bows on the skirt, and at the shoulders. Sash 
of the plaid silk. A costume readily arranged 
out of some of mamma’s old dresses, or, if new 
material be required, six yards of plaid silk, 
and three yards of black silk, will make the 
dress. 

Next is a pique suit for a little boy of five 
years. Knickerbocker pants, pulled into the 
knee, under which is seen the full ruffle of the 
drawers The waist is slightly fulled, back 
and front, to which is added the waistband, 



cut in castellated points, and trimmed with 
Marseilles braid. Collar and cuffs of Ham¬ 
burg flouncing. Simple gather for the fit of the 
neck and wrists. This is an especially pretty 
costume for a little boy just going into pants. 

We give also, but in the front of the number, 
a round-shaped Pelerine-Fichu of white muslin. 
It is open en cceur , in front, and the opening is 
trimmed by a frill of white lace, headed by a 
band of jonquillc ribbon, and above this is a 
narrow, upright edging of lace, which is con¬ 
tinued round the neck. The bottom edge is 
also trimmed by a lace frill, headed by a rou¬ 
leau of jonqucllc ribbon. The fichu is divided 
into sections marked by bands of jonquille rib¬ 
bon, between which are bands of lace inser¬ 
tion on the shoulders, as well as in front, and 
in the center of the back are chains of bows 
of jonquille ribbon, finished by a single end. 
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INFANT’S BASKET. 


DT MBS. JANE WEAYEB. 



Thi9 basket, which is a new shape for the 
purpose, is of light wicker-work. It is lined 
with blue silk, and covered with spotted muslin. 
Tho handle is bound round with blue satin rib¬ 
bon, and tied at the sides with bows of the 
same. The basket is finished with a ruche of 


blue satin ribbon. The lace, whether you 
make it or buy it, should bo graduated to suit 
the shape of the basket. 

The cover for the basket is wadded and 
covered with spotted muslin, and edged with the 
pattern which finishes the scallops of the lace. 



DESIGN FOR MAKING A LUNCHEON-CLOTH. 


BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


We give, in the front of the number, printed 
In colors, a corner design for a luncheon-cloth, 
in which the initials or monogram is to be 

4 


worked, on the damask cloth, in red ingrain 
cotton. The little bunches of wheat may be 
scattered all over the eloth, or left out entirely. 
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BORDER IN BRAID 


BY MRS JANE WEAVER. 



Wb give, here, a very pretty border in braid, 
to be worked in cross-stitch in cordon. Patterns 
like this may be made available for such a great 
variety of purposes, that they always come into 


play. Besides this, they are a neat und port¬ 
able kind of work, that can be carried about 
to a tea-party or elsewhere, when larger pieces 
of work would have to be left at home. 


THE PARIS PALETOT. 

BY EMILY H. MAY. 



We give 
here an en¬ 
graving of 
a new Pale¬ 
tot, called 
the “Paris 
Paletot,” 
on account 
of its style. 
It is made 
of twilled 
rep, and is 
trimmed 
with velvet. 
We a 18 o 
add a dia¬ 
gram by 


which to cut it out, and which we give on the 
next page. 

No. 1. Front. 

No. 2. Side-Piece. 

No. 3. Back. 

No. 4. Collar. 

No. 6. Sleeve. 

The engraver, it will be noticed, has for¬ 
gotten to number the sleeve; but anybody will 
easily recognize it in the diagram. Nos. 2 and 8 
are really only one piece, being cut together. 

This paletot is straight in front, and slightly 
fitting to the figure; it is trimmed with velvet, 
cut on the bias, and cut out in graduated scal¬ 
lops at the edge. Two large velvet buttons 
are placed at the back. The paletot is fastened 
in front with large velvet buttons. 

466 


Digitized by v^iOOQLe 












456 


DIAGRAM FOR THE PARIS PALETOT. 



CORNERS FOR TUEN-OVER COLLARS, ETC. 

BY MBS. JANE WEAVEE. 

Wb give, in the front of the number, several j a kind that is quite fashionable just now. Also 
very pretty patterns in embroidery. Among j a Handkerchief-Corner, and a charming trim- 
tile meet noticeable are two Torn-Over Collars, ming in Applique and Embroidery. 
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GARTER IN TRICOT AND CROCHET. 



Materials for one pair: A quarter of an ounce 
of white Berlin wool, and a few skeins of colored 
for the chief part of the garter, the outside of 
which is worked in tricot. Make a chain of 
sixty stitches with white wool. For the three 
raised flowers in the middle, in chaining off 
the separate loops during the row returning, 
crochet always at the corresponding places, 
five chain for each petal, instead of one chain. 

The first tricot row remains quite plain; in 
the second, two flower leaves are worked close 
together, three times, at the distance of five 
stitches, always in the sixteen middle stitches 
of the stripe. 

In the third row, four flower leaves are. 
worked, separated by three'stitches, so that 
always one of the two pattern-leaves of the first 
line is worked before, and the other after. 

Fourth row: Like the second, and the fifth 
plain, like the first. Over the last work (inclos-1 


ing always one thread loop) one row of single. 
For the lining, work two close treblef rows ; the 
first stitch for stitch in the first stitches of the 
tricot stripe. The side edges are joined \ v one 
row of double in red, which is carried all re ind. 
Foj: the pattern row round the edge, crochet 
alternately one pattern and one double. 1 >r 
each pattern draw always one loop through th ' 
next stitch, then work five chain, and with the 
last take also the other loops from the needle. 
Little stalk-stitch branches for the foliage, and 
a xhick little knot for the middle, are afterward 
Bewn in with dark-red wtol. At one end of the 
finished parts a strap, two inches and a half 
long, is sewn; at the other, a band, fourteen 
inches long, for drawing through. 

Both of the white wool rows, two tricot rows 
broad, with close treble for the lining have a 
red edge of double round them; on one side the 
third stitch is worked into the opposite red edge 


NAME FOR MARKING. 
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BORDERS IN BRAID AND CROCHET. 


BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 


These patterns are worked with waved braid 
and crochet cotton. 



Border is worked in two rows. 1st row: 1 
double in every Vandyke; these stitches are 
divided by 1 chain, 1 purl, 1 chain (the purl 
consists of 6 chain, 1 treble in the 1st.) 2nd 
row: 1 treble in every purl of the preceding 
round, always 4 chain between. 



Border worked the crossway in one row as 
follows: * 5 chain, cast the loop off the needle 
and draw it through the next wave of the braid; 
then work back over the 5 chain as follows: 
1 double, 1 long double, 2 treble, 1 long treble, 
repeat from *. 

Border consists of two rows, the first of which 
is worked on the waved braid as follows: * 1 
double long treble in one wave of the braid, 4 


chain; 1 double in the deep part between 2 
Vandykes, 4 chain; repeat from *. 2nd row’: 
1 double long treble stitch of the preceding 
row, * 3 chain, 1 long treble at the foot of the 
double long treble stitch; this stitch is not cast 
off; 1 double long treble on the next double 
long treble of the preceding row; cast off 



this stitch with the long treble stitch; repeat 
from *. 



Border is worked on waved braid also. 1st 
row: 2 long treble divided by 4 chain on every 
wave of the braid. 2nd row: On the 4 chain 
of the preceding row work 1 treble, 1 long 
treble, 1 double long treble, 1 purl, (of 6 chain, 
1 treble in the 1st,) 1 double long treble, 1 long 
treble, 1 treble; work always 1 double between 
the 2 long treble of the preceding row. 


INITIALS IN SATIN STITCH. 
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EDITOR'S TABLE. 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CIIAT. 

Politeness.—M uch has boon written on the subject of 
politeness, but we have rarely known it to bo so sensibly 
discussed as in a late article in the Philadelphia Lodger. 

The Ledger first alludes to the common error of under¬ 
valuing a polite bearing and courteous manners, and says 
that those make a sad mistake who cultivate a cold, a rude 
and a forbidding demeanor. It then proceeds as follows: 
“ Politeness, however, is more frequently violated through 
the lack of good-will, that is its true source, than from any 
disdain of its superficiality. Especially in business relations, 
or where no special ties of friendship oxist, it is too common 
to see even the ordinary rules of civility set at naught, and 
the indifference that is felt openly manifested in tho rude 
stare, tho contemptuous sneer, or the petty acts of mean¬ 
ness that betray tho selfishness within. Daily is this seen 
in the street and the store, in tho car and tho office. Instead 
of tho hearty good-will .that should reign cheerfully and 
gracefully, those little acts of courtesy and good breeding 
that are so easily bestowed, and yet give so much pleasure, 
there is the gloomy frown, tho disobliging manner, the curt 
reply, the selfish appropriation of little comforts, regard¬ 
less of how much more they m ly be needed by others. As 
a more matter of policy, politeness is most Yaluablo; but 
when it comes to an index to the feelings beneath, it has a 
deep significance.” 

This is sound common sense. It refers more to men, how¬ 
ever, than to womon. But the remarks that follow apply 
to both sexes alike. “ It is a mistake,” says the Ledger, “to 
suppose that all cultivation of a polite and courteous man¬ 
ner is but an imitation of true good-will and kindness. It 
is often the very best way of improving a disposition, or 
strengthening a virtue, to put into constant exercise the 
outward acts of which they are the natural source. Ho who 
would incroaso his courage must face danger, though he 
tremble; he who would loarn patience, must cease murmur¬ 
ing; he who would bo generous in heart, must make sacri¬ 
fices. So If we would acquire that geniality of feeling, and 
intrinsic kindness and good will which flowers out into 
pleasant demeanor and courteous bearing, lot us begin by 
training ourselves to the amenities of lifo, that cost so little 
and are worth so much. It is oustomary to say that polite¬ 
ness costa nothing. This is not strictly true; if it were, its 
value would bo diminished. It costs constant guard over 
our tempers and moods; it costs an effort to subduo irri- 
bility and fretfulness; it costa care and thoughtfulness for 
the ploasure and comfort of others, and a willingness to 
make sacrifices of our own. But while these costs are tri¬ 
fling, compared with the happiness they confer on others, 
they also doubly enrich and improve ourselves. Every 
honest effort to do right elevates the character, aud increases 
tho happinoss of him who makos it, and tho more the effort 
has cost, tho greater will be the recompense.” 

Foua Good Reasons. —The Aylmer (Canada) Enterprise, 
says of this MagazineWo take pleasure iu calling tho 
attention of our lady readers to this excellent fashion 
monthly, for tho following four reasons:—1st. Because it is 
the cheapest ladies’ book of fashions published. 2nd. Al¬ 
though it is cheap, it is not excelled by any of the high- 
priced magazines in the market. 3rd. Its stories are original 
and of the highest order. 4th. Its illustrations areexocuted 
in the best style of the art, and its patterns are adapted to 
calico and delaine for every-day wear, as well as to silks and 
satins for Sundays and holidays.” 
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Life Insurance Companies. —While it is wise for hus¬ 
bands aud fathers, who have but little roalized property, to 
insure thoir lives, so that, in case of their death, their fami¬ 
lies may not be left utterly destitute, we would utter a word 
of caution against making insurances, without first ascer¬ 
taining the solvency of the company in which the insurance 
is to bo made. This lift insurance business is altogether 
over-done . There are too many companies for all to be 
sonnd. In many cases the rent, commissions, etc., eat up all 
the profits. For a few years, such illy-supported companies 
will manage to get along, hoping for better tunes, and 
meantime living out of their capital. But as soon as their 
risks beginto fall in, and their policies to be paid, (for, in 
the few first years, hardly any of their customers die,) 
they will go down, one after the other, like a line of bricks. 
Some of these days look out for wide-spread ruin among 
life insurance companies. Meantime, bo on your guard. 

The Fashions in “Peterson.”-— Everybody pronounces the 
fashions in this Magazine to be the most reliable and ele¬ 
gant published in the United States. The Mystic Bridge 
(Ct.) Journal, says:—“ There is a finish in the highly-colored 
fashion-plates that we fail to find in other magazines.” 
Says the Newport (Pa.) News:—“The fashion-plates are 
always the best, and the one in the last number is a per¬ 
fect gem of loveliness.” Daring tho siege of Paris, whea 
other periodicals were publishing Berlin fashions (and per¬ 
fect frights they were) we continued to give French fashions, 
and, as our subscribers know, they were of tho rarest beauty 
and style. In a word, in fashion, as well as in literature 
and art, “Poterson,” is always “ahead.” 

The Glove-Fittino Corset is the very appropriate title of 
a corset made by Thomson, Langdon k Co., Patentees, No. 391 
Broadway, New York. Ladies, who have tried these corsets, 
pronounce them tho best of their kind. When we remember 
how difficult it is to get a perfectly-fitting corset, and how 
Invaluable such an article is, not only as an adjunct to 
beauty and style, but also to health, as a support to the 
skirts, we think we are conferring a benefit on the sex by 
calling attention to these corsets. 

The Ventilating Corset, intended for summer wear, is 
patented by Thomson, Langdon k Co., No. 391 Broadway, 
New York. It Its admirably, and is very flexible. Parts of 
it aro mado of a sort of netting, which keeps the body cool, 
while, at the same time, the stylishness and grace of the 
figure are preserved. We canuot recommend these ventilat¬ 
ing corsets too highly for Bummer wear, or for ladies living 
in a southern climato. 

The Woven Wire Mattres 3, a new invention, promises to 
become a great favorite. It combines comfort with com¬ 
parative cheapness, and is really a spring-bed without 
springs. These mattresses never lose their shape, and are 
said never to need repair. For family use they hardly have 
a rival. 

I Our Liberal Opper to single subscribers still remains 
open: viz., a copy of tho Magazine, for one year, and also 
a copy of our premium engraving for $2.50. 

Additions to clubs must begin with the same number as 
the rest of the club. 


Digitized by 


Google 



REVIEW OP NEW BOOKS. 


461 


A Nsw Volume begins with the next number. This will 
•afford a good opportunity to subscribe, especially for those 
(if any) who do not wish back numbers for the year. But 
back numbers, to January inclusive, can always be fur¬ 
nished, if desired. Six months subscriptions will be taken, 
os usual, at half price, beginning with the July number 
and ending with that for December, 1871. 


REVIEW OP NEW BOOKS. 

The Daughter of an Egyptian King. Translated from 
the German of George Ebers. By Henry Reed. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
Philada: J. B. Lippincott d Co. —This is a historical ro¬ 
mance of the fifth century before the Christian era. Tho 
scent lies partly in Egypt and partly in Persia, and the 
characters are Greeks, Persians and Egyptians. The author 
is director of the Museum at Jena, and a disciple of Lopsius, 
whom he accompanied to Egypt, in the famous expedition 
sent out by the Prussian government. Tho pictures of life 
at the court of the Pharoahs and at that of Cambyses may, 
therefore, bo relied on as authentic; that they are gtaphic 
and interesting every reader will pronounce for himself or 
herself. Historical romances, generally, are dull reading; 
but this is not so; wo have found it, in fact, one of the most 
delightful fictions of the season. Tho translation is really 
admirable. Are we wrong in attributing it to a son of the 
late Henry Reed, Professor in the University of Philadel¬ 
phia, tho friend of Wordsworth, and one of the most esti¬ 
mable, as well as cultivated men, that America ever knew ? 
If so, wo can understand the grace, os well as the fidelity, 
with which the book has been rendered. 

The Mutineers of the Bounty and their Descendants in 
Pitcairn and Norfolk Islands. By Lady Belcher. 1 vol., 12 
mo. New Fork: Harper d Brothers. —Most intelligent 
persons have heard, in a vague way, of tho mutiny on board 
the Bounty, of the settlement of the mutineers in a lonely 
island in the Pacific, and of tho growth of the community 
that arose there from intermarriago with the Tahitan wo¬ 
men who accompanied tho fugitives. Nearly forty years 
ago the story was told by Sir John Barrow. In the present 
volume, wo not only have the narrative brought down to 
within a twelvemonth, but it is very much fuller than the 
•earlier one, Lady Belcher having had access to many sources 
of information not accessible to Sir John Barrow. The 
book is exceedingly interesting. Maps and engravings illus¬ 
trate the text. 

Diary of the Besieged Resident in Paris. 1 vol., 8 vo. New 
York: Harper d Brothers. —The author of this work, an 
Englishman, found himself in Paris, when the siege began, 
and unable to get away. He kept a daily journal of events, 
which ho forwarded, in the shape of letters, to the Daily 
News, of London. Very many of his epistles were lost, but 
those that reached their destination attracted so much in¬ 
terest, that, when tho siego was over, he was induced to 
reprint them in a volume, with the addition of tho missing 
ones. The book is one, not only to read now, but to lay 
away os material for history. 

Motherless. Prom the French of Madame Guizot De Witt. 
1 vol., 12 mo. New Fork: Harper & Brothers. —This is one 
of those charming stories of every-day, domestic life, in 
which the French, who are popularly supposed to write 
only vicious novels, really excel English, Germans, or 
Americans. The translation is by the author of “John 
Halifax,” a fact that is itself a voucher for the purity of the 
book. The story is not written for adults, exactly, but 
rather for girls in their teens. 

Three Proverb Stories. By Louisa M. Alcott. 1 vol, 16 mo. 
Boston: Loring. —We believe these were the earliest stories 
written by Miss Alcott. They are short and terse, and in¬ 
to'*kKi for children. There are illustrations by Augustus 
U'wpia. 


The Institutes of Medicine. By Martyn Payne. A. M., M. 
D., LL. D. 1 vol., 8 t>o. New Fork: Harper d Brothers. — 
This is a handsome volume of nearly twelve hundred pages 
and is a new edition of one of the best works of the kind 
ever published. Having the rare merit of being equally 
adapted to the student and to the practitioner who is more 
advanced, it has stood the test of twenty-four years of com¬ 
petition, and has now triumphantly reached to a ninth edi. 
tion, every successive publication having digested into it the 
most recent discoveries of medical science. A copious and 
complete index, that alone occupies one hundred and 
seventy-five pages, adds greatly to the value of tho whole. 
No physician ought to be without this book, and most fami¬ 
lies would be benefltted by a copy. 

The Three Guardsmen. By Alexander Dumas. 1 vol., 8 vo. 
Philada; T. B. Peterson & Brothers. —What “ Waverly” did 
for Sir Walter Scott, this novel did for Alexander Dumas. 
It raised him, at once, to a popularity, with the romance¬ 
reading public, which no cotemporary ever rivalled. Even 
yet. after thirty years, there is nothing so good, of its kind, 
as this stirring fiction. 

Over the Ocean. By Curtis Gould, Editor of the Boston 
Commercial Bulletin. 1 vol., 12 mo. Boston: Lee & Shepard. — 
The habits of observation, and the facility with tho pen, 
which Mr. Curtis has acquired as a journalist, peculiarly 
fit him for a w-ork of this kind. Among books of recent 
travel in Europe it is one of the best. 

Minnesota. By Ledyard Bill. 1 vol., 12 mo. New York: 
Wood & Holbrook. —A description of the climate of Minne¬ 
sota, and hints to tourists and emigrants, and observations 
on other resorts favorable to invalids. The author con¬ 
siders Minnesota the healthiest State in tho Union, at least 
for certain constitutions. 

Dress and Care of the Feet. With Illusb'ations. 1 vol., 12 
mo. New Fork: Samuel R. Wells. —The object of this little 
treatise is to show how deformities in the feet arise, and to 
teach tho best methods, not only of preventing, but of cor¬ 
recting them. 

M. or N. By J. G. Whyte Melville. 1 vol., 8 vo. New 
Fork: Leypoldt, Holt d Williams. —A spirited novel of 
English life, full of love at cross-purposes. Whoever re¬ 
members “ Kate Coventry,” or “ The White Rose,” by the 
same author, will be glad to hear of this new novel. 

The Wonders of Engraving. By Georges Duplessis. 1 vol.* 
16 mo. New Fork: C. Scribner d Co. —A condensed, com¬ 
prehensive, and reliable account of engraving, forming an¬ 
other volume of the “niustrated Library of Wonders.” 

How He Did R. By Eliza A. Dupuy. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
Philada: T. B. Peterson d Brothers. —A capital novel by 
he author of “ Michael Rudolph,” etc., etc. The volume is 
handsomely printed and bound. 

Sights Afoot. By Wilkie Collins. 1 vol., 8 vo. Philada: 
T. B. Peterson d Brothers. —A very graphic narrative of a 
trip through Cornwall, in England, by the author of “ The 
Dead Secret,” etc-, etc. 

Harry Lorrequer. By Charles Lever. 1 vol, 8 vo. Phi- 
lada: T. B. Peterson dBrothers. —After “Charles O’Malley,” 
the best of Lever’s novels. This is a new and cheap edition. 

The Gas-Consumer's Guide. 1 vol., 12 mo. Boston: Alex¬ 
ander Moore. —An excellent hand-book on the proper man¬ 
agement and economical use of gas. 

Married. By Mrs. C. J. Newby. 1 vol, 8 vo. Philada: 
W. S Turner. —A very readable novel, by the author of 
* Kate Kennedy,” in double-column octavo. 

Fenton's Quest. By M. E. Braddon. 1 vol, 8 vo. bew 
Fork: Harper d Brothers.— A new novel by the author of 
“Aurora Floyd,” “ Lady Audley’s Secret,” otc., etc. 

The Holcombes. By Mary Tucker MagiU. 1 vol, 12 mo. 
Philada: J. B. Lippincott d Co.—A story of life in Vir¬ 
ginia, as it was before the war. The tale is well told. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

What the Press Sats. —Tho newspapers praise “ Peter- 
*on’s Magazine” more than ever. Says the Greencastle (Pa.) 
Valley Echo, “ It is decidedly the best and cheapest pub¬ 
lished.” Says tho Clarksville (Mo.) Sentinel:—“ Of all tho 
magazines of fashion, Peterson's is our favorite. It is a 
true reflex of tho fashionable world, while at the some time 
it always overflows with charming and useful literature, 
consisting of romance, miscellany, poetry, and more solid 
matter.” Says tho Brooklyn (N. Y.) Argus:—“Wo think 
better of Peterson’s the longer wo know it—and so do the 
ladles. The yearly subscription is only two dollars, not half 
the value of tho steel engravings ulone, not to mention the 
superb monthly-fashion plates, ladies’ work patterns, and 
other pictorial matter, or its varied and literary contents.” 
Says the Wellsvillo (Ohio) Local:—“Wo wonder how any 
lady of refinement and culture can do without Peterson.” 
Says tho Mt. Clemons (Mich.) Press:—“The colored iashion- 
plate is suporb, exceeding anything in its line we have seen. 
Tho stories in Peterson’s are conceded to be the best pub¬ 
lished anywhere. The Work-Table Department of this 
magazine is wholly unrivaled. We do not see how any¬ 
body can do without Peterson.” 

Advertisements inserted in this Magazine at reasonable 
prices. “ Peterson’s Magazine” is the beat advertising me¬ 
dium in the United States; for it has the largest circulation 
of any monthly publication, and goes to every county, 
village, and cross-roads. Address Peterson’s Magazine, 306 
Chestnut street, Philadelphia, Pa. 

School or PRACTicaL Civil Engineering, Surveying and 
Drawing, in Reynold’s Block, Chicago, Ill. It fits students 
for railroad and field-work in from throe to six months. A 
thorough course is one year. Send for circular. 

Colgate's “Rondoletia” Toilet Soap, is the very best 
article in the market. We speak from experience. Wo 
kuow no French soap superior. 


ROSES AND ROSE-GARDENS. 

What Roses to Grow.—Pillar Roses.— We spoke, last 
month, of some of our most favorite roses. We now give, 
in fewer words, a list of roses suitable for out-door gardens 
in all parts of the United States. Such a list is not very 
easy to make up. As a rule roses bloom best iu tho Middle 
and Southern States. Tho climate of New England is, 
generally, too cold, though roses are cultivated with success 
at Newport, R. I., where the Hon. George Bancroft, now 
our minister at Berlin, long had a rose-garden of rare merit. 
The vicinity of Philadelphia is an excellent locality; but, 
perhaps, Delaware is the favored spot for the roso. The 
following list, made out by James Stewart, of Memphis, 
Tennessee, is, however, as good a list as can be had. 

The Giant of Battles, with its gorgeous deep crimson, is 
popular everywhere. The ladies have always liked the De- 
YonionsiB for its delicate cream-tint and pure odor, while the 
Baltimore Belle, and Prairie Queen, as climbing-roses, can 
hardly be,displaced by the boldest of all now comers. 

12. White, and near approaching to white .—Sombrueil, 
Clara Sylvan, Gloire d’Dijon, Woodland Marget, Juno, Queen 
Victoria, Pumelo, Almee Vibert, White Moss, Nyphetos, 
Lady Warrender, Musk Cluster. 

6 . Yellow , and approaching to yellow .—Marechal Niel, 
Isabella Gray, Madame Charles, La Boule d’Or, Juan Hardy, 
Celeno Forester. 

6 . Leman. —Lays, Augusta, La Pactole, Cloth of Gold, 
Isabella Sprunt, Saffrano. 

2. Clear straw-color. —Lutea, Flavescens. 

4. Cream. —Devoniensls, America, La Marque, Madame 
Falcot. 


6 . Flesh-colored —Queen of Bourbons, Madame Bosanquet, 
Lee’s Blush, Louis Oilier, Souvenir de la Malmaison, Madame 
Massott. 

6 . Salmon-color. —Bougere, Op hi re, Phaloe, Triumph of 
Luxemburg, Imperatrice, Josephine, Viscompte de Cazee. 

8 . Peach-blossom colors. —Golconda, Homer, Triomphe de 
Thumeniel, Sallett, Rubens, Adam, Victor Verdier, Alfred 1 
d’Dal mas. 

3. Distinct rosy-lilac .—David Pradel, Belle Charronnaise, 
Levcson Gower. 

4. Nearest to purple and black. —Jupiter, Joseph Gordon, 
Prince Camilc de Rohan, John Ingram. 

6 . Crimson .—Beauty of Waltham, Emperor Napoleon, 
Mount Carmel, Giant of Battles, Charles Wood, General 
Jacqueminot. 

C. Dark and rosy-red .—Sir Joseph Paxton, Dr. Arnel* 
Leon des Combats, Rivers, General Druot, John Hopper. 

2. Best running-roses .—Prairie Queen, Baltimore Belle. 

In growing pillar roses, it is always best, if you can afford 
it, to have your pillars of iron. Wooden supports, if well 
charred and tarred, will last throe or four years, and always 
look pretty. But after awhile they begin to decay, and 
then the first storm blows them down. Iron posts, how¬ 
ever, if neatly made aud painted, are not only equally taste¬ 
ful, but will last as long as tho rose-trees themselves. They 
cost more at first, but are cheaper in the end. They should 
rise from five to eight feet abevo the ground, and should 
vary in circumference from one and a half to three inches. 
Below the surface, their tripod prongs must be deeply and 
securely fixed from one foot to eighteen inches iu the soil, EG 1 
as to bear any weight of flowers and foliage. 

The ground aud supports being prepared, a selection may 
be made, and these, whether on their own roots, or worked 
upon Brier or Manetti stocks, according to their habit and 
character of the soil, should be planted in November, and 
safely tied to their rods. Tarred twine is tho best materia) 
for tho latter purposo, being cheap, durable, and to be had 
in different thicknesses, according to the strength required. 
Prune closely in the following March, removing three- 
fourths of your wood, so as to insure a grand growth in tho 
summer, which, moderately shortened in the succeeding 
spring, should furnish your pillar, from soil to summit, with 
flowering lateral shoots. By the time your tree has attained' 
tho dimensions required, your observation wlil have taught 
you how, for the future, so to prune it that you may be sure 
of an annual bloom, cutting away all weakly wood, and 
regulating the general growth with an eye both to form 
and florescence. As with a vine, only put a strong cane 
into a rich border, and use the knife courageously. 

(to be continued.) 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

457 - Every receipt in this Cook-Book has been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

BOUP8 AND FISH. 

Chowder .—The old-fashioned Iron pot is the best to make 
it in, but in lieu of it a copper-bottomed sauce-pan, as deep 
as it is wide, will answer. First, take your fish—almost any 
kind will answer, but cod and sea-bass are tho best—cleaa 
and scale your fish, and cut them’into pieces two inches 
square; parboil a few onions; peel a few potatoes, and quar¬ 
ter them; cut up some salt pork into the thinnest possible 
slices, and cover the bottom and sides of your pot with it to 
prevent your chowder from burning; place upon tho pork 
a layer of fish, and season it with salt and a little black 
pepper. Next, a layer of parboiled onions, quartered; next, 
a layer of potatoes, and season the layers; next, a layer of 
ripe tomatoes, sliced and seasoned, (tomato requires more 
salt than other vegetables;) next, a layer of cracked sea- 
biscuit; next, a layer of fish; then sprinkle this layer with 
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infinitesimal pieces of salt pork, but sparingly; then your 
layers, onions, potatoes, tomatoes, and sea-biscuit, with 
proper seasonings of each layer; pour water enough to cover 
the contents of the pot, but no more; cover the pot and put 
it away over a slow fire, where it will simmer or boil slowly 
for an hour and a half. A half hour before dishing the 
chowder, pour upon it a bottle of Burgundy or claret. In 
seasoning the different layers of the chowder, tomato catsup 
will answer, where ripe tomatoes cannot be had. Sauces 
are also introduced sometimes, and in case the party has 
been used to highIy-6easoned food, but they should be used 
sparingly. Many prefer to season with a greater variety of 
spices and condiments, but chowder should be simple, and 
composed of edibles easily obtained. Some persons think 
the dish much improved by parboiling the potatoes first, to 
remove the offensive flavor. 

Green-Pea Soup. —The inner parts of four lettuces, four 
cucumbers, a pint of young peas, two or three sprigs of 
mint, a tablespoonful of moist-sugar, two small onions, 
some pepper and salt, and half a pound of butter. The 
cucumbers must bo peeled and sliced, the lettuces cut 
small. Just cover the bottom of the stow-pan with about 
two spoonfuls of water to prevent its burning, and stew all 
together for an hour. Boil quite tender a quart of old peas; ! 
rub them to u pulp through a wire sieve or colander. A j 
handful of spinach, boiled, and nibbed through with the 
peas will improve the color of the soup. Have ready two 
quarts of gravy-stock made from beef, add it with the pulped 
peas to the boiled vegetables, and serve. If water is sub¬ 
stituted for the stock, the vegetables must be used in larger 
proportions. 

Another Soup of Green-Peas, —Boil three quarts of shelled 
peas in two quarts of water. Mix three ounces of butter 
with flour until quite smooth; add a little salt, black pepper, 
and a dust of Cayenne pepper, and stir into the boiling 
peas until the whole boils again, and you will have a cheap 
and wholesome summer dish. 

VEGETABLES. 

A Nice and Handsome Salad .—Select two good heads of 
lettuce, split them in half, then wash them In cold water 
andshake them dry in a napkin; lay them in a salad-bowl, 
cut lengthwise some well-cooked red beets, and lay them 
between the heads of lettuce; boil three eggs, very hard; 
remove the whites from the yolks, and cut up the whites 
Into squares, and scatter over the salad, then cut some 
squares of the beets and scatter over; of tho yolks make 
the sauce, by rubbing very smoothly the yolk with a spoon ; 
add a little Cayenne, salt, a large spoonful of dry mustord, 
and a teaspoonful of pulverized white sugar; mix these well 
together in a basin, with a spoon, then slowly add two large 
spoonfuls of olive-oil, and wheu a smooth paste, add three 
spoonfuls of the best vinegar. The sauce must be served 
with the salad. 

Green Peas. —Young green peas, well dressed, is a deli¬ 
cious dish, aud necessary with lamb. To be good, they 
must be freshly gathered; wash them well; put a peck of 
shelled peas in a clean sauce-pan, and on them pour one 
gallon of boiling water, and a tablespoonful of salt; boil 
them quickly, from twenty to thirty minutes—the te6t of 
being done is best known by tasting; when done, drain on 
a hair-sieve; cut into small bits, some butter, and lay in the 
peas; return them to the sauce-pan; stir in a little salt— 
and some liko a little fresh, green, garden mint, chopped 
finely; warm this well, and servo hot. 

Parsnips sure to be well washed and nibbed, but not 
scraped. Boil them from an hour to two hours, according 
to their size, and try them with a fork. They are nice with i 
pork. When done split them in half, dredge them with I 
flour, and fry a nice brown. Serve hot. j 

Osrrots. —Are plain boiled, and require as much cooking ; 
as parsnips; pour drawn butter over them, and serve hot. j 
They are nice with beef. I 


Peas Stewed in Cream.— Put two or three pints of young 
peas into a sauce-pan of boiling water; when they are nearly 
done and tender, drain them in a colander quite dry; melt 
two ounces of butter in a clean stew-pan, thicken it evenly 
with a little flour, shake it over the fire, but on no account 
let it brown ; mix smoothly with it the fourth of a pint of 
cream; add half a teaspoonful of white sugar, bring it to u 
boil, pour in tho peas, and keeping them moving until they 
are well heated, which will hardly occupy two minutes; 
send them to table, immediately. 

To Boil Bice. —This simple process is seldom well done. 
Wash a half pint bowl full of rice thoroughly, put it into a 
very clean tinned or porcelain sauce-pan, and on this pour 
one pint of cold w’ater. and half a teaspoonful of table salt; 
put this in a hot place, covered, but do not stir it: when the 
grains are soft it is ready for table. If properly done it will 
be dry and white, and each grain whole; turn it out with 
care into a hot dish. It a very nice vegetable served with 
beef-steak. 

To Boil Onions. —Peel a dozen white onions, put them 
into a stew-pan, broad enough to hold them without laying 
one on tho other, cover them with hot water, and sprinkle 
some salt over. Let it simmer slowly for one hour and a 
half, then drain off all the water, and pour over half a pint 
of good cream or new milk, and just let it scald. Servo hot. 

Turnips. —The Ruta Baga, or Swedish Turnip, is tho best } 
whon they are well boiled and mashed. The white turnip 
is very nice with boiled mutton. 

PRESERVES, SYRUPS AND JELLIES. 

The Common Purple Damson —Select those which are 
just ripe, but uot soft; wash them, and drain perfectly dry; 
then stick them well to prevent bursting; put a layer of the 
plums in a stone jar; then a thick layer of good brown 
sugar, in the proportion of three quarters of a pound of 
sugar to a pound of plums; alternately layers of sugar and 
plums until the jar is full; then cover with a cloth and set 
the jars into a moderately-heated oven; put no water in, 
they will make their own syrup; let the jars remain in the 
oven six hours; examine them occasionally to see that the 
heat is not too great, if it is they will become dry, then 
cork tightly. They are nice for tarts, and will keep well. 
Peaches cooked in the same way are very nice. They must 
be pared, however, before putting into the jars. 

Gooseberry Pool. —Two quarts of gooseberries ; one quart 
of water; sugar to taste; two quarts of new milk; yolks of 
four eggs; a little grated nutmeg. Put two quarts of gaose- 
berries into a stew-pan with a quart of water; when they 
begin to turn yellow and swell, drain the water from them 
and press them with the back ot a spoon through a colander’ 
sweeten them to your taste, and set them to cool. Pui two 
quarts of milk over the fire, beaten up with the yolks of 
four eggs, and a little grated nutmeg; stir it over the fire 
until it begins to simmer, then take it off, and stir it gradu¬ 
ally into the cold gooseberries, let it stand until cold, and 
serve it. The eggs may be left out and milk only may be 
used. Half this quantity makes a good dishful. 


FASHIONS FOR JUNE. 

Fio. i.— Walking or Carriage-Dress op Pearl-Colored 
Silk, Trimmed with Eight Narrow* Graduated Flounces.— 
The sleeves are short and the waist long. The over-dress is 
of white muslin, open at the hips, quite deep at tho back, and 
finished back and front by a wide ruffle. Tho white waist 
is formed of insertion and puffings of muslin, has long sleeves, 
and a turned-back basque behind. 8mall, white, chip lmt> 
trimmed with blue ribbon and field daisies. 

Fig. ii.—Walking or Carriage-Dress op Yellow and- 
White-Striped Chambley Gauze.— The skirt is short and un* 
trimmed; the waist low, and the sleeves short. The over¬ 
dress is of very thin white muslin, made very much as the- 
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muslin over-dress in Fig. I., but not so long either back or 
front; it is trimmod with Valenciennes lace, put on over 
fellow ribbon. The mantle is of a cape shape, gathered in 
at the back, with a good deal of fulness, which forms a kind 
of basque. This mantle is trimmed with a ruching of yellow 
ribbon. Small, gray hat, trimmed with violets and haw¬ 
thorn. 

Fio. m.—C arriage-Dress op White Mohair— The skirt 
is trimmed with a deep flounce, headed by a narrow black 
edge; above this is a trimming of black velvet, put on in 
Vandykes, edged on either side by black lace, over a plaiting 
of white muslin ; the upper part of each Vandyke is finished 
by a black velvet strap and bow. The corsage is made with 
bretelles, and a deep turned-back basque at the back, and 
mantilla ends in front; that, with the neck and sleeves, are 
finished like the skirt. Straw hat, trimmed with pink roses, 
ong leaves, and black lace fall at the back. 

Fio. iv.—Carriage-Dress op Lioot-Blue Silk.—T ho long 
skirt has one deep flounce, headed by a bias band, on either 
aido of which is a trimming of double points. Tho high, 
tight waist is made with a point in front, and a deep coat- 
basque at the back, trimmed with points of tho silk and 
white lace. White chip hat, bound with light-blue, and 
trimmed with an ostrich feather. 

Fio. v.— Walking-Dress op Wiitte Grexadixe over Pink 
Silk. —The under-skirt has one deep flounce, headed by a 
band of pink-figured grenadine, which comes with the robe. 
Tho upper-skirt is short and plain, with a band of pink, and 
a white and pink silk fringe. Waist plain in front, with a 
round basque at the back, and with the open sleeves trim¬ 
med to correspond with tho upper-skirt. Straw hat, trimmed 
with roses. Long, white, grenadine veil. 

Fig. vi— Half-Mourninq and Evening-Dress.— For de¬ 
scription, see the article “ Every-Day Dresses,” on a pre¬ 
ceding pago. 

Fio. vii.—Black axd White Plaid Travelixo-Dress.— For 
description, see the article “ Every-Day Dresses,” on a pre¬ 
ceding page. 

Fio. vm.—D ress op Unbleached Lixex.— The first skirt is 
trimmed with throe fluted flounces, edged with black worsted 
braid. Second skirt is ornamented on one side, open in front, 
and looped up behind. Bodice with long basqnes, trimmed 
with a flounce edged with black. Sash composed of threo 
drooping loops. Pagoda sleeves. Bell-shaped hat of English 
straw fastened behind by a bow of ribbon. Flower at the 
side. 

Fio. ix.—Costume op Mastic axd Chestnut-Color.— The 
skirt is trimmed round the bottom with cross-strips of the 
Chestnut-color. Second skirt, plain at the back, with strips 
on each side. Striped sash. Bodice with cut-out basques, 
long in front and short behind, bound with brown braid. 
Pagoda sleeves with striped facings. Brown cravat. Hat of 
rice-straw, trimmed with autumn foliage. Scarf of brown 
Froufrou gauze, and ribbon of the same color, fastening the 
hat abovo the chignon. 

General Remarks.—Sashes are quite out of fashion, par¬ 
ticularly sashes with long, flowing ends at the back. Tho 
new sashes are fastened at tho side, and aro rather scarfs 
than sashes. They are made either of China crepe , or of 
satin, and are tied as over the hunting costume of the 
seventeenth century. 

Many Home Jackets aro made of black crepe de Chine , 
with largo hanging sleeves. Tho following is a novelty: 
The front fits tightly to the figure, in the waistcoat style, 
with a long basque at the back. It is composed of block 
crept de Chine , worked in straw, tho basque being edged 
with straw fringe. 

Veils, mode like long scarfs with square ends, are worn ; 
they are fastened at the back with a hair-pin, and fall with 
long ends behind. A great many fichus a la paysanne, made 
of black lace, are worn. They are simply a square of lace, 


folded in plaits to form a point at the top of the back, and 
are crossed over the chest. They are essentially becoming 
when mode of black Spanish blond, but they are also popular 
in white Mechlin tulle, and in white gauze. These fichu* 
are for evening toilets over open bodices. 

Some op the Paris dresses are very elaborate, others much 
more simple. A beautiful costume, and ono which is quite 
new, is made with a small mantelet a la vieilU, for which 
some soft material, such as cashmere or China crepe, should 
be used In preference to the harsher silks and poplins. The 
mantelet a la vieUle looks well in black, but it is also charm¬ 
ing in blue and steel-gray. In our July number we shall 
give a figure with one of these mantles on. 

There is nothing fresher for summer wear than a man¬ 
telet trimmed with narrow bauds of tarlatan, edged with 
Valenciennes lace, covered with black lace. The hood is 
made of white musiin, and is edged with a plaiting and with 
lace. It is decorated with a bow and onds of black velvet. 
This trimming is especially pretty on materials of a light 
color, such as turquois-blue, mauve, and silver. With dark 
shades, such as myrtle-green and scabious, a beautiful gimp 
is applique on the material, and a ball fringe is added in pre¬ 
ference. 

Ix Boxxets it is difficult to say what is worn, for all styles 
are fashionable, so long as they are small and jaunty-looking. 
Perhaps the varieties of tho gipsy are the most popular. The 
trimming is less on the brim, and in front, than on the crown, 
A good deal of ribbon, about two inches wide, is used, with 
black lace and flowers. Short ostrich plumes of “ rips,” as 
they are called, are also very popular. Two shades of the 
same color aro used ou the same bonnet, with plumes of the 
colors of the ribbons. Hats look so much liko bonnets that 
it is difficult to distinguish them apart; but tho hats are 
usually smaller. But few crepe bonnets are seen; straw 
predominates, though a good many black laco ones are 
worn. 

The Hair is dressed in a very pretty and quiet fashion, 
with many plaits at the back, but not falling very low on 
tho neck, and a plaited coronet in front. Another, and still 
newer style of coiffure, and also a very useflil one, is one 
closely resembling that seen in the portraits of the Ducliosse 
de Bourgogne. The hair is raised from tho temples, with 
rolled curls coming down along tho raised bandeaux, and 
others on the top of the head, accroche<ceurs on the forehead, 
and chignon marquise at tho back with a tortoise-shell comb 
with balls. We may here remark that the small, flat curls, 
called accroche-cceurs are again very fashionable. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fio. i.— Dress op Pixk Percale for a Little Girl.— Tha 
skirt is trimmed with five narrow flounces; tho waist is cut 
low and square, back and front, and finished at the top by a 
ruffle, which passes over tho shoulders. White plaited 
chemisette, with long sleeves. Pink bow in the hair. 

Fio. ii.—Boy’s Suit op Lioht-Gray Cassimere.— The trou¬ 
sers are made short, and tight at the knee, where they are 
fastenod by threo buttons. Jacket rounded off in front over 
a white vest. Straw hat, with a blue ribbon. Blue and 
white striped stockings. 

Fio. hi.—Dress of Blue Mohair, Trimmed with Six Nar¬ 
row Ruffles. —Low’ waist and short sleeves; white mohair 
over-dress, trimmed with a ruffle of tho blue mohair, and 
three rows of blue velvet; the waist is high aud the sleeves 
are long; a ruffle of blue mohair forms a square waist. 
White hat, trimmed with blue. 

Fio. iv.—Boy's Dress op Yellow Naxkkex,— The skirt of 
the dress is elaborately braided in currant color. The short, 
white trousers do not show. Jacket nearly tight-fltting, 
braided in currant color. Straw hat, with currant-colored 
ribbon. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 


FLORENCE 

SEWING MACHINE 

I« th. ONLY MACHINE that tie. the end. of it. Beam* 
•effectually. 

The FLORENCE ia the only machine that will make a 
perfect Lock-stitch, with an inexperienced operator. 

SEND FOR A CIRCULAR. 

MANUFACTORY AT FLORENCE, MASS. 

Agents wanted where not already established. 

KIDDER’S FASTILLESATK1S! 

Price 40c. by mail. Stowell & Co., Charlestown, Moss. 

A MONTH with Stencil and Key Check Dies. 
cP/wOU. Don't fail to secure Circular and Samplos,free. 

Address S. M. SPENCER, Brattleboro, Vt. 

UPTURE, ABDOMINAL WEAKNESS OR CORPU¬ 
LENCY.—Relief and Cure. Seeley's Hard Rubber 
Trusses and Suppr/rters. Late patterns, indestructible (steel 
•coated), cleanly, light, safe, comfortable. Also Bandages, 
ete. Establishments: 1347 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, 
and 3 Ann Street, N. Y. Send for Pamphlet. 

~ A Threat 

.rill dispose of One Hundred Pianos, Melodkons, and Organs 
of six first-class makers, including Waters’, at extremely 

low prices, roR CASH, DURING this month, or will take a 
email portion cash and balance in monthly or quarterly 
instalments. 

THEA-NECTAR 

IS A PURR 

BLACK TEA 

with the Geeen Tea Flavor. War¬ 
ranted to suit all tastes. For sale 
every where. And for sale wholesale 
only by tho Great Atlantic & Paci¬ 
fic Tea Co., 8 Church St., New York, 
P.0. Box 5o00. Send for Thea-Nectar 
Circular. 

Excelsior Muting Machine 

CHEAPEST AND BEST IN THE MARKET. 

| WARRANTED 

f Perfect Satisfaction. I 

Illustrated Circular sent 

Agents wanted in every part of the United States. 

GEO HOVEY A SON, 

321 & 323 East 2 2d Street, New York. 

The New Wilson Under-Feed. 

t THE BEST & CHEAPEST 
FIRST CLASS SHUTTLE 
SEWING MACHINE 
IN THE WORLD. 

AGENTS WANTED 

in unoccupied territory. 

For particulars address 

Wilson EewingHacliine Co. 

Cleveland,0.; St. Louis, 

Mo. ; Providence, R. I.; 
Boston, Mass.; Phila¬ 
delphia, Pa.; Pittsburg, 

Pa.; Memphis, Tenn.; 
Louisville, Ky.; Albany, 
N.Y.; Cincinnati, Ohio; 
Toledo, Ohio ; Indianapolis, Ind.; Chicago. 111.; 
Milwaukee. Wis.: St. Paul, Minn.; San Francisco, 
Cal.; New Orleans, La.; Galveston and Houston, 
Texas; Montgomery, Ala.; Richmond, Va., or 

No. 707 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


COLGATE & CO. 

Recommend their New 

“R0NDE1ETIA” TOILET SOAP. 

Sold by Dealers in Perfumery and Fancy (foods 
sad First-Class Grocers. 

FRAGRANT SAPOLIEHE 

Cleans Kid Gloves and all kinds of Cloths and Clothing; 
removes Paint, Grease, Tar, Ac., instantly , without the least 

injury to the finest fabric. Sold by Druggists and Fancy 
Goods Dealers. FRAGRANT SAPOLINK CO., 33 Barclay 
St., New York, 46 La Salle St., Chicago. 

™ EGAR, how made iu 10 hours, without drugs. 

Particulars 10 cents. F. SAGE, Cromwell, Conn. 




Recommended by Physicians.—Best Salve in use. 
Sold by Druggists at 25 cents. JOHN F. HENRY, Solo 
Proprietor, 8 College Place, New York. 

f ^ DOLLAR 

) STEAM ENGINE! 

Every Machine Warranted. Explosions 
impossible. Any child can ran it. Sent, 
post paid, for $1.30. Send for descriptive 

£> J. M. HALSTEAD, 571 Broadway, 

REDUCTION OF PRICES 

TO CONFORM TO 

REDUCTION OF DUTIES. 

GREAT SAVING- TO CONSUMERS 

BY GETTING UP CLUBS. 

Send for our Now Price List and a Club Form will 
accompany it, containing full directions—making a large 
saving to consumers and remunerative to club organizers. 

THE GREAT AMERICAN TEA CO., 

31 A 33 Yesey Street, Non York. 

P. 0. Box 5643. 

— 

Every tinfty mnst /invert, fs Tnouotrom.V 
WATKU-rnoop, protect* clothing, retain* 
pkL;.DlA' linen diaper, avoid* pin*, permit* circu- 

|| lation ofair. Recommended by physician* 

I i and all medhera whose children nave worn 

/ / \ 1 them. Made In 4 size*—1, smallest; 4 

F ~x>§ \r A largest—exclusively by EUREKA DIAPER 
f I ; \ » CO., 532 Broadway, 5f. Y. Sample mailed 

,yV v^doaB on receipt of $1. Sold aho by Stewart, 
Chitlin, Lord Sc Taylor, Arnold it Constable 
and first-class Infants Clothing, Fancy and 
Pry Goods Stores. Ask for EUREKA PIAPFR; see they hearrtnmpof 
EUREKA PATENT DIAPER CO, Tako no other, /^enta wanted. 

ALL LADIES KNOW r TpS 

skinned woman, or one with freckles, tan and pimples. 
Nature’s remedy for these mortifying blemishes, as well aa 
| for Moth-patches and Ring-inarks, is Hagan’s Magnolia 
Balm. It gives to tho complexion that smooth, transparent 
and marbio purity which bespeaks refinement, excites 
admiration, and is woman's chief attraction. This is what 
tho Balm will do, and so gradual and naturally, that its use 
cannot be detected. Then add a luxuriant head of hair, 
by using tho best and most popular Hair Dressing and 
Restorer in the world—Lyon’s Celebrated Kathairon—and 
your friends will hardly know you. Theso articles are sold 
by all Druggists. 
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GET UP YOUR CLUBS ! NEW VOLUME WITH JULY NUMBER r 

PETERSOFSMAGAZINE 

^CHEAPEST AND BEST OF ALL.«=^J|r 

The July number begins a new volume, affording a good opportunity for persons to subscribe that do 
not want back numbers. Those , however, who trish back numbers to January inclusive can be supplied. N. B.—Always 
say with what number you wish to begin. 


“ PETERSON’S MAGAZINE ” gives more for the money, and of a better quality, than any other. It contains ovory, 
year, nearly 1000 pages, 14 steel plates, 12 doublo sized mammoth colored steel fashion plates, and about 1000 wood 
engravings—and all, this for only TWO DOLLARS A YEAR, or a dollar less than Magazines of its class. 

Each number has a suj)erb double-size colored Fashion Piute, executed in the highest style of art. Each plate 
contains from five to six figures. Iti addition, wood cuts of the newest bonnets, hats, caps, etc., etc., will appear in 
each number. Also the greatest variety of children’s drosses. Also, PATTERNS FOB EVERY DAY DRESSES, in 
Calico, Delaine, Ac., Ac. This is a feature peculiar to Peterson, and makes it invaluable in the family. Also 
diagrams, by aid of which a cloak, dress, or child’s costume can be cut out without the aid of a mantua-maker, so 
that each diagram, in this way alone, will save a year's subscription. 

COLORED PATTERNS IN EMBROIDERY, CROCHET, Etc. * b 

The Work-Table Department of the Magazine is wholly unrivalled. Every number contains a dozen or more 
patterns in every variety of Fancy-work, Crochet, Embroidery, Knitting, Bead-work, Shell-work, Ilair-work, etc., etc., 
etc. Superb Colored Patterns for Slippers, Purses, Chair Seats, rfc., given—each of which at a retail store would cost 
Fifty Cents. Peterson is the only Magazine that gives these Ihittem* every month. 

“OUR NEW COOK BOOK.” 

The original Household Receipts of “ Peterson’’are quite famous. Every one of these Beceipts has been tested* 
Other Receipts for the Toilette, Sick-room, etc., are given It is economy in housekeeping to take “ Peterson." 

New and Fashionable Music in every number. Also, Hints on Horticulture, Equestrianism, Ac., Ac. 

TERMS—ALWAYS IN ADVANCE. 

1 Copy for one year, - - $2.00 5 Copies, one year, - ("Vo*ES") <8.00 

2 Copies, “ - - 4.00 6 “ “ - C^VcED 9.50 

3 “ “ - - 5.00 8 “ “ - (“uVor'cGTO 12.00 

4 “ “ - - 6.00 14 “ “ - (“‘.Vof'cSrO 20.00 

PREMIUMS FOR CLUBS!! EXTRAORDINARY INDUCEMENTS!! 

To every person getting up a Club of two, three, four, five, six, eight, or fourteen, at the above prices, the 
premium engraving, “ Washington at the Battle of Trenton,” will be sent gratis. To i>ereons getting up Clubs of 
five, six, eight, or fourteen at the above prices, an extra copy of the Magazine, in addition to the premium engraving, 
will be sent grafts. Ix remitting, got a Post-Office order, or a draft on Philadelphia or New York; if neither one of 
these can be had, send Greenbacks, or notes of National Bauks. In the latter case, it is best to register your letter . 

N. B.—Clubs may begin with either the January or July numbers. Address, Post-paid, 

CHARLES J. PETERSON, 

Specimens sent gratis to those wishing to get up Clubs. No. 306 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


WHAT SHALL I SLEEP ON ? 

For an answer to this important question the reader will 
please refer to the advertisement of the 

WOVEN WIRE MATTRESS CO., 


ou the fourth cover of the April number of this Magazine. 

■ -WT ANTED—AGENTS, ($20 per day,) to sdl 

■ M the celebrated HOME SHUTTLE SEWING 

■ ■ I MACHINE. Has the under-feed, makes the 

■ Ml "lock stitch" (alike on both sides,) and is fully 

■ Ml licensed. The best and cheapest family Sewing 
H ■ Machine in the market. Address JOHNSON, 

■ ■ CLARK A CO., Boston, Mass., Pittsburgh, Pa., 

■ ■ Chicago, III., or St. Louis, Mo. 

~~Agents! Read This! 


W E WILL PAY AGENTS A SALARY OF $30 PER 
WEEK and expenses, or allow a large commission 
to sell our new and wonderful inventions. 

Address, M. WAGNER A CO., Marshall, Mich. 


Madame Foy'i Corset Skirt Supporter 

is superior to all 
Corsets for 
Health, Comfort 
and Style. 

Lady Agents 
wanted in all 
Northern and 
Western States. 

THE 
PANAMA 
SKELETON 
CORSET 
Is not excelled for Summer Wear. 

Arxold A Baxxixg, 56 Lispenard Street, New York; D. 
B. Fisk A Co., Chicago; Agents for the Supporters, 

HARMON, BALDWIN & FOY, 

Sole Manufacturers, Now Haven, Connecticut. 
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The Storm Polka. 


($>* T+aqp+t#*) 

By A. WALLERSTEIN. 
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THE WAY TO LOSE HIM 

BY £,MNA GARRISON JONES. 


An autumn sunset blazed about the Beech- 
wood hills, and tinged the rustling oak-boughs 
with a ruddier glow, as Philip Lisle rode down 
the long avenue that led from his stately old 
country-seat, out to the village high-road. 

Standing on the pillared portico, his mother, 
a fair, gentle-faced woman, robed in widow’s 
weeds, looked after him with an expression of 
anxious solicitude. 

“Are you sure, my dear boy, quite sure that 
you have chosen wisely ?” she had said to him 
as they partdfl. 

“Why, mother, do you ask?” had been his 
reply. “ Rose is all you could desire her to 
be. She is refined, accomplished, and very 
beautiful.” 

“ I hope my boy will not be disappointed,” 
murmured the mother, as he rode off. “Yet 
people, who ought to know, say that Rose is 
both a flirt and passionate. Ah, me!” 

Meanwhile, Philip chptered quietly away. 
But, after awhile, he dropped the reins on his 
horse’s neck, and took a dainty casket from his 
vest pocket. It contained an exquisite ring, 
richly set with pearls and amethyst. It was 
his engagement-ring; and as he turned it over 
and over in his fingers, and held it up in the 
autumn sunset, his handsome eyes grew tender 
and humid, and his bearded lip trembled like 
a woman’s. 

Philip Lisle’s love-story wad very brief. He 
was one of those men wh<f1ire not easily capti¬ 
vated, and so he had remained heart-whole 
until the preceding spring. About, the first of j 
May, he attended an Agricultural Fair in an | 
adjoining county, and it closed up with a 
tournament. There were hundreds of daring j 
young knights, ready to risk life and limb for 
the honor of crowning the queen of love and 
beauty; but Philip Lisle outstripped them all, ! 
and won the prize. This prize was an exquisite 
tiara of pearls, and Miss Rose Denham, the 1 

Vol. LX.—2 


prettiest girl in Talbot, was the queen. Philip 
went through the interesting ceremony of 
crowning her with the starry chaplet he had 
won—and in doing so he lost his heart. 

Rose Denham was the fi'fst woman he had 
ever loved—and he loved her very blindly, be¬ 
wildered and bewitched as he was by the raro 
and exquisite beauty of her primrose face ; and 
in less than a month after their first meeting, 
they were affianced lovers. 

The red fires of sunset had faded, and the 
stars were out in thousands in the misty autumn 
skies, when Philip reached the little suburban 
cottage in which the Denhams lived. There 
were lights in the windows, and the sound of 
a piano, accompanied by a sweet, girlish voice, 
reached his ears. Rose was singing, he sarM* 
with a fond smile; and fastening his horse, he 
passed through the graveled walk that led to 
the door. There he paused an instant, listen¬ 
ing to the trilling voice with all a lover’s ardent 
admiration, and fancying, childishly to him¬ 
self, how pleased and startled Rose would be 
if she knew he was there; and then and there 
a silly whim possessed him to give her a little 
surprise. Accordingly, he stole round to the 
drawing-room window. It was open, for the 
autumn night was balmy, and he had a full 
view of the apartment. Rose was at the piano, 
in her becoming evening-dress of sky-blue, 
with her hair falling in golden showers over 
her white shoulders. But she was not alone. 
Hanging over her, and toying with her ringlets, 
as he turned the music, was a young man of 
an exceedingly foppish appearance; and Rose 
did not seem in the least annoyed by his ex¬ 
cessive familiarity, for while sho sung, she 
woqld toss her beautiful head, and glance up 
into his admiring face with an air of witching 
coquetry. 

Philip Lisle, with this picture before his eyes, 
stood for a moment like one bewildered, then 
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suddenly recollecting himself, he retraced his 
steps, and rang the bell at the front entrance, 
in a very grave and formal manner. 

Rose received him with a shy, sweet sur¬ 
prise that was irresistible; and the charm of 
lier rare beauty, and her girlish vivacity, soon 
banished his jealous doubts—and he was as 
much enthralled and enraptured as ever. The 
foppish individual having vanished, Philip had 
his charmer all to himself, and they wandered 
out into the autumn moonlight, and under the 
shadow of the elm-trees. And Philip took the 
pearl and amethyst engagement-ring from the 
little casket, and put it upon her finger, entreat¬ 
ing, as he did so, that the engagement should j 
be very brief. Beautiful Rose listened, and 
examined the sparkling circlet with a critical 
eye. j 

“ Very well,” she replied, after a moment, j 
her voice cool and silvery; 44 1 have no objec- j 
tion to make. It will not require a great while ] 
to complete my arrangements, and mamma dis- j 
approves of long engagements.” 

44 So do I!” exclaimed Philip, heartily. 44 You 
will make it a month, darling, no longer; I 
want you at home before the Christmas holi¬ 
days.” 

Rose shrugged her white shoulders, and gave 
a little shivering sigh. 

• 4 How I do wish,” sjie said, 44 that you would 
live in the city, Philip, for the winler, at least. 
It must be dreadfully stupid at Beechwood.” 

44 Why, no, dear,” cried the young man, in 
amazement. 44 Stupid at Beech wood? Not a 
bit of it. We are within a nice drive of the 
city, you know, and we have every comfort and 
amusement at home.” 

Rose looked dissatisfied still, but she said no 
more on the subject, resolving to wait for a 
better opportunity. 

“The girls are coming to see my engage¬ 
ment-ring,” she continued, after a momentary 
pause, twirling the little circlet over in the 
moonlight. “I told them it would be some¬ 
thing magnificent—and it is; but I do wish 
you had chosen a diamond solitaire, it would 
Lave been so much more elegant and stylish.” 

Her lover’s brow clouded. 

44 1 am sorry, dear,” he said, gravely. 44 } 
fancied this one would please you; but you 
shall have the solitaire.” 

44 Oh, you are so kind! and I am naughty to 
trouble you so much.” 

She held up her ripe lips, and he kissed her 
in silence, and they returned to the cottage; 
and a little later he was in his saddle again, 
and on his way back to Beechwood. But an 


indefinable something weighed down his spirits, 
a kind of restless dissatisfaction that he could 
neither banish or comprehend. 

The moment his mother met him on the fol¬ 
lowing morning, she knew how matters stood. 
She could read her son’s heart like an open 
book. 

4< ’Tis just as I fea*red,” she sighed. 44 My 
poor boy will bo disappointed.” 

But she uttered never a word. 

A week later Philip Lisle was called to the 
city on business, and he embraced that oppor¬ 
tunity to purchase the diamond ring. He 
selected a very magnificent one, at an extra¬ 
vagant cost. Then, instead of returning to 
Beechwood, he took the train to Talbot, and 
walked across to the Denham cottage. It was 
just about noon when he reached there; and 
the autumn day was very lovely, with mellow 
sunlight, and a hazy splendor on the circling 
hills. He would have a long walk with Rose, 
he thonght, his heart swelling with delight as 
he neared the cottage Dear, little Rose, he 
loved her more and more every moment ho 
lived, no matter if she was rather vain and 
childish. * 

Ho found the front door open, and a little 
house-maid scrubbing the steps. She ushered 
him in, and ho entered the small drawing-room, 
and sat down. As he did so, the sound of 
voices, in loud and angry discussion, reached 
his ears. Just across from the drawing-room 
was a little boudoir, or sewing-room, which 
Mrs. Denham and Rose were in the habit of 
making their morning sitting-room, and it was 
from this that the sounds proceeded. 

Philip listened in alarm at first, thinking 
some one was ill, or that something had hap¬ 
pened. 

“Now, Rose, my dear, do be reasonable,” 
entreated the tremulous voice of Mrs. Denham. 

“ We are willing to do all we can for you ; but 
you know how your father stands. The very 
roof over our heads is mortgaged already, and 
pray how can we raise money to buy such ex¬ 
travagant things?” 

“1 don’t know, nor do I care,” cried Rose, 
with angry vehemence. “Let papa borrow it. 

I tell you I will have a splendid outfit.” 

“My dear, you will have three nice silk9, 
and a good many other dresses; and you won’t 
need so many changes at Beechwood,” inter¬ 
posed the mother. 

44 What’s the reason I won*t?” almost scream¬ 
ed Rose. 44 Do you think I’m going to be shut 
up at Beechwood all this winter? Ill show 
you, and I’ll show Philip Lisle, too, I’m going 
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to have a gay season, if I live; and I want the 
right kind of an outfit—and I’ve got to have it. 
So there's no use talking, you know I always 
have my way.” 

Then there came the sound of grieved sob¬ 
bing, and a child’s voice, the voice of Rose’s 
little sister, Alice, cried out, 

“See, Rosie, you have made poor mamma 
cry. IIow can you be so naughty ?” 

‘•‘Hush-up, this minute! you meddlesome 
little thing! "Who asked you to put in your 
say ? I don’t see what you’re here for, any¬ 
how, gaping at every word that’s said, and 
pulling what few things I’ve got to pieces. 
Come, take yourself off to the nursery at 
once!” 

Philip Lisle heard the sound of a sharp blow, 
and the next moment little Alice ran out crying 
fit to break her heart. lie had risen to his feet 
in his utter amazement, and passing the draw¬ 
ing-room door, the child saw him. She stared 
a moment, and then cried out in wicked de¬ 
light, 

“Aha, Miss Twose! here’s Mr. Lisle in the 
drawing-room, and he’s heard how naughty 
you’ve been—haven’t you, Mr. Lisle?” 

Not believing the child, Roso hurried to the 
drawing-room door, and there she stood trans¬ 
fixed. Her beautiful, golden hair was all in 
a tanglo, and she wore an untidy, old wrapper, 
both soiled and torn, and her fair face was 
flushed and distorted with passion. Philp Lisle, 
standing grave and stern in the center of the 
drawing-room, regarded her for several mo¬ 
ments in silence, and with an agony at hi3 
heart that seemed like death itself. Then he 
advanced, and extended his hand. 


“Good-by, Rose!” ho said, sadly. “No 
words that I can speak would begin to express 
what I feel. I loved you as my owu life, but I 
am disenchanted. 1 am glad this has hap- 
peped now; it is better than hereafter. Yet I 
don’t think I can ever forgive you.” 

And before the terror-stricken girl could 
utter a single word, he was gone. 

“Oh, me! Oh, me!” she wailed, wringing 
her hands, “it is all over! 1 have lost him! 
I have lost him !” 

“ And no wonder,” replied her mother, 
sternly, “God wouldn’t suffer it; He’s too 
just.” 

Over the crisp meadows, and under the 
shadow of the purple hills, Philip Lisle walked 
back to Beeohwood, shaken like a very reed, 
stroug man that he was, with the bitterness of 
his disappointment. 

“Mother,” he said, briefly, when she met 
him at the door-way, “it is all over! You 
were right!” 

“And all for the best, my son,” she replied, 
as she kissed him, “though you cannot think 
so now.” 

And years after, when Philip Lisle sat upon 
the pillared porch, with the true and tender 
woman who had become his wife, and the 
mother of the children that played beneath the 
rustling oak-boughs, looking back at those 
early days, he was forced to acknowledge that 
his mother’s wisdom was far superior to his 
own. 

Rose Denham is still unmarried, and has 
lost all her beauty. She is soured and discon¬ 
tented, and will always be so. But whom has 
she to blame but herself? 




ADELE. 


BT HUS. ELLEN M. MITCHELL. 


Yooa cheek it strangely wan and white, 

Adele I 

Its crimson oqcc outvied tho rose* 

Your dark eyes, too, have lost their light, 
Your face its air of calm repose; 

Alas! it tells ot hidden woes. 

In silence borne— 

The story of a life forlorn. 

The tempter came with honeyed smile, 

Adele I 

And tender words, low-breathed, and sweet, 
Cut, ah ! so full of treacherous guile; 

Yonr throbbing pnlses faster beat. 

You nover dreamed with what deceit. 

And subtle art 

Jo meant to break your loving heart. 


A serpent, clad in human guise, 

Adele! 

lie charmed you, that ho might betray; 
More trusting fur were you than wise, 

Yon made an idol out of clay; 

Ills aim was reached; he cast away 
The treasure won— 

The victim by his wiles undone. 

Your love was trailed in loathsome dust, 
Adele! 

Your heart with agony was wrung; 

A gloomy shadow of distrust 
IIis treachery' o’er your pathway flung— 
Poor child I 6o desolate and young, 

God help you l>onr 
The weight of bitterness and care! 
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I. 

I turned to look after her as she went down 
the village street. 

I had coma to Merlin, one of the oldest towns 
on the lower Delaware, partly for a purpose I 
shall proceed to explain presently, and partly 
to see an ancient family-servant, who had been 
my nurse when I was a child, and who still 
thought she owned me, body and soul, as such 
faithful creatures sometimes will. On my way 
from the inn to the humble dwelling, on tho 
outskirts of the village, where “oil mammy” 
resided, I had met one of the loveliest women 
I had ever seen. I caught only a glimpse of 
her face in passing, but I saw that it had rare 
loveliness, an l was quite fit to accompany tho 
tall, high-bred figure. A bright complexion; 
large, brown eyes; a perfect wealth of wavy, 
chestnut hair; and features full of expression! 
I thought, too, that the beautiful unknown 
noticed my glance of admiration, and that she 
blushed consciously. But I must have been 
mistaken. For though I gazed long after her, 
she did not turn her head, but walked on, with 
that easy, undulating gait, which is so rarely 
seen, and yet is so eminently graceful. 

“Well, mammy,” I said, when I reached the 
cottage I was in search of, “ and how do ycu. 
do ? I got your letter, asking to see me—and 
here I am. How can I help you?” 

“Ah, mars Harry!” she whined, “ T’so dref- 
ful bad, as ycr sees. Such a misery in de 
breast. Chloe’s not long for dis yero world.” 

“Pshaw!” I said, cheerfully, “don’t talk in 
that way. You’re good for many a day yet. 
You don’t look a bit worse than when I went 
to Europe, three years ago.” 

“I’so don’t know, mars Harry. Maybe 
yer’s right. I’sc a great deal to be thankful 
for, as Miss Cl’r'nda says. But how well 
yer is lookin’!” 

“Yes, Chloe, I’ve no cares, I’ve everything 
I want, why shouldn’t I be well?” 

“No, not ebbery ting yer wants. Yer 
wants a good wife, us I’se allers said. Don’t 
shake yer head. Yer don’t know, mars Harry, 
what’s good for yer. Le’m me see. Yer’s 
twenty-nine years old, and do last of de line. 
It’s time yer was gettin’ married.” 

“Timo enough for marrying these dozen 
2G 


years yet,” I said, for this was a subject about 
which Chloe and I invariably disagreed. “ I 
never met a woman I could love, and I won’t 
marry till I do: and I get more fastidious, too, 
every year. Besides, if I marry, I shall only 
add to my cares. No, thank you, no marrying 
for me. Suppose we talk of something else.” 

“ Not yet, mars Harry. I’se wanted to sec 
yer, dis long time, on dis berry matter. I iiab 
found jist de wife for yer, one of de real ole 
stock, dat yer don’t hab to go about askin’ who 
dey is, as yer do about all dese ycre new 
people.” 

I laughed outright. If there was an aristo¬ 
crat on earth, it was Chloe. Next to my sin 
in.not getting married, she ranked my obstinate 
heresy, as she considered it, respecting the 
superiority of “ old families.” 

“ Dar yer is, lalfiu’ at yer ole mammy,” she 
; said, severely. “Yer ought to bemshamed of 
yorself, yer ought. Now if yer hadu’t come of 
one of de berry best families: if yer had been 
some pore, low trash, ’t wouldn’t have been 
so ’strordinary.’ 

“Well, well, mammy,” I said, “let that pass. 
Tell me about this paragon.” For l saw that, 
unless I indulged tho faithful creature, she 
would keep me all night 

“Now yer talks like my dear little mars, dat 
I carried in my arms before he was a day old. 

Oh! such a wife as Miss Cl’r’nda would make! 

• 

She’s allers visitin’ de poor, and givin’ ob her 
substance, as de Bible says. She knows ’most 
ebberyting, ’specially about housekeeping l’se 
sartaiu sure what she brings to me to eat she 
cooks wid her own lily hands. Dat’s de sort 
of wife to hab, and not one dat would waste 
ebbery cent yer gets.” 

I knew at once the sort of woman she was 
talking about: a thin, sour, whey-faced old 
maid, who dressed like a fright, and hunted 
itlown all the young clergymen, in hopes to 
marry them. But I said, nevertheless, 

“What name did you call this new Martha?” 

“ Her nam) ain’t Martha,” answered Chloo, 
testily. “Dat’s a name for pore folk. Her 
name,” she spoke now quite triumphantly, “is 
Cl'r’nda.” 

“Clorinda!” I exclaimed, and added, to my¬ 
self, “ Worse and worse. A romantic fool, no 
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doubt; had a romantic mother before her. I 
wonder she wasn’t called, at once, Amanda 
Malvina Fitzalan.” 

The old nurse nodded her head sagely, two 
or three times, in the silence, looking me full 
in the face, and then said, 

44 1 knew yer’d like de name. It’s dat ob a 
princess, I’se heard, dat lib in de ole times, 
and was queen to a king dat fought agin de 
blackamoor Saracens.” 

44 A pretty commentary on Tasso,” I said, to 
myself, as I rose to go. 

II. 

We sat in the library. It was the house of 
my old class-mate, Mr. Stanley, now the lead¬ 
ing lawyer of Merlin. I had come in, quite 
late in the evening, after tea ; and he and 1 
were Bmoking by the fire, while my host s 
pretty young wife sat at the table, close by, 
working at some bit of fancy embroidery, and 
occasionally joining in the conversation. 

I will now mention ray second object in com¬ 
ing to Merlin. Few Americans know, perhaps, 
that a fox-hunting club has existed, in that 
part of the country, for more than a century: 
the general impression being that this sport is 
entirely English, and has never token root 
any where on this side of Uie Atlantic. But long 
before the war of independence, some gentle- i 
men, near Merlin, instituted a 44 hunt,” and it : 
has been kept up ever sinco. In many a faded ! 
letter, in many an unpublished diary, are ac- ! 
counts of the famous runs made by old worthies ] 
long since turned to du9t. Ever sinco I was ] 
a boy, I had hunted occasionally with the j 
Merlin hounds. For three or four years, im¬ 
mediately preceding the date of my story, I 
had been in England, and had hunted at Leam¬ 
ington, as well as in the Leicester country. I 
was now anxious to sec if the hunting ut Merlin 
maintained its old reputation. So I had sent 
down a couple of horses to the inn at Merlin, 
and after discharging my duty by visiting my 
“ole mammy,” had strolled out to have a chat 
with my former chum and his pretty young 
wife. 

44 There's every appearance of a fine day, to¬ 
morrow,” said my host, leaning his head back, 
and watchiug the rings of smoke which he 
threw off artistically. 44 1 hope you’ll have a 
good run. I would join you, but there’s an 
important case comes on, in court, in which 
I am retained, and I must be on hand. By-the- 
by, Letty,” and he turned, smiling, to his wife, 
‘‘does Kate hunt, to-morrow?” 

“She said nothing about it, when she was 


here, just now; so I suppose she will not# 
Ah, Mr. Audley,” looking up at me, “you 
should have come sooner; for then you would 
have met Kale.” 

“And who is Kate?” said I, indifferently. 

44 Letty’a pet and paragon,” replied the hus¬ 
band. “Miss Mowbray. Don’t you remem¬ 
ber the Mowbrays?” 

44 What? The daughter of Mowbray of Mow¬ 
bray Hall, as ho haughtily used to call him¬ 
self: the most important personage, in his own 
opinion, in tho world. What a Lady Vero de 
Vere the daughter must be!” 

1 “Now, you needn’t sneer.” said Mrs. Stan¬ 
ley. 44 Kate isn’t a bit haughty, and is just the 
best and dearest girl alive.” 

44 Pretty, too, of course,” I said, laoonically. 

“More than pretty—beautiful!” answered 
Mr. Stanley; “and she understands the secret, 
which so few women do, in America, of keeping 
up this beauty, by plenty of exercise in tho open 
air. Her health, consequently, is superb, and 
her bloom magnificent.” 

“Ah! one of the blowsy, milk-maid style.” 

44 Milk-maid !” said Mrs. Stanley, contempt¬ 
uously, but not trusting herself to say more. 

“With all this,” went on my host, “sho is 
rarely accomplished. Plays in tho most mas¬ 
terly manner; talks French, German and 
Italian; understands horticulture, and all that 
sort of thing; is suspected of having written 

| poetry; paints-” 

I “What—herself!” I interrupted. 

“Now, Mr. Audley,” said my pretty hostess, 
“I won’t have you speaking in that way of any 
woman, much less of Kate. You are a soured 
old bachelor, and that is the whole of it.” 

“Paints in oils charmingly,” went on my 
host, as if there had been no interruption, but 
his eye twinkled with fun; “and walks as 
many miles daily as any pedestrian in train¬ 
ing. Hunts- 

“Not men?” said I, looking mischievously 
at Mrs. Stanley. 

“No! Foxes in their original shape,” was 
the quick retort from that lady. 

“Hunts, as I said,” continued Mr. Stanley, 
immovably. “Was in England, for two sea¬ 
sons, and hunted there. She can take a five- 
barred gate with the best of you. Look to 
your laurels, Audley, if she hunt9 to-morrow.” 

“I’ve rather a good horse,” said I, coolly. 

44 You’ll not speak so satirically, to-morrow 
night,” retorted Mrs. Stanley, 44 if she should 
hunt; for they say nobody can keep up with 
her sorrel. But she has been very busy lately: 

I doubt if she goes to the field at all.” 
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“Well,” I said, “if anything could touch 
this riddled old liean of mine, it would be, I 
suppose, a fine horsewoman. But I’m bomb¬ 
proof. However, my grandfather fell in love 
with my grandmother oil horseback, and the 
age of miracles, in spite of Hume and Huxley, 
isn't past. In England, I used to thiuk the 
ladies never looked so well as when in the 
saddle, and especially at the head of the field.” 

“Then you’ll lose your heart, as well as the 
brush, if Kate hunts, to-morrow,” said Mrs. 
Stanley, as I rose to go. 

I was rather bored with all these eulogies. 
I had heard such raptures before, and knew 
what they meant. “ An old school-mate of 
Mrs. Stanley’s,” I said, as I walked back to my 
inn, “and bosom-friend^ curious that some 
women never get over these illusions. I know 
the article exactly that this Miss Mowbray is: 
a self-conscious, dogmatic, pretentious, prag¬ 
matical miss, who thinks she knows everything 
and can do everything, and is, after all, only 
a smatterer in learning and a mere pretender 
in other matters. We’ll see, to-morrow, if she 
can make any show at all. I’ll bet she won't 
get over the second fence.” 

A little further on, I stopped, and lighting a 
fresh segftr, soliloquized again. 

“It’s odd,” I said, “that, before I’ve been 
twenty-four hours in Merlin, two wives have 
been cut out for me. An old spinster and a 
young hoyden. Heaven preserve me!” 

I laughed a light contemptuous laugh, and 
one, the reader need not be told, of entire 
security. 

III. 

The next morning was perfect. I was early 
on the ground, where a large company had 
already assembled. There was none of the 
stunning piuk and leather, one sees in England, 
nor quite such perfect horses, on the whole; 
but it was a fine spectacle, nevertheless, and I 
witnessed as bold riding on that day as 1 had 
ever beheld in my life. 

Most of those present knew me, or had 
known my father. My ancestors had been 
famous hunters in their day, and our name 
had become traditional in that respect, in the 
neighborhood of Merlin. Chatting with old 
school-mates, I quite forgot all about the Di 
Vernon I had been told, by Mrs. Stanley, that 
I might possibly meet. It was not until the 
fox was about to start, that I remembered her. 
Then I looked hastily around. There were 
three ladies present, but none of them rode a 
aerrel, and I was about to conclude that Miss 


Mowbray had not come, when a gate opened, 
from a farm-yard near, and a tall, graceful 
figure, on a superb hunter, quietly rode upon 
the scene. 

I will not tire the reader with a detailed 
narrative of that day’s sport. It is enough to 
say that it was one of the most break-neck 
hunts I had ever enoountcred. Merlin lies 
in a gently rolling country, intersected by 
streams, with thick hedges dividing the fields; 
quite one-third is in woods: in every way a 
difficult district to ride over. The fox was an 
old one, who knew his business; and the pace 
Vas tremendous. 

It was not very long before all but the best 
mounted riders were thrown out. In a little 
while more, only half a dozen of U9 were in 
the front. One of these was Miss Mowbray. 

I could not but admit to myself, that, so far as 
beauty of form was concerned, she deserved 
| all Mrs. Stanley had said of her. She wore a 
tight-fitting habit of blue cloth, that shewed off 
her superb figure to perfection, and she rode 
her magnificent hunter as if horso and mistress 
were one. 

Very soon she and I had outstripped all our 
competitors, and were galloping side by side. 
Now, for the first time, she turned to look at 
me. Heavens! it was the fair unknown, whom 
I had passed in the village street. She did not 
seem to recognize me, however. It was with 
a little surprise, and perhaps something of con¬ 
tempt, that she regarded me and my horse. 

There is rarely any favor given in the bunt¬ 
ing field, even to the other sex; every one al- v 
ways does his or her best; but this cool scorn 
stimulated me to even more than ordinary 
rivalry. Never before had my gallant hunter 
been beaten, and I resolved that he should not 
be to-day. 

We had now entered a large, grassy field, 
inclosed by high, untrimmed hedges, with but 
one outlet, and that at the opposite side, where 
there was a light five-barred gate. The fox 
made directly for this, and the hounds were so 
close upon him, that I felt sure he would come 
to his death in the ploughed ground beyond. 
Whoever reached the gate first, therefore, 
would be first in at the death. 

How we thundered over that sward! Thud, 
thud, side by side; the horses breathing quick, 
their eyes flaming, the great veins standing 
out on their glossy coats; the ground flying 
away behind us. 

As we approached the g$te, I turned to look 
again at my competitor. Nothing in her de¬ 
meanor betrayed any unusual interest in the 
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struggle, unless it was a heightened color, and 
a slight compression of her beuuiiful lips. 
She sat iu her saddle, in that exciting mo¬ 
ment, cool and graceful, swaying, willow-like, 
with the stride of her horse, her bridle-hand 
well down, and feeling . the mouth of the 
spirited animal with a touch as light as a silken 
thread—evidently thinking of nothing but how 
best to clear the gate before her! She was 
such a splendid spectacle that I felt like cheer¬ 
ing. 

My rivalry gave way all at once* I said to 
myself, “if I hold On, I may dispute the gate 
with her; but, at best, we shall dash at it to¬ 
gether; aud I’m not the brute to risk thoso 
fair limbs and that divine face.” 

There was a slight break, I saw, in tho 
hedge, to the right, and thither I turned my 
horse. All this was the work of au instant. 
As I rose to tho hedge I looked around again, 
for I could not keep my eyes off that superb 
apparition. She was already half over the 
gate; her horse high up in nir, his fore-legs 
doubled under him, his nostrils flaming wide 
and red; she herself cool as ever, sitting well 
hack, her veil blowing out behind her, her face j 
radiant with triumphant beauty. 

That was tho last I remember. In my ex¬ 
citement and admiration I had forgotten my 
own proper business, and whether the leap I 
essayed was too much for my steed, or whether 
I held him in, unconsciously, too soon, certain 
it is, that, for tho first time in my experience 
of him, he failed me. I hoard the crash of 
liis limbs in the hedge; then came a stunning 
blow; then a sensation ns if the world was ex¬ 
ploding in fire-works, and I in the center of 
all; and then an uttet blank. 

IV. 

When I recovered consciousness, I was lying 
in a strange bed, in a large and handsome 
apartment. 1 strove to sit up, and found one 
arm in a sling. 

“Conscious at last, thank God !” said a well- 
known voice, as Mr. Stanley came forward. 
“You’ve had a narrow escape of it, my dear 
fellow.” 

“But where am I? What has happened?’’ 

I spoke, half incoherently, looking bewil¬ 
dered around. 

“You have had a full in the hunting field— 
don’t you remember?” 

“Ah!” For it began to come slowly back 
to me. 

“You were brought here, os the nearest 
convenient place. It’s Mr. Mowbray’s. His 


daughter, you know, took the gate alongside 
of you. 

“Ah!” I said again, half-dreamily. 

“God bless her!” went on Mr. Stanley. “She 
left the fox to take his chances, though they 
brought her the b.rush afterward as the one 
really entitled to it, for she would have been 
first in at the death, if she hadn’t stopped for 
you. She saw you fall, and pulled up at once. 
I don’t know, Harry, but what you owe your life 
to her. When the rest came up, they found her 
holding your head in her lap, and bathing it,” 
said he, with enthusiasm. “She had the sense 
to run to the little stream, close by, and get 
some water. Your arm was broken, and your 
head contused; and she didn't know at first, 
whether you were dead, or only in a faint; 
but she was doing her best. Plucky girl!” 

I heard it all in a sort of bewildered way, 
and even as he spoko, in an even more dim and 
bewildered way, thero came up to mo the 
memory of what seemed dreams, in w hich one 
or more female figures had watched over me, 
as I lay sick, and especially of one bright, 
beautiful face that had looked down at me 
with tears in the large, brown, soul-lit eyes. 
But I only vaguely realized this, and hardly re¬ 
alized any better what my friend was saying. 

“She wouldn’t hear of your being taken 
anywhere,” went on the speaker, “except to 
her father’s house. She said it was all her 
fault; that you had both been striving to get 
first to the gate; and that you had, at tho last, 
chivalrously made way for her, and so came 
to grief. Your arm was soon set, but the in¬ 
jury to the brain was the worst. Do you know 
you’ve been sick for three weeks ? That you’ve 
had fever, and that for awhile wo despaired of 
your life? It’s the good nursing, nothing 
else, the doctor says, that has pulled you 
through. But they told me I mustn’t talk to 
you, unless a word or two. Surely you’re not 
going to faint ?” 

But faint I did. I was so weak, that even 
tliis short conversation had been too much for 
me, and in the effort to comprehend all, my 
poor brain, after a dizzy whirl or two, gave 
utterly away. 

Nevertheless, I convalesced, from that day, 
rapidly. Tho fever was gone: all I wanted was 
strength ; and that soon followed, with the care 
and food I had. Mrs. Stanley spent most of the 
time with me; her husband came whenever he 
could; and Mr. Mowbray, stately and cold, 
honored me with his presence, for on hour, 
every morning after breakfast. But I saw 
nothing of the daughter. Nor would I see 
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her, I shrewdly suspected, till I was able to 
leave my room. 

Meantime I lay and thought about her. I 
wondered if she had been one of my nurses. 
If so, I could explain the fair, sweet face that 
had seemed to look down on me so often, when 
I was unconscious. Frequently, I was on the 
point of asking Mrs. Stanley, but I ehrank 
from the question, when it came to the crisis, 
with a strange embarrassment. 

“ I hope I shall be able to leave my room, 
to-morrow,” I said, the first day I was allowed 
to sit. up. “ I want, very much, to thank Miss 
Mowbray.” 

“You musn’t think of leaving your chamber 
for a week yet,” said Mrs. Stanley. “A relapse 
would be fatal. But Kate deserves all you can 
say. I do believe she saved your life. She’s 
been very shy of speaking about the accident, 
but yesterday it slipped out, that when she dis-r 
mounted, your horse was lying partially on 
you, and if he had rolled over, would have 
crushed you. She managed to get him away 
safely, as well, I dare say,” she added, slyly, 
“as if she knew something of horsemanship. 
A blunder would have been your death-.” 

This was heaping coals of fire on my head, 
for I remembered what I had said, the night 
before the hunt. I groaned at this thought, half 
aloud. 

“Ah! your arm hurts you,” said Mrs. Stan¬ 
ley, tcasingly. “You see I was right—hadn’t 
you better go to bed?” 

Now that I was able to sit up I chafed more 
than ever at my confinement. The second day 
I took the law into my own hand. I rose early, 
and having dressed with the assistance of my 
man-servant, walked boldly into tho adjoining 
room, where I had been hearing whispered 
voices, for some time, as if in consultation. 

It was as I expected. Mrs. Stanley and 
Miss Mowbray were both there. The latter 
started, blushed, and looked to the opposite 
door, as if her first impulse was to escape. 
Mrs. Stanley, more self-possessed, came for¬ 
ward; but she motioned me back with both 
hands, saying, 

“You will be sick again, you headstrong 
fellow. Return to your room, I bog you.” 

“ Intercede for me,” I said, passing boldly 
by her, and approaching Miss Mowbray. “I 
shall die if I am sent back to that prison-house, 
now that I have had a glimpse of freedom, and 
of what it brings.” 

Again Miss Mowbray colored, this time over 
check, forehead, ear, and even neck. If I had 
thought her beautiful, on the two occasions on 


which I had seen her before, I thought her 
now even more so. She had a magnificent 
bloom, and looked fresh and cool, as if just 
from the bath. She wore some light morning 
robe, I hardly know what, that fit her ex¬ 
quisitely, and was ravishingly becoming. I 
am not good at descriptions of dress—what 
man is?—all I can say is, that she reminded 
me of a blush-rose, freshly blown, and with 
the fragrance and delicacy of the early morning 
dew still upon it. 

“I owe you so much,” I added, earnestly, 
“ that- I do not hesitate to beg for this addi¬ 
tional boon.” 

“I am glad to soe you so well, Mr. Audley,” 
she said, recovering from her momentary em¬ 
barrassment, and frankly taking my hand. 
“ It is, I assure you, quite a relief to me, per¬ 
sonally, as 1 had so much to do, I fear, in 
causing the accident.” 

I bent over her hand, and kissed it rever¬ 
ently. 

“You blame yourself needlessly,” was my 
reply, and somehow my voice sunk to a whisper. 
“ What do I not owe to you ?” 

“If you have done making pretty speeches 
to Kate,” interrupted Mrs. Stanley, at this mo¬ 
ment coming forward, “ and will persist in not 
retiring to your room, suppose we think of 
breakfast. I was just about to order it to be 
sent in to you. But as I am hungry from my 
drive, and as Kate has been out on horseback, 
and can, perhaps, eat a second breakfast, I 
propose we do you the honor, for this once, of 
breakfasting with you, and breakfasting in 
this room.” 

I could have blessed her for the proposal. 
I looked beseechingly at Miss Mowbray. 

“ I will go at once and give orders,” said the 
latter. “I suppose we must be indulgent, at 
first, to our convalescent.” As sho spoke, she 
smiled enclmntingly at me, but with the least 
bit of raillery in her eyes. 

My gaze followed her till the door closed. 
Then I sighed. 

“Dear me!” cried Mrs. Stanley, demurely, 
“how short-breathed we are! I told you that 
you were attempting too much.” She put her 
hands gently on my shoulders, and pushed me 
into a seat. “There, keep quiet, sir, or you’ll 
faint again.” '* 

“I heard you talking with her before I came 
in,” I said, disregarding tho injunction. “ Tell 
me, had she come to ask after me? Did sho 
help to nurse me, as sometimes I have fancied ?” 

The question was out at hist, and I waited, 
with imploring eyes, for the answer 
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But the face of Mrs Stanley was the face of 
a Sphinx. 

“Ask me no questions,” she replied, “and 
I’ll tell'you no fibs, as children say at school. 
But,why'should you care to know? Your rid¬ 
dled old heart,” quoting my unlucky words, 
the evening before the hunt, “is quite too 
callous to be affected. Come, play your true 
character; be satirical, and sneer at our poor 
sex.” 

“ Don’t be so cruel,” I began- 

But further conversation was interrupted, 
by the door opening, and Miss Mowbray re¬ 
entering. 

V. 

The days that followed were days out of 
Paradise. In a very little while, I was able to 
descend to the drawing-rooms, to walk iu the 
conservatory, and to take my meals with the 
family. I call them days out of Paradise, be¬ 
cause to bo with Miss Mowbray, to see her, to 
hear her speak, was heaven itself to me. 

My mornings were always spent alone, how¬ 
ever. Miss Mowbray generally rode out with 
her groom, and afterward devoted herself to 
household duties, for having no mother, the 
ordering of her father’s large and expensive 
establishment devolved wholly on her. But 
we all met at luncheon, and, for the rest of the 
day, I was hardly a moment away from her 
side. In the afternoons, we studied Dante to¬ 
gether, or I read something aloud while she 
worked; and after dinner we had music, 
Chopin and Sohubert being her favorites. 
Nearly every day the Stanleys looked in, and 
three times a week they dined with us. 

But, strange to say, l made no progress with 
Miss Mowbray. Always pleasant, always ob¬ 
liging, always well-bred to me, as to others, 
there was yet a certain line beyond which she 
would never allow me to pass. Whenever I 
attempted to speak of what I owed to her, she 
turned the conversation with the tact of a per¬ 
fect woman of the world. After three or foiv 
attempts on my part, she check-mated me 
effectually, by never allowing herself to be 
alone with me, even for a moment. When Mrs. 
Stanley was not present, an elderly companion, 
a respectable widow-lady, always was. Ifow 
I chafed under this! I did more than chafe. 
I regarded it as a delicate hint, that I wa9 not 
to presume upon her condescension and hos¬ 
pitality by assuming the character of a lover. 
I saw in it the death of ray hopes. 

Yet, notwithstanding this, I was more in 
love every day. Mrs. Stanley had not exag¬ 


gerated the accomplishments of my fair hostess. 
But Miss Mowbray was free from that self-con¬ 
sciousness which is the weakness of so many 
other fine women. She never made the least 
attempt at display. Even on subjects about 
which she was fully informed, she always spoke 
with a certain degree of diffidence. 

I remember, one evening, we were all sitting 
in the library* after dinner. We had been 
talking of hunting in England. 

“Do you know,” I said, turning to Miss 
Mowbray, “that the country, hereabouts, is 
singularly like "Warwickshire? The lovely 
hedge-rows; tho trees scattered about the 
fields; the bosky character of the woods; the 
picturesque yet rural atmosphere of every¬ 
thing; really, I sometimes almost faucy I am 
at Leamington again.” 

“You know, of course, that the first settlers 
here,” answered the fair girl, looking brightly 
up, “were chiefly from Warwickshire, and 
the counties south and south-west of it. They 
brought their habits and customs with them; 
and as tho country itself is not unlike War¬ 
wickshire, the result is what you notice. It is, 
more than any other in America,” she added, 
her cheek kindling, “ the country of Sbaks- 
pearo, as wo read of it in his plays, and see it 
in the vicinity of Stratford on Avon.” 

“All you want, to make it perfect,” said Mr. 
Stanley, “are the parks and grand houses— 
places like Charlecote, Stoneleigh, Warwick 
Castle, or Guy’s Cliff.” 

Miss Mowbray looked up hesitatingly, but 
said nothing. 

“What is it, my fair critic?” asked Mr. 
Stanley. “ I see, from your face, that you 
don’t quite agree with me.” 

“Yes! I certainly agree with you that the 
parks and great houses add to the picturesquo- 
ness of Warwickshire. But as we can’t have 
them,” she added, still with some hesitation, 
“ without the primogeniture and entailed 
estates out of which they grow; in a word, 
without the perpetual, and so to speak, enforced 
inequality of fortune, I’d rather not see them 
at all.” 

“ You don’t believe, thcn H in sacrificing every¬ 
body to keep up a family name ? In starving 
the many to make noblemen of the few ?” 

“No, never!” she answered, her fine eyes 
flashing. Then, as if ashamed of her sudden 
burst, she dropped her eyes, and went quietly 
on with her crochet-work. 

“Some of the old-werld custams,,” I said, 
41 survive in America after they have died out 
in Europe. The curfew is rung in many of 
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the older villages of New England, to this day. 
When I hoar the bells at eventide there, I go 
back, in fancy, hundreds of years, to the Nor¬ 
man Conquest.” 

Miss Mowbray looked up quickly, and with 
a heightened color, as if what I said had struck 
a responsive chord in her own heart. 

“Words survive also, as well as customs,” 
she said, hesitating prettily. “I was reading 
Shakspeare, only yesterday, and came across 
a word that the commentators didn’t seem to 
understand; for one said it was a misprint, and 
another gave many learned reasons to show,” 
and here she laughed such a light, musical 
little laugh, “ that it meant what it obviously 
couldn’t mean: when the fact is that any child 
hereabouts would have comprehended it at 
once, for it has been in current use in theso 
counties, ever since it was first brought over 
by men whose fathers, or at least grand¬ 
fathers, may have heard Shakspeare himself 
employ it.” 

Thus the hours sped, and every day I loved 
her more and more. 1 

VI. 

Still I made no progress. Once or twice 
I attempted to take Mrs. Stanloy into my con¬ 
fidence, but she avoided the subject, which did 
not give me much encouragement. The nearest 
to sympathy or consolation she ever approached, 
was a shrug of the shoulders, one day, and the 
trite quotation, “faint heart, sir, never won fair 
lady.” But. when I replied, that, at the most, 
nobody should accuse me of a faint heart, and 
that I would make a bold dash for it some 
day soon, she answered me, “ Take care you 
don’t get what you hunting people call a 
rasper; for if you do you’ll find that sort of a 
fall, perhaps, harder to get over than your 
first.” 

All this time I had seen nothing of “ole 
mammy,” for I had been too weak, as yet, to 
go beyond the gate of the Mowbray grounds. 
One morning, however, I felt stronger than 
usual, and taking advantage of Miss Mow¬ 
bray’s absence on household duties, I started 
for the cottage. The distance was only half a 
mile, but I had to stop and rest, before I reached 
the cottage, two or three times. I was weaker 
than I had supposed. 

Old Chloe lay in bed, and seemed failing 
fast. 

“I’se precious glad to see yer, chile,” she 
said, addressing me as she used to address me 
twenty years before “ I’se heird of do acci¬ 
dent. But yer’s better now, bress de Lord!” 


“And you? I hoped to have seen you up 
and about.” 

“ I shall nebber be up and about agin, till 
I walks de New Jerusalem. But when I see 
my Hebenly Fader’s face,” and her dim eyes 
brightened, “ I shall be young as ever, young 
as everl Tink of dat, mars Harry; dis ole, 
black body,” tears of joy streaming down her 
furrowed cheeks. “1 hab allers read, in my 
Bible, but I nebber knew ’zActly its meAuin’, 
till Miss Ci’r’inda ’zplained it to me—dat dare 
shall be, round dat Great White Throne, people 
of ebbery race, and color, and kindred, de poor 
and de rich, de white and de black, de slave 
and de master—glory hallelujah!” 

I bowed ray head reverently, for I had not 
forgotten the faith, which I had learned at my 
mother’s knee. 

“ Yes, mammy,” I said, solemnly, taking her 
hand and pressing it, “in that hereafter we 
shall all be equal: there the injustice of this 
life will be remedied; there the servant, if 
purest in soul, will bo highest in-’” 

“Bress de Lord ! bress de Lord !” interrup¬ 
ted ole Chloe, with all the fervor of her race. 
“ Dat’s just de way Mis9 Cl’r’nda talks. I'se 
allers knew yer were made for each oder. I 
tell her dis berry day, dat all I live for now i9 
to see yer two married. Den, like ole Simeon, 
I will cry, ‘Lord, lettest now dis dy servant 
depart in peace!” 

“ But, my dear, good soul,” I cried, thunder¬ 
struck at this revelation, “you musu’t talk in 
that way to your Miss Cl’r’nda. What will 
sho think ? If I was to live a thousand years 
I couldn’t marry her.” 

“Not marry her?” 

“No; for I’m in love with another.” 

“Hush! don’t say dat—speak lower,” said 
Chloe, looking frightened toward a door, on 
the other side of the . bed, that led into an 
inner apartment. “ She's dar!” 

I rose to my feet in consternation. The 
rooms were small, and the partition thin: the 
lady must have heard every word I had said! 

“She was visitin’ me—de widder and de 
faderless in affliction, as de Bible says—when 
she heard yer knock, and she .runs in dar to 
git out of de way. But it’s de Lord’s doins’— 
it’s in answer to dis ole woman's prayers—it’s 
dat it may be brought about dis berry day, 
and dat I may bress yer before I dies, Cl’r’nda! 
Miss Cl’r’nda I” 

She raised her voice, shrilly, looking toward 
the door. “Cl’r’nda! Miss Cl’r’nda, I say !” 

I would have given half of my fortune, at 
that crisis, if I could have recalled the last 
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five minutes. What, I said to myself, must be 
the shame and indignation of my inadvertent 
listener, to hear herself so coolly rejected ! She 
might be old, sour-visaged, narrow, weak 
minded, everything; but she was a woman 
still; and a kind and charitable one; and 
as a woman merited chivalrous treatment, in¬ 
stead of this needless impertinence. 

My first impulse was to escape. But Chloe 
held me fast. Then I remembered that flight 
would be cowardly. Had 1 not better boldly 
apologize? But how to apologize? 

I had risen, as I have said, but I sat down 
again now, my brain, which was still weak, all 
in a whirl. 

“Take back what yer said, mars Harry— 
for de lub of de Lord, take it back,’* said the 
old woman, earnestly. “Say yer’s glad to hab 
her for a wife, and say it loud, so dat she may 
hear. Yer wouldn’t break yer ole mammy’s 
heart, would yer ?” 

Heavens! what should I do ? -Chloe first be¬ 
gan to speak in a whisper, but her voice had 
risen unconsciously, so intense was her emo¬ 
tion, until now it ended in almost a scream. 

But my suspense, my torture, for it was all 
of that, did not last long. I heard a hand on 
the latch, a rustle of a dress, the door opened, ] 
and—Miss Mowbray stood before mo ! 

Miss Mowbray, who had just heard me re¬ 
ject her I Miss Mowbray, her tall figure taller 
thah ever, and her whole face]and form kindling 
with insulted modesty. 

What could I say ? H<rw could I explain ? 

She gave me a look of superb hauteur, and 
moved toward the outer door. 

I sprang to my feet to follow her. Old Chloe, 
however, still held me fast, and held me as in 
a vice. She did more; she caught at Miss 
Mowbray’s dress, and successfully, so that tko 
fugitive had to stop also. 

“Now, hinnies,” said the sick woman, coax- 
ingly, “make it all up, like good chil’ren. 
Here, let me jine yer hands,” she had seized 
the one by which Miss Mowbray sought to ex¬ 
tricate the dress, and strove to drag it half way 
across the bed to meet mine. “ Whom de Lord 
has jined togedder, let no man put asunder.” 

The situation was becoming intolerable, and 
in a different aspect even ludicrous. Had it 
not been that so much was at stake, I could 
have laughed outright. 

I jerked my hand out of Chloe’s grasp, by a 
vigorous effort, and extended it myself to Miss 
Mowbray, my great love speaking in eyes, 
voice, and manner, as I said, with emotion, 

“In justice to myself, before you go, hear 


one word. As Miss Clorinda 1 now know you 
for the first time: it is as Miss Catharine only 
that I have known you before; and as such I 
love you, and have long loved you. I have 
tried, often, to say this before, but you never 
would let me. Now hate me,” I said, despe¬ 
rately, “if you will!” 

She changed color rapidly, and tried to ex¬ 
tricate her hand from Chloe’s grasp. 

“ It is my life that is ut stake,” I pleaded. 

Still there was no answer. She would not 
even look at me. 

“Let her go, Chloe,” I said, at last, “she 
will never forgive us!” 

She locked up at this, straight into my eyes. 
It was a frank, fearless, downright look, as if 
she would read my very soul. 

I returned her gaze as frankly and fear¬ 
lessly, but imploringly also. 

Suddenly she extended her hand, tried to 
speak, gave way, and burst into tears. 

I was at her side in an instant. 

“ Laws sakes,” broke in old Chloe, who, 
during this last scene, had been looking from 
one to the other in stupified amazement, 
“what’s been de matter? Docs yer mean to 
say, mars Harry, dat yer didn’t know who 
Miss Cl’r’nda was, when I was tellin’ her all 
de time, not to mind yer holdin’ back, for dat 
yer’d come round after awhile?” 

Now I understood why Miss Mowbray had 
been so cold to me for all these weeks. “ You 
blundering old fool,” I muttered to myself, as 
I looked at Chloe, half angrily. 

Then I turned to Miss Mowbray. 

“ Believe me,” I said, “ I thought Miss 
Cl’r’nda was some horrid old maid. IIow did 
it happen? Even yet I can’t make it out.” 

“My middle name is Clorinda,” answered 
Kate, lifting her head, and smiling through 
her te*vrs; “after an old aunt, whose god-child 
I was. Her mother, I suppose, ha*l beenread- 
! ing Fairfax’s Tasso, which used to be a favor¬ 
ite, you know, a hundred years ago. The name 
struck old Chloe’s fancy, and she has never 
called me by any other.” 

“ And you’ve been so good to the poor old 
soul,” I cried. “Ah ! I little thought how much 
I had to thank you for.” 

“I little thought,” she said, archly, “that 
I should meet you here. I left you safe at 
home, I supposed, for the day. But really,” 
and her tone changed suddenly to one of con¬ 
cern, “haven’t you done too much ? You’re 
not strong enough yet for such a walk.” 

“Done too much?” I cried, and went on 
rather incoherently. “Ah! if you will only 
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say one word—you hav’nt said anything yet, c 
you know—I shall not think I've done too 
much.” 

For answer, she turned to old Chloe, and 
said, demurely, 

“I think I must go now, auntie. But I’ll 
send the broth I promised, at once. Mars 
Harry,” and she glanced laughingly at me, 
“wants to have a long talk with you, I see 
from his impatient manner.” 

I had a long talk. But it was not with old 
Chloe. It was with Kate herself, on our way 
home, a journey that took a good while, as I 
had to stop often, I told* her, to rest. 

“You haven’t said anything,” I urged, as 
we sat on a mossy, secluded bank, by a littlo 
stream, just within a bit of woods; exactly 
such a bank as Shakspeare must often have 
seen in Warwickshire; exactly such a bankas 
Rosalind rested on, many a time, in the forest 
of Arden. 

“Well, anything,” she replied, archly. 

“Oh, you know what I mean ! One word-” 

“One word then!” saucily interrupting. 

I looked into her laughing eyes. They did 
not seem so cruel, however, as her answer im¬ 
plied. As I looked, they fell before me. 

I drew her to me. Her head sunk on my 
shoulder, her eyes softened, her lips parted 
slightly, the color came and went in her cheek 
as she glanced ,up shyly into ray face. 

“ What shall’ I say ?” she asked, softly. 

“ I love you.” 

No answer. 

“I love you,” I repeated, kissing her sweet 
lips. 

Suddenly the crimsoned face was buried on 
my breast. 

“I love you,” she said, in a low whisper. 
VII. 

“Yes, I may tell you the truth now,” said 
Mrs. Stanley, later in the day. “I suppose I 
am no longer bound to Becrecy. Kate was 


< dreadfully annoyed lest you should have heard 
of old Chloe’s match-making scheme. She first 
met the poor creature on her visits to the sick: 
she’s one of God’s own almoners, wherever 
there’s sorrow, or affliction, she is to be found. 
I thought myself, the night before the hunt, 
that you knew of Chloe’s nonsense, from the 
way you sneered. Kate felt, you see, that it 
looked like her being forced onjou; and that 
is just what a proud, sensitive girl, such as she 
is, would shrink from the most. Hence her 
coldness to you. Now you know what a brave, 
noble thing she did, in stopping to help you 
when your horse fell oayou. She ran such a 
risk, you see, of being misunderstood. ‘ It was 
the right thing to do, however,’ she said. All 
the time, I knew you were no coxcomb, and 
would not misapprehend her, and so I had 
great faith that things would come round in 
the end, as they have.” 

It is now more than ten years since Kate and 
I were married, and every year I discover that 
I love her better and better. Ten such happy, 
happy years ! 

Old Chloe actually revived; revived enough, 
at least, to be at the wedding. She rode to it 
in a carriage, which I had sent expressly for 
her, “as grand,” she said, “as dc best of 
de folks.” 

Our summers are spent at Mowbray House, 
which Kate inherited on the death of her father. 
The Stanleys dine with us twice a week regu¬ 
larly, when we are there. 

“How lucky you were,” said Mrs. Stanley 
to mo lately, on one of these occasions, follow¬ 
ing Kate with her eyes as the latter left the 
room for a few moments, after dinner. “ I al¬ 
ways esteemed and loved Kate before any other 
woman, but every year she grows in one’s 
affection and respect.” 

“To tell the truth, Harry,” added Mr. Stan¬ 
ley, laughingly, as he knocked the ashes from 
his segar, “she is, and always will be, as the 
hunting-phrase goes, ahead of the field.” 


UP ALOFT. 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 


And it’s, oh, tho thrush with the speckled breast, 
That sits on the tali elm over his nest; 
lie whistles so sweet, and whistles so strong', 
And love and hope are all his song, 

No care can vex his merry mind 
As he sits swaying up high in the wind. 
Rocking, rocking gaily, 

As is his custom daily. 


He jits and sings to his wife, while she 
Is nursing the children tenderly. 

Cares, nor taxes, nor slander’s stings, 

Can reach that bird ns he sits nnd sings. 

A hnppier soul you scarce could find 
Than the gay bird swaying up high in the wind. 
Rocking, rocking gaily. 

As is his custom daily. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

There was certainly an improvement in 
James’ external appearance, on their return. 
That is, his new coat and cap kept as yet their 
pristine shape—cleanliness; and he handed 
them out with decency of manner. But the 
face, both stolid and fiery; his tones, into 
which never came one dulcet sound of reve¬ 
rence or affection, were there yet to attest a 
degradation too deep, indeed too deep to be 
moved by such appliances as his mother was 
ever recommending—too deep for anything 
but the blood of the Lamb. Strange, that the 
mother, a professed follower of this same Lamb, 
Jesus, did not sometimes look to this blood, 
speak of it to him as his only cure. As she did 
not; as she never, in all his life-time, had once 
done so, it was not strange that he passed the 
fountain by, duller, alas! than the brute that, 
knowing where the stream is, does not fail to 
come to it to slake its thirst. 

‘‘Heard anything, Jamie, of the-” It was 

Mrs. Hathaway speaking, in undertones, to 
James, as he gave a shawl into her arms. 

“The Capital of Persia?” shrugging. 

“Yes,” she replied, laughing. 

“Ah! yes. Safe. In, in a few days.” 

“My dear!” speaking to Sophia. “Do, Jamie, 
see what that child is doing. Take every one of 
the things to your own arms—the lazy arms,” 
clasping them with a caress. “There,” see¬ 
ing Sophia’s aims cleared, “ now we can go in 
in this fashion.” And I would not know where 
to look for a fairer, handsomer woman of sixty, 
and especially for a lovelier girl of eighteen, 
than James and the passers-by, and the near 
neighbors, saw walking together up to the 
piazza, along the piazza to the door. 

After supper James went out; went to the sa¬ 
loon—without meaning it beforehand. (And 
this was the way most of his transgressions were 
committed—without meaning it beforehand.) 

I suppose if he had ended, as in the begin¬ 
ning he meant to, with a glass of ale, and not 
with a big bumper of whisky, a9 he did end, 
he would not have come home light in the 
head, light in the feet, as if rascally Mercury 
had rigged him out with his own cap and san¬ 
dals ; would not have come along the road chuck- 
Vol. LX.—S 


ling, and within himself saying, “Won’t I quiz 
the old Tabby? Won’t I see how it works?” 
would not have bawled out at the gate, seeing 
his mother at her grape-vines, “Marm, come 
here!” 

“What, Jamie—what makes you call me bo?” 
walking, with quick steps, down the path. “I 
wish you wouldn’t do such things! Don’t 
speak so!” 

“ Hold your noise! Persia’s gone down. It’s 
in the supplement of to-day’s Journal.” 

“ Dear me!” 

“Yes; the Conrad in; saw her in distress 
that nearly split the Conrad. Persia’s sails, 
masts, and rigging, all twisted together; dark 
ns thunder Conrad couldn’t save her or any 
of her crew; could see them, though, with 
their arms up; for there was a fire, at last, 
you see; of course, there was. Conrad stayed 
by till it was light enough in the morning to 
see that there wasn’t so much as a speck of the 
ship left. No life-boat, or anything to be seen. 
So, they're gone. You’ll put on mourning, 
mother?” watching to see the changes in her 
features, and loudly laughing. “ Keep your 
veil over your face, (then they won’t see how 
nicely you feel,) and your handkerchief at your 
eyes. Have the handkerchief white, mother— 
white as snow; contrasts so elegantly with the 
crape and things.” 

“Be still, James. She,” tipping her head 
toward the house, “slic don’t know they started, 
you must remember. She thinks her father 
was dead months ago. Perhaps there’ll be no 
list.” 

“ Won’t there be from England ? Won’t she 
know when letters come from aunt Mary?” 

“Oh, dear, yes! We must hurry things. I’ll 
manage, if you will only be careful.” 


CHAPTER XII. 

| The reader need not be told what sport it 
| was to half-drunken James, seeing the old 
| “ hardness of heart” resuming its swny over his 
! mother; and, from his seat in the hall, hearing 
! her say to Sophia, on entering the sitting-room, 

! “I’m tired. I wish you didn’t like to read 
! quite so well, Sophia. I wish you would sort 
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these things from the wash, and take them 
where they belong. A great many of them are 
your own. I don’t see how you could have so 
many more than I. When you are settled down 
in your own home, (and this will bo soon, now, I 
hope, now you are eighteen, and Jamie twen¬ 
ty-two,) when you are there—no; put the 
towels of that kind by themselves—you will be 
perfect mistress of yourself; you can read all 
you want to; for Jamie has such notions about 
things, he’ll keep a girl, of course. It wouldn’t 
be strange—it would be just like him to keep 
two; for he’s like Dick, your father, About 
such things—has great notions. No, no; you’re 
putting your uncle’s things and Jamie’s to¬ 
gether. There,” having come herself to sepa¬ 
rate and pile them. 44 Now I wish you’d take 
them all where they belong. No. What does 
ail you ? Take mine and your uncle’s away 
together to our room. Then take Jamie’s; then 
take yours. ” Sophia came back, tottering with 
faintness, to carry off the rest. 

44 I’m going to give you a whole web of this 
fine diaper,” resumed Mrs. Hathaway, her 
hand under the glossy fold of a towel on the 
top of a pile. 44 You may put these where they 
belong; in the right-hand, lower drawer of the 
closet, you know. And six fine table-cloths, 
like this one, I’m going to give you. Isn’t it a 
beauty ? Your uncle shall make you a present 
of three or four hundred dollars in money, for 
you to use just as you want to. It will go a 
good way in furnishing your parlor and par¬ 
lor-chamber. Jamie will do the rest. He can 
do anything you want him to. Your uncle is 
going to do well by him. And I—I shall be 
giving you all the time.” 

Seeing her husband coming in; seeing the 
white face and trembling fingers, she said, 
44 That’ll do. I’ll take the rest up when I go. j 
And I wouldn’t come down again, unless you ! 
want to. I will tell them you are tired.” 

And judging from the support she sought at | 
the balustrade, the door-handle, the bedstead, j 
as she went round to lay herself down on it; j 
judging from the listless hands, the running 
tears, the sighs, and faoe of misery, she was 
indeed tired. 


• chapter XIII. 

James fully meant to undeceive his mother 
in an hour. But soon after Sophia went up, he 
fell into one of his half-drunken fits of “sleep¬ 
ing it off,” on the hall lounge, where his mo¬ 
ther, supposing he was out, left him; when, 
after an hour of harder work than usual at 


managing her husband, she retired with hixn 
for the night. 

In the morning, on hearing her, James fame 
out from his uneasy sleep, shaggy as a corsair, 
his new coat in a hundred creases, his new 
cap, which he had taken for a pillow, in no¬ 
thing but creases. 

The scene was to Mrs. Hathaway the most 
perplexing that had ever taken place between 
them ; but the miserable woman told the truth, 
when she said, 44 1 shouldn’t care so much ; l 
shouldn’t mind anything about*it, hardly, if I 
could see my way out of it; out of having said 
those things to her last night, I mean. You 
were too bad! As true as you live, James, I 
would go through a blazing fire to save you 
from trouble or disgrace; but you don’t mind 
piling trouble, shame, anxiety, mountains-high, 
on me any time, And I have it to climb; and it 
begins to tell on me. I!m notthe strong woman I 
was five years ago, or even one. But I really 
don’t think you care. Go up to your room. She’s 
coming down the back stairs. Oh, dear, James!” 
sighing heavily, her hand pressed on her heart, 
seeing him go with little, mincing, sly steps, 
each one assumed, as were the other gestures 
of slyness and evasion, such as his whispered, 
“Hush!” “Hush!” the admonishing finger 
raised aloft, and the horrid, horrid expres¬ 
sion of mockery on his features. 

He went, at first, no farther than the hall, 
where he stopped, lodged against the wall, his 
ear at a crack in the doorway, listening to hear 
what his mother would say. 

All was still a few moments. She was taking 
a little time to master (or, as she would have 
said, to manage,) the pain at her heart, and 
get all marks of it out of her features. Then 
she said, speaking kindly, 44 Is that you, So¬ 
phia ? Come in here. Here is one of the bright 
sunrises you like so much. Rested?—are you 
rested ?” 

“Oh, yes, aunt! Are you?” 

“A little. But I was dreadfully tired last 
night. I felt irritable, some way; and I’m 
afraid I showed it. But you musn’t mind it, 

I have a good many things to harass me. I 
feel a great deal better this morning. Oh, and 
I’ll tell you what let’s do ! Now we have been 
gone so long, and have had so good a time— 
let’s give a good time to those we left behind 
us. Let’s give a party!” brightening imme¬ 
diately. 44 A splendid one. I will give the 
rooms up to you, and you shall make them 
as handsome as you please. We will both 
dress at our best. Won’t that be nice ?” 

Here Janies went off up-stairs, taking all 
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manner of stage-steps; sometimes taking two 
steps, as a little child does y in mountiug one 
stair; sometimes mounting four stairs with 
one step; making all manner of stage faces; 
pretending to giggle, and to stifle it hard with 
one hand over his mouth. If the abandoned 
fellow had been on the foot-boards, and had 
pit, dress-circle, and family-circle in front, he 
could hardly have executed so genuine, so lu¬ 
dicrous a pantomime. Or, if he could, it would 
have made his fortune. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

“ You will have a surprise to-night; one that 
you will be likely to enjoy,” Mrs. Hathaway 
said to Sophia, on the morning before the 
party. 

And this was the sole crumb she got from 
the table at which her aunt, sat counting out 
eggs for the ice-creams, and now and then 
laying her hand on her drcss-pocket, to re¬ 
assure herself of the safety of a letter received 
the day before, with the New York post-mark, 
and with a few hurriedly-written lines inside, 
to say that they,—the doctor and his boy, that 

is—were safe on land, and would reach B- 

by the seven o’clock train to-morrow; and that 
he, the doctor, was truly hers and his little 
daughter’s. 

The poor child, looking over all the world, 
could think of only one surprise that could 
come, filling her with the pleasure her aunt 
seemed to expect, and that was, seeing one 
noble form moving toward her, his hand ex¬ 
tended, his face joyful, wearing altogether a 
look to assure her that, whatever the talkers 
had said of him and Flora Pierce, there was no 
truth in it; but that, in the tones with which 
he used to address her at Newburyport; in the 
sympathy and kindness he showed her at every 
opportunity; in the lingering clasp of his hand 
at coming, at going, at helping her in and out 
of a carriage, there was truth enough to last 
her and his lifetime. She thought that must 
be what was coming. Only—and here her 
hopes sunk—there was James, there were her 
aunt’s and uncle’s wishes to shut that out of 
her sight forever, even if it were true that the 
talkers at Judge Alliburton’s were under a mis¬ 
take as to the rest. 

So she feared. But it is true that she worked 
at her decorations of the rooms, and, when it 
was time, of her own person, more than half- 
expecting him to be there; and it would be 
difficult, indeed, to describe the charm with 
which her happy, tender thoughts of him en¬ 
robed not only all she did, but all she was. 
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There were never lovelier flowers, there was 
never a lovelier young creature; for on the 
perfect features and complexion, tho perfect 
contour of head and form, lay the grace of a 
sorrow borne very much as Christ bore his, so 
that no lines of habitual anger, or habitual 
misanthropy were ever to be seen; but the 
softness of prayer, even of much praise, of 
much happiness in such comforts as were left 
her in the sunrises and the sunsets; the clouds 
filled up, the mountains, the streams, v with tufts 
of ferns and mosses growing beside and in them, 
and in the truth and nobleness nothing in the 
adverse circumstances of her life had been 
able for one hour to overthrow. 


CHAPTER XV. 

The reader shall see how our manager worked 
in bringing about Sophia’s surprise. 

Finding Jame9 too reckless to be pressed into 
her service, and her husband too dull to see 
the use in it, or to act, as he had a thousand 
times done, without seeing the use (without 
more explanation and persuasion, that is, than 
she had the time or disposition for on that im¬ 
portant day,) wrote a few lines for the doctor, 
saying that no one beside herself, her husband, 

and her son, knew that he was coming to B- 

that evening, or at. all. She had not told 
Sophia, for the reason that she wanted to sur¬ 
prise the dear girl, and others, too. As she 
would have at her house a large party, includ¬ 
ing a good many of his old friends and ac¬ 
quaintances, would he help her carry it out? 
That was a good brother! Would he go to the 
hotel, he and Harry, both; dress there, and ap¬ 
pear in her rooms before nine o’clock, the sup¬ 
per hour ? Yes, indeed ! She knew he would ; 
and so she was his affectionate sister. 

She consigned the note to a young lad she 
could trust. He was to be at the station when 
the train came in, and deliver the note to the 
elder of the two gentlemen, who, with a deal of 
luggage, would leave the train there. 

To say that she was the happy woman she 
mainly appeared, receiving and entertaining 
her guests, would be to contradict the sudden 
knots into which her brow tied itself, the sud¬ 
den gleams hardening the exprMmon of her 
eyes, and all her features, wherWnought for 
one moment seized her, and bore her off a little 
from her excitement. But to say that she was 
as happy as a schemer can be, who sees one 
little plot about to work well, but sees also a 
great one, on which nearly all her hopes are 
built, sinking each day. each hour, lower and 
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lower in the sand, this would, no doubt, be 
true. 

Sophia, standing near her aunt, by-and-by 
found a hush in the assembly. She found it 
increasing, and, looking in the direction in 
which many eyes were turned, she saw, above 
the rest, a head that struck her by its air of 
nobility, refinement, so far transcending that 
of any other head she had ever in her life seen, 
so she thought, save one, and that one was 
Col. Alliburton’s. It somehow affected her 
like Alliburton’8. But it was not his; for many 
and many a thread of gray, mingling with the 
dark-brown, gave to this head a boldness, a 
silvery radiance, where Col. Alliburton’s had 
softness and repose. 

Her uncle was at his side, and she saw that 
they were approaching that part of the room 
where she and her aunt were standing. 

“ It is papa!” she began saying within her¬ 
self, but without at first believing one word of 
the inward affirmation. “It is papa!” She 
had her attention fixed on a wave of the fine 
hair she had played with a hundred times, 
lying on the temple. “I know it is papa!” 
She had her eyes now on the wide breast, on 
which she had hundreds of times nestled, long¬ 
ing so for it that she could only with difficuty 
keep her feet in their place. His eyes, mean¬ 
time, as he and her uncle moved slowly on, had 
no looks of searching or recognition, but of 
lightly surveying the crowd, as a stranger’s 
would. They fell on hers as a stranger’s 
would. But she knew them, and remembering 
the surprise her aunt had promised her, she 
»id, “Papa! Papa!” springing to him, and 
catching both his hands, his arms, “Papa! 
Papa!” 

Oh! but that young lady, her head pretty 
well up with his, her silk skirts sweeping the 
carpet with along train; her golden hair, set 
off with scarlet bandelets, and hanging in short 
ourls round the sweet face, the sweetest face 
kis eyes had ever met, save one, her mother’s 
—her mother’s! Yes, he knew, he compre¬ 
hended it; and he had her in his arra9, and 
she felt again the wide breast, the lock of wav¬ 
ing hair on her cheek. “Papa!” she kept 
saying; “pnpa! papa!” 

They bMh shed a few tears ; only the doctor 
cleared Vi away so quickly, what with his 
handkerchief and his renewed composure, that 
no one saw them; although they all knew they 
were telling the truth in saying to their neigh¬ 
bor, “The doctor cried, too.” 

They cried; “so they couldn’t say anything,” 
as the phrase goes. 


Father and daughter went to find Harry, and 
found him searching through the groups and 
pairs of young ladies. He would not inquire, 
he had said to himself; he would find her. But 
he was looking for a girl very different from 
the one who eagerly approached him, led up 
by the happy, proud—oh! the happy, happy, 
proud, proud father! 

Then there were more tears; more loving, 
glad embraces, and more tears, also, shed by 
the friendly guests, neighbors, and towns¬ 
people, nearly all of them. 

Mrs. Hathaway, meantime, had shrunk away 
upon seeing the approach of her husband and 
the doctor. Sophia was the first to miss h.er 
and look for her, that her father and brother 
might pay her the respect due at least to the 
lady of the house, “ and as one who, after all, 
lias fed me. clothed me, given me the shelter 
of her roof, and lately shown me many, many 
kindnesses,” said the grateful heart, &b she 
went from room to room searching. She found 
her in her own room, where, upon hearing 
the hand upon the door-knob, she sat buried in 
thoughts indescribably mortifying and self- 
reproachful. But on Sophia’s entrance, she 
was at her bureau, applying her scent-bottle 
to her handkerchief; and, having in her mirror 
seen who was coming, was already saying, 
“This perfume is delicious. Come and let me 
give you just one drop. You will like one 
drop. I wonder where Jamie is?” speaking 
lightly as she pretended to be looking for some¬ 
thing in a drawer. “ I haveu’t seen him for 
the last hour.” 

She had not for the last two or three hours. 
But, for all this, she knew that she might at 
any minute come upon him in the rooms, for 
both his appearing and disappearing were 
always wholly without order. 

“Come, aunt, I want you to go down,” said 
Sophia, putting hor arm round her atftU’s 
waist; and so they entered the parlor and met 
the doctor and Harry. 

Some exchanged glances, seeing them enter 
so; and the doctor seeing the glances, aided* 
moreover, by his own former tastes of his 
sister’s acrimony, could not help reading some¬ 
thing of their meaning. Harry, too, read 
something of it, out of what he thought he saw 
behind that marked front. And this was all 
they were likely ever to know of tho hard 
heart, tho bitter tongue, the angry eyes, the 
whole woman of iron, opposed through all those 
years, to the tender, loving creature, growing 
up, grown up, under the samo roof with her. 
For although in Sophia’s memory these things 
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were likely ever to live, ready, especially at i 
moments of sadness, to rise, she was not likely | 
ever to speak of them again, unless it was years j 
hence, when her aunt was gone, and she could j 
speak of them with tearful regrets and pity, | 
but no shade of bitterness. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

Jambs, on this evening, as on all his even¬ 
ings and days, followed his own liking. On 
this occasion, it took him away from his mother 
and her assembled guests, over to Dean’s Hill, 
up and down a rocky road, narrow and dark, 
from the harles, birches, shrub-oaks growing 
close to the way, so close as sometimes to scrape 
the carriage-top as ho rattled along; took him 
up to a poor door, at which bo jumped out; 
and into a dimly-lighted kitchen, where a man 
with drunken eyes, drunken hair, a poor, 
drunken mouth, in garments half-covered with 
patches, sat paring apples on a rickety machine; 
where a woman with a worn face, patched gown, 
a poor collar, and some sort of limp ribbon, 
some sort of straw ornament fastening it, sat 
cutting and coring; and a young girl, with 
shabby waterfall, shabby hair-bands, shabby 
curls, yards of shabby ribbon hanging over 
her left shoulder, but with rings of genuine 
gold, sat stringing them. 

Of course, James felt at home there. Of 
course, he said, “Hullo!” when he came in; 
and, of course, they eaoh said, “ IIullo!” or 
something like it, in return. Of course, he was 
soon at the smiling girl’s side, with an arm 
encircling her waist; aid, of course, the sight 
pleased the poor, old father—his wife’s senior 
by many a year—the poor, worn mother, who 
saw so few pleasures coming to her child; and, 
of course, the girl’s large eyes, which, under 
circumstances of moral refinement, education, 
and the right physical culture, would have 
been beautiful orbs, flashed with pleasure and 
passion. 

Of course, he drank of the new cider, and 
of something else stronger, which the old man 
supplied him out of a little closet in the entry. 
Tbe cider they drauk in the kitchen. Laura 
warmed it, brought straws, and James and she 
drank it out of the same bowl. But when it 
came to the other liquid, the old man stuck his 
thumb up, winked at James, and took him into 
the entry for the rest. 

The women knew all about it, of course; 
there was only this half-way deference to the 
sentiment, more or less alive in every decent 


womao’s breast, against everything that in¬ 
toxicates. 

They returned, smacking their lips; the old 
man wipiug his mouth on the back of his hand, 
James shaking out the delicate white linen, 
with which his mother had carefully furnished 
his pocket for the party. 

Of course, James ate apples, skin and all, 
and chestnuts. He was fond of roasted chest¬ 
nuts, and Mrs. Haviland roasted some for him, 
as he sat rollicking with the girl. 

“Thank you, mother Haviland,” he said, re¬ 
ceiving them out of her brown, marred hands, 
into, his own fair ones. 

Then straight rose an air-castle in the minds 
of every one, it seemed ; for, said James, look¬ 
ing up at the low, smoked ceiling, “I should 
like to build this house up into something hand¬ 
some; into a sort of castle, such &s they have 
on the Hudson, you know, and have you all 
live here in it with me. You’d roast chestnuts 
every evening for me then, mother Haviland.* 7 

“The very thing I was thinking it would be 
pleasant to do, when you spoke. 1 was think¬ 
ing about the new house, too,” said Mrs. Havi¬ 
land, showing in her excited color how the 
idea beguiled her. 

. 4 And I believe I was thinking that I wished 
things were a little more comfortable here for 
you, when you come. But, James Hathaway, 
ynu mustn’t alter things out there,” tipping 
his thumb entry-ward. “You mustn’t meddle 
with the cupboard out there, when you come 
to build things up.” 

“No, father Haviland.” 

“I was thinking,” said Laura, low in his 
bent ear—“ I don’t like to tell you what I was 
thinking; but the thoughts made me pretty 
happy.” 

His reply was a tip of the head, as much as 
to say, “ I understand, ducky,” and a closer 
clasp of her waist. 

“ But your mother will never let you do any¬ 
thing up here. Whatever you do, you’ll have 
to do it for Sophia Athol.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Haviland, having heard the 
latter part of her remark, said, “ Poh! Of 
course, now he is a man, he can’t be taken by 
the shoulders and marched up to be married, 
ns he used to be taken by the jt ||^^pers and 
put into & dark closet, perhaps. 

Little experience had our spoiled boy had of 
dark closets; none at his indulgent mother's 
hands; but he grew as pugnacious toward 
her, as if he had had much, and all of it at 
her hands. He said he did'nt more than half 
like his mother; and, as for Sophia, he hated 
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her worse than he hated the devil; she had 
been a greater bother to him. 

He went out to the little closet and back 
again ; sat down, looking into the coals he was 
punching under the stove-door, and recited 
such a chapter of wrongs received at his mo¬ 
ther’s and Sophia’s hands, as made Mr. Havi- 
land, who also had been again to the bottle, 
raise his arm in the air, hold it there awhile, 
and then bring it down, with an oath against 
them both. 

And Mrs. Haviland said, speaking to James 
and Laura, “I don’t blame him forswearing.” 
And Laura, who had her hand on James’ 
shoulder, said, “Nor I; it is enough to make 
a minister swear. Somebody coming. Oh, it 
is father Cooke! Come in, father Cooke! I 
was just saying, 4 it is enough to make a min¬ 
ister swear,’ when you came- in. Tell him all 
about it, James.” 

“ I can't tell him all about it, and I shan’t,” 
with the savage imprecation, ever ready to 
break out, when he had been at his potations. 
“Shan’t, ducky,” modifying his tones to smooth¬ 
ness, as he did his words, when he saw the 
scared look he had raised on the girl’s face. 
“Shan’t toll him a word, ducky. But, what 
say you, father Cooke, will you marry us? Bight 
here—to night? This minute?” his eyes on 
Laura's face, questioning hers, reading assent, 
but a scared one. 

Tiie broken-down old minister had his eyes 
on the floor, deterred, as yet, from assenting 
to James’ proposal, by the last, lingering rem¬ 
nant of self-respect, and conscience. 

Laura, with her young face before his, and 
speaking with the kindness she always felt for 
the poor old man, brought him out of his qi^an- \ 
dary, saying, “ There shall always be a bed in J 
the house for you, father Cooke. A good one, j 
too, whenever you come. I will always bring 
you the best there is in the house to eat.” 

While James, going to the light, opened his j 
wallet, picked out a lump of paper, opened it, 
and gave it to the old man. ? 

Laura, looking at it, said, ‘‘Why, it is ten j 
dollars, father Cooke, as true as you live. Isn’t j 
he a good boy ?” j 

So, he foMed it with care, with care put it \ 
into the corner of bis old wallet, laid 

his worn aside, looked where the couple j 
were to stand—and then married them. s 

The ceremony seemed to bring them all to j 
some sense of the importance of the step they j 
were taking. The old minister’s chin trembled j 
so as to almost stop his prayer. The mother \ 
cried ; and thinking how marriages sometimes j 


{ turn out, she began to pity her daughter, grand 
j as such alliance an hour ago seemed to her. 

> The father’s dulled brain, feeling it all so 
j strange, cou|d no more grapple with the full 

> meaning of the transaction, than his blear-eyes 
\ could make out whether it was Laura, or some- 
\ body else, James Ilathawy, or somebody else, 

• standing side by side at the opposite table. 

{ From the eyes of the girl fell a few great 
5 drops, shining like diamonds; aye, brighter 
| than diamonds, as they ought, coming from a 

> heart tilled full of peuitential longings—long- 
j ings not new to her, but more concentrated 
j than she had ever felt before—full of resolves, 

> hopes, fears, love, as hers were then. 

The resolves, on the whole, rose above all 
the rest, and so kindled her features, so raised, 
and, in a degree, digrfified her figure, as to 
render the poor creature more beautiful than 
almost any ten out of ten hundred girls, dressed 
handsomely, and in possession, beside, of good 
opportunities, of schools, leisure, society, and 
pretty avocations. 

And would the reader have believed;'that, 
after so many sermons, prayers, lectures, and 
lessons of so many kinds, had all gone by James 
like straws on the wind, this wicked thing, the 
most wicked, perhaps, of all his deeds, should 
! awaken in his breast the very first feeling of 
! manhood and responsibility of which he had 
; ever been conscious, or, indeed, had a chance 

• to be. 

It was so. Seeing tlio great shining tears, 

’ as they fell; hearing her half sobs; seeing, 
moreover, her beauty, he said within himself, 

; “I—I’ll do better now, or I’m a dog! A dog 
I've been all my days; I’m a dog now, or I 
shouldn’t be here, doing this thing in this way. 
Ugh! What am I doing? Poor child! What 
am I doing to you ?” 

The fingers clinging so fast to his, caused 
him to say this last. 


CHAPTER XVII. 

The deed was awful. Well might it awaken 
in those heedless, hardened breasts, feelings 
so akin to conscience, to regrets for the heed¬ 
lessness, the hardening, as to hold them in 
silence, tears, half-defined awe of greatness 
and goodness; especially in the awe of good¬ 
ness, and the longing for something better, 
something truer than they had ever known. 

It was well—not that the “ sin abounded,” 
that the deed was committed, that is—for, as we 
have said, the deed was horrible; but having 
been committed, it was well, a beneficent thing 
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iu Hie Creator, that, through His laws of sin 
and grace, a portion of the latter did enter 
through the door left open by the former. 
.They could never, never—thanks to this same 
Creator—quite forget, quite get rid of the pre¬ 
sence of such grace. Ever afterward, in re¬ 
membering it, they must believe in it, and in 
the elevation and peace it is able to give—does 
give to those who accept it as their guide and 
companion through the rest of their days. 
Evermore!—even though no human eye might 
see it in their lives; though no eye but the 
Divine One’s could, deep in their souls, see the 
dim light of it now and then glimmering. 

“I must go, now,” were the first words 
spoken by James. 

lie was looking for his cap. 44 Mother will 
be expecting me. There’s a large party at our 
house,” looking with new interest at the girl 
before him, who, having brought his cap, was 
holding it for him while he buttoned his coat. 

44 Uncle Dick, Sophia’s father, you know, has 
come, and Harry, his boy, with him. I must 
see them.” 

44 1 don’t want you to go,” she said ; but she 
helped him; wound the scarf he had thrown; 
over his shoulders round his throat. He touched ] 
her fingers with his lips as she was doing it. 

44 He would be up the first thing in the morn¬ 
ing,” he said ; gave them all a respectful part- 
ting, and at the door, to which Laura accom- 
^unied him, gave her a tender one, saying, 
44 You’re my wife now.” But perturbed at the 
word, which, now that he was out in the night, 
with his horse’s head turned toward home, he 
cpuld not fail to couple it with that other name, 
mother; the name he often hated, and yet could 
not absolutely hate; for underneath the errors 
abounding in each, and the bickerings and 
animosities to which they led, were strong 
bands, holding them like irou, of nature and 
love—of love, as shall be felt by the survivor 
when the other dies, if never before. 

He left her half desolate, half glad, looking 
into the black night, in which the stars were 
set, listening to the retreating carriage-wheels. 

44 1 will be a better person after this,” she said 
to herself; and went straight to the looking- 
glass, to make her hair as smooth as if she bad 
been expecting to see there that night, not only 
bridegroom, but bridegroom’s mother, and her 
large party of proud, handsomely-attired guests. 
She fastened her collar anew, having first made 
its evenness exact. Taking the comb to her 
father, she cleared his neglected gray locks, 
parting them, os best she could, like hit father’s; 
her father now. With her apron, she brushed 


his coat, clear as she could, of dust, looking the 
front over to see what could be done to it with 
the needle and more patches. 

“I wouldn’t wear this,” she said, having 
come round to her mother. 44 1 would just 
pin the ribbqn so.” She was ripping away the 
straw ornaments from the ribbon her mother 
wore at her throat. 44 There, now, you look 
better,” giving her really fine hair a few fin¬ 
ishing strokes with her palm, after having 
used the comb. 

Then she put the room in order; took down 
from the windows the strings of red-peppers, 
that were dry enough to put away; tore the 
faded evergreens away from looking-glass and 
clock, and took the coarse, soiled pictures of 
the Presidents, the coarse charts, down from 
the walls, thinking how, in the morning, be¬ 
fore he had time to get there, she would go out 
to the road-side, where were yards and yards 
of clematis, feathering the harles, and great 
quantities of life-everlasting, rearing its white 
flowers above the rocks: and how with them, 
and with the scarlet berries of the bitter-sweet, 
that grew by the pasture-wall, she would make 
things look better. 

She told them what she was going to do, and 
added, “We’ll scour the floor in the morning, 
won’t we, mother, and make it as clean as 
boards can be ? We’ll make the windows clear. 

I want it to be pleasant.” 

She did not say or think, 44 1 want it to he 
pleasant for him” as a young girl with a brain 
little larger than a bird’s would have done: 
but her feeling and strong desire was to mnke 
it pleasant; a better place; a home fit for her, 
with the new obligations, the new inducements 
to make the best of herself and her situation, 
that it was possible to make—fit for the father 
and mother, whom she wanted to take with her 
along the improved road. And for him, too; 
that, poor as it was, compared with his other 
home, he might still find it pleasant there, and 
be glad to come. 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

44 She’s an artful, miserable jade; an artful, 
miserable jade as ever lived;” was his mother’s 
first saying, and her last, after h^UM^ Jamie’s 
announcement. 

44 You’re mistaken, mother,said, at 
first, as calmly as he could; for he did not want 
to quarrel with her. “She had never come to 
him,” he said, 44 or taken one step toward him.” 

44 She has come to church !” 

44 To be sure. But she-” 

44 She has known she was handsome!” 
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“Perhaps so—very likely so;” adding that 
he thought many others knew they were hand¬ 
some, and came to churoh, too. 

“ I saw her looking at me last Sunday,the 
minx !” 

“ Did she not sco other young girls looking 
at her? Helen Dudley, for instance?” 

“Well, she’s a miserable, managing, artful 
jade.” She was as angry ns she could bo; and, 
by this time, James also felt his passion rising. 
He asked her how far she would have to go 
from the chair where she sat to find another 
artful manager. 

“If you mean me, James, yuj are as un¬ 
grateful a boy as ever lived ; foreverything I’ve 
done, I’ve done for your good; every single 
thing; and you’re an ungrateful boy. You've 
ruined yourself entirely. Do you think I will 
ever speak to her, or have anything to do with 
her; or that any of these people here in the 
village will? You’re mistaken if you do. Can’t 
you break it off, some way? Isn’t thero some 
way for you to get out of it? Can’t you hire 
her, and the old folks, and that old hypocrite, 
to keep still about it, and let you off? You 
shall have money for it. I’ll get it for you. 
I’ll manage every way to get it. Come, now, 
Jamie,” coaxingly, “try, won’t you? And if 
they won’t bo bought off, why then you must 
repudiate her. Swear it was all fun—a frolic. 
Tell them you were in drink and didn’t know 
what you were about. Tell them anything: I 
don’t care what, if it will get you out of it. 
Come, you will, won’t you?” 

“Tell them a dozen lies?” 

“ I don’t care what you tell them. I’ve said 
■o once, and I say so again. If it will get you 
out of thiB sorape, I don’t care what you tell 
them.” 

“He would see about that,” he replied, and 
went. 

This was in the morning, after he had break¬ 
fasted with them all, doing the best he coirfd 
to hold his head up manfully with the rest; 


succeeding best in doing it, strange to say, 
when he thought of the night before, and of 
the girl off there in the poor house, waiting 
for him; but when his eyes fell on his mother, 
feeling himself but a poor Pariah in the midst 
of respectable Brahmins. 

Avoiding the rooms in front, where he heard 
cheerful voices and laughter; not stopping, when 
Sophia, having got a glimpse of him, as he was 
slipping past the window, sprang to it, tapped 
on it, saying, “Come in, James, and see Ma¬ 
jor, ” but merely looking up to shake his head, 
and show the blank, unhappy face, she could 
not for one moment afterward get out of her 
thoughts, be walked off, taking the cross-road 
toward Dean’s Hill. 

He had never walked the road before ; but 
had always rode or driven the horse, that was 
quite ns much his ns it was his father and 
mother’s. This morning it was his father and 
mother’s, but not his. It was more his uncle 
Dick’s and Harry’s, than his; so he felt, walk¬ 
ing along, his head down, his eyes on the road. 

It was but a heavy bridal-morn. The two 
sat alone, most of tho time, hand in hand, talk¬ 
ing of the ways of “getting a living.” And it 
was at last settled that he should go to Boston, 
where she had a brother in some small busi¬ 
ness, beginniug to be a prosperous one; should, 
with her brother’s help, find something to do, 
and should, if possible, find & boarding-place 
! in her brother’s family. If not, elsewhere, in 
! some cheap place—or, “ economical,” was the 
j word they both used—and then he was to send 
| or her, and she was to do something to earn 
I money. Or, this was what she.said. He made 
| no reply to that proposition. 

| This all planned, they went, hand in hand, 

! to look at the kitchen, “front-room,” and bed- 
I room. James seeing the new picture-frames, 

! said they were handsomer than his mother’s, 

! with all the gilt and moulding, adding, “We’ll 
I have things, by-and by, wife!” 

I (TO BE CONTINUED.) 
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lay a weary year hath flown 
Since last, my love, we met; 

Fall many a snn, in splendor risen, 

In clouds at eve hath set. 

Thine eye. that once was bright with smiles, 
The bitter ten re have wet; 

But in thy grief, snd my despair, 

1 love thee, Mona, yet. 


Lone in a human solftnde, 

In joy with grief beset, 

I hare nor hope nor memory, 

I wontd not fain forget-. 

This world of tombs and broken heartv 
I'll leave without regret; 

Thee only, for thy loveliness, 

1 love thee, Mona, yet* 
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BY MISS P. HODGSON, AUTHOR 

“A strange position, truly!” pondered Sir 
Patrick, with a touch of gravity in his tone; 
44 and romantic enough, I suppose; and yet—” 
And there he stopped, and stirred the fire in 
the small parlor-grate of the house in Ward 
street, with as matter-of-fact an air as though 
he was not, in a modern way, going as far be¬ 
yond Lord Burleigh as a modern gentlemuu 
oould. 

It was just three weeks since the day upon 
which his attention had been first attracted 
toward this house on Ward street, or rather 
toward its front window, in which hung the 
inevitable announcement, “ Apartments to let.” 
But it had not been the card in itself that had 
attracted his attention—he had read the caba- 
listio sentence too frequently in his rambles 
through shabby-gentility for that—it was the 
simple circumstance that just as he passed, the 
well-worn red curtains were pushed aside, and 
a girl’s face appeared above the wire-gauze 
blind—the pretty, half-bitter, half-sad face of 
a girl of eighteen or nineteen, with great, 
dewy dark eyes, and dun .golden hair rolled 
backward from her white brow in a careless, 
yet artistic fashion, at once modern and antique. 

To be brief in‘ explanation, I will say that 
Sir Patrick Rcdwolde, in a certain reserved 
fashion, was what his friends called “quietly 
eccentric.” I will add further, that his passion 
for beauty, in all its forms, amounted almost 
to a monomania; and then, when I tell you that 
to his eyes, all tho pictures he had criticised, 
all the fair faces ho Had silently admired, all 
the marble goddesses he had lingered near, in 
his pilgrimage, sunk into insignificance by 
comparison with the fresh loveliness of this 
rare girlish head, as it rose to his view from 
behind the dingy old Vcnitian blind, you will 
not wonder at the vein of romance in the story 
I am relating. 

It is needless* to enter into particulars. This 
was just tbreo weeks ago, and hero ho was, 
pondering over possibilities in tho shabby- 
genteel parlor, and known as John Redwolde, as 
utterly lost and beyond aristocratic ken in this 
poor corner of the world of London, as though 
he had known no other life from the day of 
his birth. Still he did not feel tho strangeness 
of his position, as most men would have done. 


OP “KATH LEEX’b LOVE-STORY.” 

It was one of the peculiarities of his character 
that he rarely considered the means to an end; 
and with him the romance of such a whimsical 
adventure partook strongly of the common¬ 
place. He had chosen to see more of a beau¬ 
tiful face, and his position was a result of the 
choice. For the eccentricity of such a course 
he cared little, since the secret was his alone, 
for sudden and apparently unaccountable ab¬ 
sences on his part wern too common to cause 
any remark. > , 

But he had not advanced muefi during the 
three weeks. He had only learnt that his 
landlady was a widow, and the golden-haired 
girl her only child. Some conjectures as to 
their antecedents he had been enabled to make, 
it is true, from observation. 

In one corner of his room stood an ancient 
bookcase, whose shelves were filled with books 
of an antiquity and rare variety that surprised 
him, when, having got permission, he examined 
them ; and it was by these books he was assisted 
in his conjectures. Tho Rev. Hugh Graerne 
(so read tho fly-leaf inscriptions) had been a 
bookworm, and a gentleman, he was forced to 
believe; and he had evidently given his daugh¬ 
ter the benefit of his knowledge, for here and 
there Sir Patrick came upon exercises and 
annotations written in a pretty, flourishing, 
girlish hand, and more than one book bore 
the inscription, 14 Papa to Berta.” Looking 
through an old Greek Dictionary one day, he 
found a bright little bow of ribbon, that had 
been laid between the pages as a mark, and, 
after holding it almost tenderly in his hand 
for a few minutes, he could not make up his 
mind to return it to its place again, but laid it 
in his note-book, and kept it there. As for 
the relict of the Rev. Hugh, she was a pretty, 
faded, weak-minded woman, prone to shed 
tears upon the slightest provocation, and very 1 
evidently letting the family burdens of secret 
privation and anxiety fall upon her daughter's 
pretty girlish shoulders. 

They were very poor, Sir PaS^P^ad begun 
to And out. Berta never appeared to leave 
home; and though he rarely saw her, unless 
as he encountered her in the hall, or on tfcq 
stair-case, he could not help observing thife 
shubbiness of her girlish toilet, and the scanth- 
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ness of comfort m the house; and he had passed 
iha open door of the sitting-room, sometimes, 
on the chill winter days, where the poor mock- 
ory of a fire in the grate looked almost pitiful. 

This particular evening, on which I open 
my story, as lie sat in his parlor, the murmur 
of voices in the adjoining room broke upon 
him, and becoming more distinct, forced them¬ 
selves upon his ear. 

“It is no use, Roberta,” said Mrs. Graeme, 
who was evidently shedding tears in the last 
stages of irritable weakness. “ I don’t know 
what we are to do. It seems utterly impossible 
for us to manage without Anne, and yet how 
we can keep her I don’t know. I can’t ima¬ 
gine where her wages are to come from; and 
it was only this morning that she was quite 
impertinent.” 

A book was shut with a deoided sound, and 
somebody rose from a ohair and crossed the 
room. 

“ yVe can’t keep her,” said Berta’s voice, 
with a clear, emphatic ring in its tone. “ And 
we won’t, mamma. She shall go away, and / 
will take her place.” 

“ My dear Berta,” was Mrs. Graeme’s feeble 
comment, “I don’t think I understand you} 
you are so very energetic.” 

“ Isn’t it time I should be, mamma?” returned 
the girl, bitterly. “It is bad enough to be 
snubbed by one’s rich relations, without being 
snubbed by one’s maid-of-all-work. Let us be 
spared that, at least.” 

Sir Patrick found himself listening with a 
new interest, in spite of himself. He could 
easily imagine the spirit in her eyes as she 
spoke, and it touched him sadly. It was not 
a pleasant fancy, this, of a pretty girl of \ 
eighteen, Btung by humiliation and disappoint¬ 
ment, debarred of her right to youthful hap¬ 
piness, and feeling even the coldest, bitterest 
touches of deprivation, in the cold bitterness of 
fikftt worst, of poverty, shabby gentility. 

There was a short silence, broken only by 
Mrs. Graeme’s nervous sobs, and then Berta 
^poke again, with a softened, affectionate ten¬ 
derness in her voice. 

“Don’t cry, mamma,” she said. “We can’t 
help it. Perhaps it will all come right in the 
end. We ctf|Mly try to do what appears to 
be best. I^Hpdwolde’s money will be some 
assistance, you know, and uncle Raymond has 
promised to provide for the rent, disagreeable 
as he is.” 

Mrs. Graeme’s reply was given in a fresh 
burst of tears. 

“ That is the worst of it,” she sobbed. “One 


> has to be patronized and tyrannized over so. 
I Your uncle treats us as if we were troublesome 
] beggars. And—and there are your shoes, 
| Berta, they are so terribly shabby; and you 
| have actually had nothing new for months. 

I > It seems almost cruel, when you are so pretty.” 
Being only a pretty, natural young creature, 
whose prettiness made the shabby shoes and 
shabby dresses a greater trial, it is quite pro- 
, bable Berta had felt something of this, too; 
j for there was a deeper bitterness than before 
l in her answer. 

“ It doesn’t matter,” she said. “ Beggars 
have no more right to be pretty than they have 
to be proud. And what are we but beggars, 
after all; the worst and most troublesome of 
all beggars—shabby-genteel beggars. Do you 
remember what uncle Raymond said about my 
being pretty? He said it was a pity; and I 
am inclined to agree with him.” 

Their voices lowered after this, and Sir 
Patrick heard no more; but he had heard 
quite sufficient to explain to him how it was 
that a few days after Berta replied to the 
summons of his be’ll. 

But she kept up all her reserve, in spite 
of the frequency of their meeting. She took 
his orders very much as the recreant Anne 
had done, only with a little gravity of dignified 
self-possession. Altogether, Sir Patrick did 
not find his romance progressing as favorably 
as he might have wished. 

He was naturally reticent himself, almost to 
the extent of being slightly constrained; but 
his great eccentricities were governed by an 
equally great patience; so he waited for fortune 
with a most creditable endurance. People who 
knew him well, said that Sir Patrick Redwolde 
remained a bachelor because he had never met 
a modern goddess in a woman perfect enough 
to suit his curiously fastidious fauoies—and 
there was some truth in the rumor. But men 
had been guilty of romantic escapades before, 
matter-of-fact as the world professed to be; 
and men would be guilty of romantic escapades 
again; so it was, that as Sir Patrick Redwolde 
had no weak society scruples, and no one to 
please but himself, he pleased himself by very 
complacently undertaking the role of Lord 
Burleigh. 

But matters were going even less smoothly 
than before, he began to fancy. Mrs. Graeme 
looked more nervous and harassed; the proud 
endurance in Berta’s eyes was deeper; and 
once, after a visit from a pompous, well-to-do 
looking individual, whom he judged to be the 
relative he had overheard them mention, there 
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were traces of hot, bitter tears on her scarlet 
cheeks when he saw her. 

This was almost more than Sir Patrick could 
bear. But what was he to do? He could not 
offer them money, that was absurdly out of the 
question. He was sitting over his fire, ponder- 
iug upon his helplessness, when, to his sur¬ 
prise, after a little tap of announcement, Berta 
opened the door and entered, evidently with a 
fixed purpose. She was paler than he had ever 
seen her, but there was something of decision 
aud spirit in her manner as she announced her 
errand briefly. 

She had come to request a favor of him, she 
said. Her mother had decided, had, indeed, 
found it necesBary, (this with a proud, steady 
glance at him,) to dispose of some few surplus 
articles in her possession, and as they thought 
that their books could be most easily spared, 
they had decided upon parting with them. 

“ They are a remnant of papa’s library,” she 
said, “and he considered some of them valu¬ 
able, from their rarity; and mamma fancied 
that you might possibly be able to give us some 
advice as to how we ought best to dispose of 
them.” 

She was paler than ever as she paused, and 
waited for his reply. It had been clearly a 
resolve wrung from desperation, hard enough 
to bear in itself, apart from such a bitter 
sacrifice of pride. 

Sir Patrick felt the blood mounting to his 
forehead. The girlish dignity of her manner 
made him ashamed of his own duplicity, inno¬ 
cent as it was. He could not help feeling as 
if she had found him out. He acted his part 
well, however. He should feel himself honored, 
he told her, with grave deference, in being per¬ 
mitted to render Mrs. Graeme all the assist¬ 
ance in his power; and then he went to the 
bookcase and opened it, to give himself time. 
Some of the book3 were valuable—too valuable 
for nine purchasers out of ten, his own expe¬ 
rience taught him; and the rest being mediocre, 
would bring the poorest of prices, or none at 
all, as they were second-hand. He turned over 
volume after volume, full of earnest pity for 
the proud, steady young figure at his side, and 
thus gained the opportunity to form a com¬ 
monly reasonable plan. 

“I think I can find you a purchaser,” he 
said, turning to her, at last. “ A distant rela¬ 
tive of mine, Sir Patrick Redwolde, once com¬ 
missioned me to secure him something of this 
kind, but as I was unable to meet with anything 
suitable, I gave up the search. If you would 
not object to waiting until I hear from him, I 


should be under great obligations to you., He 
professes to be something of a connoisseur in 
matters of this sort—rarities are his hobby ; 
and I know he would be disappointed to lose 
such an opportunity.” 

He did not trust himself to look at her as 
she answered him, but began to replace the 
volumes he had removed. 

44 1 am very glAd,” Bhe said, in an unsteady 
voice. “ Mamma would rather part with them 
privately, if possible. We were afraid that we 
should be obliged to let them be sold by auc¬ 
tion; and they were poor papa’s books, and— 
and-” 

She broke down here, and in his surprise, 
Sir Patrick turned upon her suddenly. The 
resolute Bpirit in her proud, young eyes had 
melted away, and as he turned to look at her, 
she gave him one Bwift, upward glance, half 
troubled, half timid, and then dropped her 
face upon her hands, and burst into tears. 

To Sir Patrick, in spite of his intense pity, 
her emotion was a ‘perfect godsend. So long 
as her girlish pride had guarded against his 
knowledge of their trouble and secret anxiety, 
he had been helpless; but here he felt himself 
gaining strength. 

He drew her gently to the easy-chair, by the 
fire, and made her sit down; and then, having 
scarcely spoken a dozen words, waited for her 
to recover herself. Her distress was so sheerly 
natural and girlish, that every impulse of 
tenderness in his heart was stirred. The 
weary struggle with hidden humiliation and 
down-trodden pride, had been too much for 
her, and for the moment she had lost all self- 
control. Considering that he was that most 
emotionless of individuals, a thoroughly re¬ 
served English gentleman, Sir Patrick cer¬ 
tainly felt very much excited. The pretty 
bowed head, and drooping face, were almost 
too much for him to endure. If such a things had 
been within the bounds of reason, he would 
certainly have fallen upon his knees by thearrn- 
chair, and made himself very absurd ; but as that 
was out of the question, he was constrained 
to remain standing in sympathetic silence. 

At last, Berta raised her face, looking de¬ 
cidedly more lovely for the softened sparkle of 
tears in her eyes. 

“Dou’t think me foolish, pl<4H^* she said, 
in a low, hesitant voice—a curious little ag¬ 
grieved remorse for her emotion showing itself 
in her upward glance at his face. “We have 
prized those books so much—mamma and I. 
I have had no other friends in the world, it 
seems to me now, when they must go,” 
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Sh& faltered a little here, and the tears J 
leaped to her eyes again, and seeing them j 
standing upon hw loug lashes like great pearls, i 
Sir Patrick could restraint himself no louger. j 

vPray, believe that I can understand and 
sympathize with you,” he said, with an earn¬ 
estness almost tender. “ But your relics will 
be in tender hands, Miss Graeme, Sir Patrick 
will regard them as reverently as even you 
could wish, I think.” And with a recollection 
of the rose colored bow in his pocket-book, lie 
flushed guiltily, as he added, “I will make a 
list of the books you wish to dispose of, and 
forward it to him at once, with your permis¬ 
sion, and then there will be no delay.” 

She answered him quickly, with a curious 
sort of pretty timidity. 

“I think I could help you,” she said. “I used 
to help papa when he had a great many books, 
and I was very much younger then. I have 
read them nearly all, you know, and I might, 
perhaps, be able to make it less tiresome for 
you.” 

Less tiresome! It was moro than ho would 
have even dared to hope for, and his delight at 
this unexpected turn of fortune’s wheel, elated 
him so that ho almost surprised her by an ex¬ 
hibition of the pleasure he found it so difficult 
to conceal. lie managed to control himself to 
a reasonable extent, and they applied them¬ 
selves to their task together. To Sir Patrick, 
at least, it was the pleasantest of labors. The 
pretty, softly-outlined figure, bending over the 
table, now and then, to add a title to the list, 
was so bewildering, with the addition of the 
lamplight concentrating itself on the gold- 
dusted roll of hair, and the shining, curling 
lashes, that he found his attention distracted 
more than once. The shadow of her innocent, 
troubled tears had scarcely passed away yet, 
and their softening influence lingered in a cer¬ 
tain half-shy, half-appealing frankness of man¬ 
ner, which was indescribably bewitching. It 
was evident, that she had been so long accus¬ 
tomed to being at once leader and adviser, that 
even the temporary presence of a calm manner 
and clear brain had its power over her. 

I am not ashamed to say that Sir Patrick 
over-rated the value of the Reverend Hugh’s 
books, mosj^kblushingly, in making out his 
list. To tl^PBst mediocre he offered prices, 
that, to any one more experienced than his 
young assistant, would have rendered his de- 
oeit glaringly transparent ; but Berta knew 
the volumes only as her father’s dearest trea¬ 
sures, and, consequently, only brightened and 
gained spirits as the work went on. 


When their task was ended. Sir Patrick felt 
ihat he had gained ground. The little piece of 
good fortune, in spite of its dark side, had 
lightened tho Bhadow of bitterness on the 
pretty, young face; and tho fact that she was 
freed from embarrassment, had touched the 
poor child’s cold reserve, and melted it. She 
even recovered herself sufficiently to make two 
or three whimsical, willful speeches, whose 
piquant charm bewitched Sir Patrick more 
terribly than ever. 

Having inclosed tho list in a letter to bis 
relative, he went out to post it, with the calmest 
of business-like demeanor. But, before he left 
the house, he had written another letter, again 
making an inclosurc, and this time directing 
the missivo to a confidential friend, in Edin¬ 
burgh. It was a brief enough epistle, perhaps 
scarcely long enough to be termed a letter, for 
it contained only the following words: 

u My Dear Lordaore —If you will, anony¬ 
mously, forward tho inclosed bank-notes to 
Mrs. Hugh Graeme, 20 Ward street, London, 
and await iny explanation of tho little mystery, 
you will deeply oblige 

“ Your sincere friend, 

“ Redwolde.” 

This letter he posted during his absence. 
The other he lighted his seg.ir with, and then 
quietly turned his steps homeward. 

As ho entered tlie house, tlic sitting-room 
door opened, and Berta came out. carrying a 
lighted candle, as though she was going to her 
bed-room. But, upon the first step of the stair¬ 
case she stopped, and turning toward him, a 
trifle hesitatingly, ns lie came up the passage, 
held out her hand to him, as though from some 
whimsical little impulse of gratitude. 

I “Good-night, Mr. Redwolde,” she said. 
“Mamma is— /am very much obliged to you. 
Thank you.” And before ho had time to do 
more than wonder at the pretty, impulsive em¬ 
phasis upon tho “I,” and admire the bright 
picture she mado in the candle-light, she had 
turned again, and was half-way up the stair¬ 
case. 

Of course, Sir Patrick’s reply arrived as 
early as was consistent with his absence from 
home, and, of course, it was a favorable one. 
Sir Patrick was delighted, Mrs. Graeme’s lodger 
reported. He had desired to possess this very 
collection for years, it would almost have ap¬ 
peared. He made no demur, whatever, at tho 
price, and only made one condition. His pre¬ 
sent plans of travel would render his absence 
necessary foT some time, possibly, for a year 
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or more, and lie did not care to trust bis 
treasures to careless hands; accordingly, if 
Mrs. Graeme had no objections, and his rela¬ 
tive was willing to undertake the charge, he 
should prefer that his purchase remained 
where it was until his return. If this plan 
met with their approval and consent, the ar¬ 
rangement was concluded, and the money 
should be forwarded without delay. 

It is needless to say that the money was for¬ 
warded, and that Mrs. Graeme’s lodger rose 
in that estimable lady’s esteem immeasurably. 
He was so chivalrous, so respectful, so digni¬ 
fied, so rc^idy to sympathize with her, and 
listen to her mournings over Berta. Tho Rev¬ 
erend Hugh had been a refined, consumptive 
book-worm, and as Mrs. Graeme had married 
him against the wishes of her friends, when 
his death left her penniless, she had been re¬ 
garded as a culprit, to be snubbed and patron¬ 
ized by turns. Berta herself had a touch of 
spirited pride, which made her girlishly sen¬ 
sitive to tho snubbings and patronage, and was 
not apt to enlarge upon the subject of their 
trials; but Mrs. Gracmo was, and often be¬ 
wailed her daughter’s fate most pathetically to 
Sir Patrick. 

‘‘She is so pretty,” she would 6ny; “and so 
proud; so like her father in that. Lord Stam¬ 
ford, who was poor, dear Mr. Graeme’s patron, 
at Ingley, used to say that there was not a 
more perfect face than Berta’s in any picture- 
gallery in Europe.” 

And certainly Sir Patrick agreed with Lord 
Stamford. The large, spirited, dark eyes, and 
abundant, rare-tinted hair, would have ren¬ 
dered any girlish face bewitching, without the 
almost singular perfection of form and feature 
with which nature had endowed this friend¬ 
less young creature, in defiance of shabby gen¬ 
tility. 

Quiet persistence, on Sir Patrick’s part, 
melted Berta’s reserve at last, and warmed it, 
in tho natural course of events, into the pret¬ 
tiest of frankness. lie was generous, scholarly, 
a gentleman, and, above all, as poor as them¬ 
selves. This latter idea she had adopted, partly 
through her knowledge of his surroundings, 
and partly from the fact that he had left her 
to imagine that such was the case. It is more 
than probable that this was his strongest claim 
upon her friendship. As Sir Patrick Red- 
wolde, be could never have won upon her, 
bristling as she was with her proud, little 
weapons of defence against patronage; but 
supposing that he also had shared the bitter- | 
ness, she gradually slipped into the pretty, ] 


natural fashion of sympathizing with, and 
being interested in him. 

So, Sir Patrick’s whimsical adventure ripened 
into a romance. The dingy, old parlor became 
a very bower, and the dingier sitting-room a 
fairy land, made so by the bright, glowing, 
young face and figure. But os I am only re¬ 
lating the history of tho somewhat singular 
manner in which a pretty, penniless young 
creature became the wife of a somewhat ec¬ 
centric gentleman, it is not necessary that I 
should particularize every event in connection 
with the circumstance. It is enough, that, in 
the daughter of his landlady, Sir Patrick Red- 
woldc found the only woman ho had ever loved; 
and that, in tho poor gentleman, Berta Graeme 
learned to adoro tho man who was to raise her, 
unknown to herself, to one of the highest posi¬ 
tions in the land. 

The card of announcement had been ab¬ 
sent from the front window nearly three 
months. Sir Patrick had pondered over pos¬ 
sibilities, when first the beautiful face led 
him to the house on Ward street; but now his 
possibilities had become probable, and there 
must be a practical ending, even to a romance. 
He returned from his usual day’s absence one 
evening, with a rather graver face than usual, 
Berta fancied. It was nothing more than the 
gravity of thought, but it was gravity, never¬ 
theless; and when lie took her hand to bid her 
good-night, she saw that it deepened. 

“ I shall have a story to tell you to-morrow 
evening,” he said. “Will you promise to lis¬ 
ten to it, and forgive mo if it seems a strange 
one ?” 

She looked up, surprised a little by his 
earnestness, and then, as their eyes met, hers 
fell. 

“Promise me,” he said; “promise that you 
will forgive me, however strange a story it 
may be.” 

She answered him with perfect faith and 
frankness. ^ 

“ I promise to forgive you, however strange 
a story it appears.” 

Ho thanked her, warmly. During the past 
weeks he had often fancied how she would re¬ 
ceive the revelation. Whether, at first, it would 
not distress her a little, through iju intensity 
of the surprise it would necessai^^sause her. 
He had pleased himself, too, with the fancy of 
how far she would outshine the fairest of the 
fair women he knew, when be had the right to 
shower his wealth upon her. Her fresh, young 
beauty had set at such a bright defiance the 
shabby dresses and dingy surroundings, that, 
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on the long evenings, when the firelight had 
been dancing on her bright, glowing face, and 
softly outlined figure, he had lingered, ten¬ 
derly, over a man-like dream of how fair a 
jewel she would seem, set in the midst of lux¬ 
ury befitting the wealth of her youth and 
loveliness. 

Before going out, the next morning, he left 
a message for Mrs. Graeme, to the effect, that, 
upon his return, he wished to have an inter¬ 
view with her. 

“Really,” faltered Mrs. Graeme, in great 
nervous trepidation, when Berta delivered the 
message, “ I hope nothing has occurred to make 
it necessary that he should leave us. What 
should we do, Berta ? Just as we were begin¬ 
ning to feel so comfortable, too. But that is 
always the way,” with a premonitory sob. 
“We are so unfortunate.” 

Berta, standing in the shadow of the mantel¬ 
piece, looking into the fire, colored a little, and 
then meeting her mother’s eyes, colored more 
deeply than ever. 

“ I don’t think that he is going to leave us, 
mamma.” She hesitated confusedly; and then 
Mrs Graeme’s perceptive faculties being sud¬ 
denly aroused to some recognition of the turn 
affairs were taking, that lady broke into a wild 
exclamation. 

“ My dear Berta !” she began, and in 
her astonishment could positively get no fur¬ 
ther. 

It would be a difficult matter to describe the 
exact state of her feelings when she gathered 
the truth from Berta’s silence. 

“ I don’t know whether I am glad or sorry,” 
she said, tearfully, after her usual fashion. 
“Mr. Redwolde is very nice, of course, and 
has been very kind, but he is as poor as we 
are, I am afraid—and you know what such a 
poverty is, Berta; and then he is not very 
young. Dear! Dear! I had hoped that you 
would marry well, some day; but I suppose it 
was not to be.” 

“ lie hasn’t asked me to marry him yet, 
mamma,” interposed Berta, a thought indig¬ 
nantly, and blushing even more brilliantly 
than before. 

“No, my dear,” said Mrs. Graeme, resign¬ 
edly; “Im^ho is going to ask you, and that is 
as bad, yl^know.” 

The shadow of the heavy London fog had 
darkened the city; the lamps were beginning 
to twinkle through it, and Berta and her mo¬ 
ther were sitting together in the little, dingy 
back-room, when the roll of carriage-wheels 
sounded upon the stones in the street, and drew 


up before the door, thereby throwing Mrs. 
Graeme into a nervous flutter of excitement. 

“Dear me!” she exclaimed. “I wonder if 
it is your uncle Raymond, Berta. I do hope 
not.” 

But a sudden summons from the door-bell, 
gave Berta no time to reply. 

She felt slightly nervous, it must be coiw 
fessed, as she passed up the hall.. She did not 
exactly like the idea of Mr. Raymond forming 
a party to the interview. But it was not Mr. 
Raymond. The vehicle that had stopped be¬ 
fore the pavement was a quiet, dark, aristo¬ 
cratic-looking carriage, whose door a liveried 
servant was holding open for two gentlemen to 
alight, and iu the first of these gcutleinen, the 
flare of a street-lamp revealed her mother's 
lodger. The other one was a middle-aged gen¬ 
tleman, well dressed, quiet-faced, and of busi¬ 
ness-like appearance. 

In her first surprise, Berta drew back hastily. 
Perhaps it was Sir Patrick Redwolde! But the 
next moment Mr. Redwolde was in the hall. 

“ My friend, Mr. Lindacre,” he said, calmly, 
“ Miss Graeme.” 

Certainly, gaslight never shone on a fairer 
face than the pure, dark-eyed one revealed to 
Mr. Lindacre, as he bowed to the pretty young 
creature in her shabby dress. Perhaps lie 
thought so himself, for Berta found herself feel¬ 
ing slightly embarrassed under his keen gaze. 

Could they see Mrs. Graeme, Mr. Redwolde 
asked ; and commonplace as the question was, 
Berta imagined he looked a little paler than 
usual, as he spoke. Certainly they could see 
her. His message had been delivered in the 
morning, and Berta would tell her he had re¬ 
turned. 

On receiving the information, Mrs. Graeme 
became more fluttered than ever. She was not 
prepared to see company. She had not even 
her best cap on. A state of affairs which 
nearly reduced her to tears again, as an en¬ 
livening resource in an extremity. But she 
went to the parlor, at last; and feeling some 
natural nervousness, Berta awaited her return 
in the sitting-room 

She heard the murmur of conversation, and 
once or twice an exclamation from her mother 
in the half-hour that followed; but that was 
all; and at length Mrs. Graeme made her ap¬ 
pearance in such evident excitement and as¬ 
tonished delight, that she was fairly breathless. 

“My dear Berta,” she began, incoherently, 
the moment she entered the room. “ Such a 
romance! I declare, I never heard of such a 
thing, unless in a poem, or something; and 
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am sure Lord Burliegh— But, dear me! I 
forgot! I was not to tell you; and, besides, 
Sir Patrick is waiting, and his friend will ex¬ 
plain all about it. Dear! Dear! How sur¬ 
prised I am!” 

“ I don’t understand,” said Berta. “Mamma, 
what do you mean? I thought the gentle¬ 
man’s name was Lindacre.” 

But Mrs. Graeme was inexorable. She would 
explain nothing. Berta must go into the par¬ 
lor at once; and in spite of her reluctance, 
Berta was fain to go. 

The strange gentleman was standing by the 
maqtel, with an amused, yet kindly smile in 
his keen eyes, when she entered, and her mo¬ 
ther’s lodger stood near him, a curious glow 
on his usually quiet, reserved face. At her first 
glance at him, the bright color flew to Berta’s 
forehead; but he did not give her time to utter 
a word, for he spoke himself, at once. 

“Lindacre,” he said, turning to his friend, 
“ will you be kind enough to tell Miss Graeme 
the story you came here to tell her,” 

Mr. Lindacre did not change his position, 
more than a motion of assent rendered neces¬ 
sary, but his keen eyes twinkled more than 
ever. 

“ I shall be happy tn do so,” he said, smiling, 
“though I scarcely know how to begin. I will 
begin at once. Miss Graeme, the story my 
friend wishes me to tell you, is a love story, 
aud I will relate it as briefly as possible. 

“Three months ago—was it three months 
ago, Redwolde?” 

That gentleman looked at Berta’s downcast 
eyes and glowing cheeks, and bowed in silence. 

“Just three months ago, then,” Mr. Lind¬ 
acre went on, smiling still, “a certain well- 
known English baronet disappeared from Lon¬ 
don society. No one knew where he went, and 
no one knew why he went; and though such 
absences were not infrequent on his part, there 
was about this absence a vague essence of mys¬ 
tery. From the time of his disappearance, 
until a few days ago, the mystery of this ab¬ 
sence was unexplained, and then an old friend 
of the absentee’s, who was also his legal ad¬ 
viser, was surprised to receive a letter from 
him, bearing the post-mark of London, and 
requesting his immediate presence in that city. 
This individual, who was at that time in Edin¬ 
burgh, obeyed the summons, at once. As I 
have said, the missing gentleman was an old 
friend, and he was always at his service. He 
had, at first, feared some trouble or danger; 
but on reaching London, he found to his amaze¬ 
ment a romance waiting for him—a pleasant, 


honest, old romance; re-acted in these unro¬ 
mantic modern days. His friend, who had 
waited imtil his youth was past, for a princess, 
had found one at last. He had seen a fair face, 
and it had touched his heart. He had flung 
aside the attributes of his rank, and followed 
the fair face, and found its loveliness the na¬ 
tural index to fresh, true girlishness. An in¬ 
nocent deception had been necessary to intro¬ 
duce himself; and for this reason he had 
absented himself from society. He had learned 
to love this fair face with the strong, deep 
passion of a man whose heart had been all 
untouched for years, and who, now he felt that 
the greatest boon fate could bestow upon him, 
would be the right to guard the young life 
from all of trial, or grief, that the truth and 
tenderness of an honorable gentleman could 
guard it from. He told his friend this, and 
he also told him, that he had thought it best 
that he, as his legal adviser and private con¬ 
fidant, should explain why, for the time, a 
deception, though an innocent and unavoidable 
one, had been practised. His friend agreed 
with him wholly, on this point, as on every 
other, and, in accordance with his wish, ac¬ 
companied him to the scene of his romance, 
and told the story; and—and, as I have finished 
mine, Miss Graeme, I will introduce to you my 
friend and client, Sir Patrick Redwolde, and 
having done so, wish you good-evening.” 

His faint smile of amusement had died away 
during his relation, giving way to something 
of a touched warmth and earnestness, which 
was strongly evident in his manner, as he 
ended, and with a grave, kindly bow, left the 
room, and closed the door. 

Sir Patrick did not make any effort to detain 
him. Perhaps the exit had been part of the 
friendly agreement. A moment more, and the 
carriage w r as rolling down the street: and then, 
turning to Berta, who stood bewildered and 
tremulous, Sir Patrick spoke. 

“ Let me tell my story,” he said, gently. 
“Lindacre has told his, Berta, but that, is not 
all. Old friend as he is, he cannot quite un¬ 
derstand how my heart has been stirred. Dear 
child, I love you! Give me the right to make 
your young life brighter, if I can, than it has 
hitherto been.” „ 

In the first shock of her wondeipfeerta had 
been silent, but now she came to him, touched 
to her girlish heart by his generous honor, 
actual, shining tears in her tender, happy 
eyes. 

“And it was you who bought the books ? w 
she said. “Was it you who sent the money 
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mamma so mysteriously received ? Please tell 
me?” 

“ It was I,” he answered; and he raised 
both her hands gently to hiB lips. “ Is this 
I^dy Redwolde?” he asked, with grave ten¬ 
derness, the next moment. 

'' there was a little pause, and then her bright 
/oung face dropped upon the strong hands so 
ftosely clasping hers. 

“ Yes,” she whispered. “ This is Lady Red¬ 
wolde.” 

And they were happy. How could it be 
otherwise? Out of the little romance grew 


the perfecting of two human lives. Hone of the 
men and women, who admired and envied Lady 
Redwolde, during the sensation she created in 
her first se.asou, knew the truth of her story. 
There was a story, people said ; but all that 
was known of it was, that the young bride’s 
beauty had won her a higher fortune than that 
to which she had been born. But, for Sir Pat¬ 
rick, a new life had opened. His old, world- 
worn weariness had fled forever; and through 
his young wife’s bright beanty, and tender, 
trustful pride in him, the freshness of his 
youth was regained for him once more. 


THE FLOWER OF COLUMBIA. 

BT A NEW CONTRIBUTOR. 


Is tho vale where Connecticut flows, 

O'er meadow-lamls, blooming and wide, 

In a cot hedged around by tho l>eautoous rose, 
Did the flower of Columbia reside. 

Oh ! fair, in the sjvoet mouth of June, 

Waa the green lawu, with primroses crowned; 

But fairer the flower of Columbia bloomed, 

Than tho primroses, all the year round. 

Like the Groces, through garden and bowor, 

She glided at midsummer morn; 

Like nightingale's note at the soft twilight hour, 
Floated oft her melodious song. 

When flowers decayed on the lawn, 

And pale, glootny winter drew near, 

Her presence, like vision of Spring's early dawn. 
As she passed o'er the way, did appear. 

Oh, youth! lovely, healthfnl, and fair, 

To thee blessing's full cup is given; 

(fen earth's boasted majesty with thee compare, 
Or aught 'neath the glory of heaven ? 


The princes of earth own thy sway— 

Thine ever invincible charms; 

Tho proud monarch oft at thy fair feet hath lain, 

For the clasp of thy heart-temptiug arms. 

How oft, as fond memory strays. 

Those peerless jet eyes on me beam. 

And sweet smiles enlightening my dark, lonely days. 
Of Columbia’s scepterless queen. 

Fair lawn, thou art hallowed for aye ! 

Which oft her light footsteps doth pace; 

And thou, placid stream, which wast wont on thj way. 
To reflect her immaculate face. 

Oh ! if ’neath the heavenly dome, 

There’s pleasure unmixed and divine, 

Tis his who can say, though all other hath flown, 
There’s a heart beats responsive to mine. 

And, oh I trebly happy his hour. 

And crowned his life's portion with blia^ 

If the heart of Columbia's beautiful flower 
Be the one which responds unto his. 


THE BABY. 


BT MRS. HELEN A. MANVILLR. 


Violst eyes blinking 
So sleepily hero; 

Of what are you thinking, 

You sweet, little dear? 

You very demurely 
Can look In my eyes, 

An angel you’re surely, 
Affecting disguise. 

One week, little mortal— 

One week and a day. 

Since through Heaven’s portal 
You wandered earth-way. 

Our hearts were so lonely, 

No charm could beguile; 

But now if yon only 
Will tarry awhile— 


Will list to our pleading 
To stay In the nest, 

Our hearts In the Eden 
Of rapture shall rest. 

nopes, many, are centered, 
The fair casket in— 

The baby Just entered 
Earth's valley of sin. 

Oh, when God is connting 
His flock, in the end! 

When np to the mountain 
Of life they ascend, 

May the foot find the portal. 
The soul ’scaped the morn 

This little, wee mortal, 

Our baby was born. 
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DEACON SLIMPSEY’S 


MOURNFUL FOREBODINGS. 


BY JOSIAH ALLRX’8 WIFE. 


Thomas Jefpersox went to the school-house 
to meet in’ last night, and he broke out to the 
breakfast-table, 

44 Betsey Bob bet spoke ih meet in’ last night, 
father.*’ He addressed the words to his father, 
for he knows I won’t uphold no kind of light 
•alking about serious things. 

44 She said she knew she was religcus, be¬ 
cause she felt she loved the bretlieren.” Then 
they both laughed in a idiotic manner. But I 
said, in a tone of cool dignity, as I passed him 
his 3d oup of coffee, 44 She meant it in a 
scriptural sense, no doubt.” 

44 1 guess you'd think she meant it in a 
earthly sense, if you had seen her hang on 
to old Slimpsey last night: she’l marry that 
•Id man yet, if he don’t look out.” 

“Ob. shawl” says I, coolly, 44 shes payin’ 
attention to the editor of the Gimlet.” 

44 She’l never get him,” say3 he. 44 She 
means to be on the safe side, and get one or 
the other of’em: how steady she has been to 
uieetin* sence Deacon Slimpsey moved into the 
place.” 

44 You shall not moke light of her rcligcen, 
Thomas Jefferson,” says I, in a severe voice. 

44 1 won’t, mother, I should’nt feel right, 
too, for it is light enough now, it don’t all 
consist in talkin’ in meetiu’, mother, I don’t 
believe in folk’ses usin’ up all their religcen 
Sunday nights, and then goin’ without any all 
the rest of the week, it looks as shiftless in 
’em as a three year old hat on a female.” 

Says I, in a tone of deep rebuke, 44 Instead 
•f tendin’ other folk’ses motes, Thomas Jeffer¬ 
son, you had better take care of your own 
beams., you’l have plenty work enough to last 
you one spell.” 

“And if you are through with your break- 
last,” says his father, “you had better go and 
give the cows something to eat.” 

“Cant they come here, father?” says he, 
lennin’ kinder lazy over the table. 

Says I, “That is pretty talk to your father, 
Thomas J. IIow do you suppose your days 
will be long in the land, if you don’t honor 
your father and mother ?” 

44 1 do honor you mother, I never see such 
long wet tedious days, as they have been ever 
Vol. LX.—4 


senoe I have been home from school, and I lay 
it to houorin’ you and father so.” 

Says I, 44 I won’t hear another light word 
this moruin’ Thomas Jefferson—not one.” he 
read earnestness in my tone; ond he rose 
with alackrity and went to the baru, and his 
father soon drew on his boots, and followed 
him, and with a pensive brow I turned out my 
dish-water, I hadn’t got my dishes more than 
half done, when with no warnin’ of no kind, 
the door burst open, and in tottered Deacon 
Slimpsey, pale as a piece of white cotton shirt. 
I wildly wrung out my dish-cloth, and offered 
him a chair, sayin’, in a agitated tone, 44 What 
is the matter, Deacon Slimpsey?” 

44 Am I pursued ?” says he, in a voice of low 
frenzy, as ho sank into a wooden-bottomed 
chair. I cast one or two eagle glances out of 
the window, both ways, and replied in a voice 
of choked-down emoti-on, 

“There haint nobody in sight. Has your 
life been at (acted by burglers and inccndiarys ? 
Speak, Deacon Slimpsey, speak!” 

He struggled nobly for calmness, but in 
vain. And then he put his hand wildly to his 
brow and murmured, in low and hollow accents, 

44 Betsey Bobbet!” 

I see ho was overcome by as many as seven 
different emotions of different anguishes, and 
I give him pretty near a minute to recover him¬ 
self; and then, says I, as I sadly resumed my 
dish-cloth, “What of her, Deacon Slimpsey?” 

44 Sho’l be the death on me,” says he; 44 and 
that haint tho worst on it, My soul ts jeop- 
ardied on account of her. Oh!” says he, 
groanin’ in an anguish, 44 Can you believe it, 
Miss Allen, that I, a deacon in a nutherdox 
church, could be tempted to swear? Behold 
that wretch ! I confess it, as I came through 
your gate, just now, I said to myself, ‘By Ju¬ 
piter, I can’t stand it so much longer;’ and 
only last night I wished I was a ghost; for I 
thought if I was a apperition, I eould have es¬ 
caped from her view. Oh!” says he, groanin’ 
agin, 44 1 have got 80 low as to wish I was a 
ghost!” Ho paused, and in a deep and brood¬ 
ing silenoe I finished my dishes, and hung up 
my dish-pan. “She was rushing out of Dea¬ 
con Gowley’s, as I came by, just now, to talk 
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to me, She don’t give me no peace—last night 
she would walk tight to my side, all the way 
home, and she looked hungry at the gate as I 
went through, and fastened it on the inside,” 
ngin he paused overcome by his emotiens, 
and I looked pityin’ly on him. He was a small 
bonded man of about seventy summers and 
winters, age who had ploughed the wrinkles 
into his face, had turned the furrows deep. 
The cruel fingers of time, or some other female 
had plucked nearly every liair from his head, 
and the ruthless hand of fate had also seen fit 
to deprive him of his eye-winkers, not one 
solitary winker bein’ left for a shade tree (as 
it were) to protect the pale pupils below, and 
they bein’ a light watery blue, and the lids 
bein’ inflamed, they looked sad indeed. Owing 
to afflictive providences, ho was dressed up 
more than men generally be, for his neck bein’ 
badly swelled, he wore a string of yellow am¬ 
ber beads, and in behalf of his sore eyes he 
wore ear-rings. But truly outsido splcnder 
and glitter wont satisfy tho mind, or bring 
happiness; I looked upon his mournful face, 
and my heart melted inside of me, almost ns 
soft, as it could, almost ns soft as butter in tho 
month of August, and I said to him in a soothin’ 
and encouragin’ tone 

“ Mebby she’l marry the Editor of the Gim¬ 
let, She is payin’ attention to him.” 

“No she wont” says ho in a solemn and 
affectin’ tone that brought tears to my eyes, as 
I set peelin’ my onions for dinner. “ No she 
wont, I shall be the one, I feel it, I was always 
the victim, I was always down-trodden, When 
I was a baby, my mother had two twins both 
of em a little older than me, and they almost 
tore me to pieces before I got into trowses. 
Mebby it would have been better for me if they 
had,” said he in a musin’ and mournful tone— 
and then heavin’ a deep sigh he resumed. 
“ When I went to school and wo played leap¬ 
frog, if there was a frog to be squshed down 
under all the rest, I was that frog; it has al¬ 
ways been so, if ever there was a victim 
wanted, I was the victim, nnd Betsey Bobbet 
will get round me yet, you sec if she dont, wo¬ 
men arc awful perseverin’ in such things.” 

“Cheer up, Deacon Slimpsey, you haint 
oblecgcd Jo marry her—it is a free country, 
folks haint obleeged to marry unless they are 
a mind to, it don’t take a brass band to make 
that legal.” I quoted these words in a light 
and joyous tone, hopin’ to rouse him from his 
despondancy—but in vain, for be only repeated 
in a gloomy tone, 

“She’ll get round me yet Miss Allen, I feel 


it,” and as the shade deepened on his eye 
brow he said “Have you seen her versos in 
the last week’s Gimlet ?” 

“No,” says I “I haint.” 

In a silent and hopeless way he took the 
paper out of his pocket, aud handed it to me, 
and I read as follows. 


A Song 

Composed not for the strong minded females, 
who madly and indecently insist on rights.but 
for the retiring and delicate minded of the 
sect who modestly murmur “ we wont have no 
rights—we scorn ’em;” will some modest and 
bashful sister set it to music, that, we may 
timidly, but loudly warble it, and oblige hers 
till death in this glorious cause. 

Betsey Bobbec. 

Not for strong minded wintmla . 

Do I now tune my liar; 

Oh not for them would I kin¬ 
dle up the sacred tire; 

Oh modest bashful female 
For you I time my lay; 

Although strong minded wimmins sneer, 

Well conquer in the fray. 

CJhjtus —J'jvs.s onward, do not fear sisters 
Press onward do not fear 
Remember womens spoilr sisters, 

Remember womens spear. 

Twould cause some fun if poor Miss Wade, 

Shouid say of her boy Ilarry. 

“ I shall not give him any trade, 

But bring him up to marry 

Twould cause some fun of course dear maids. 

If Mrs Wndc'sos Hurry, 

Should lose his end and aim in life, 

And And no chance to marry. 

Chorus —Press onward do not fear sisters, etc. 

Yea wedlock is otir only hope, 

All o’er this mighty nation ; 

Men ore brought up to other trades, 

But this is our vocation. 

Oil not for sense or love ask we, 

AVe ask not to lie courted ; 

Our watch-word is to married be. 

That we muy l»e supported. 

Chorus— Press onward do not fear sisters, etc. 

Say not you’r strong, and love to work, 

Are heaitliiar than your brother, 

Who for a black smith is designed. 

Such feelings you must smother; 

Your restless hands fold,up. or gripe 
Your waist unto a spun. 

Aud spend your strength in looking out 
To hail the coming man. 

Choruc— Press onward do not fear sisters, etc. 

Oh do not be discouraged, when 
You find your hopes brought down ; 

Ami find sad nnd unwilling men. 

Heed not their gloomy frown; 

IIe?d not their wild despaier 
We will not give no quarter; 

In battle all is fair 
Well win, for we had orter. 

f’horun —Preaa onward do not fear sisters. 

Press onward do not fear, 

Remember womens apear sisters 
Remember womens spear 

“Wall” says I in a encouragin’ tone as I 
handed him the paper ngin—“that haint much 
different from the piece she had in the Gimlet 
a spell ago, that was about womens spear.” 
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“It is that spear that is goin’ to destroy 
me,” says he mournfully. 

“ Dont give up so Deacon Slimpsey, I hate 
to see you lookin’ so gtoomy and dcprested.” 

“ It is the awful determination these lines 
breathe forth that appauls me,” says he “ I 
have seen it in another, Betsey Bobbet reminds 
me dreadfully of another. And I dont want to 
marry agin, Miss Allen, I dont want to,” says 
he lookin’ me pitifully in the face, “I didnt 
want to marry the first time, I wanted to be a 
bnchelder, I tbink they have the easiest time 
of it, by half. Now there is a friend of mine 
that never was married, he is jest my age, or 
that is, he is only half an hour younger, and 
that haint enough difference to make any ac¬ 
count of, is it Miss Allen ?” says he in a pen¬ 
sive and enquirin’ tone. 

“No,” say8 I in a resonable accent, “No 
Deacon Sliinpscy, it haint.” 

“Wall that man has always been a bachelder, 
and you ought to see what a head of hair he 
has got, sound at the roots now, not a lock 
missing. I wanted to be one, and meant to be, 
but jest as I got my plans all laid, she, my late 
wife, come and kept house for me, aud married 
me, I lived with her for twenty 5 years, and 
when she left me,” he murmured with a con¬ 
tented look, “ I was reconciled to it, I was re¬ 
conciled before it took place. I dont want to 
say anything against nobody that haint here, 


but I lost some hair by my late wife,” says he 
puttiog his hand to his bald head in a ab¬ 
stracted way. “ I lost a good deal of liair by 
her, and I haint much left as you can see,” 
says he in a melancholy tone “ I dont want to 
get married agin, I did want to save a lock or 
two, for my children to keep as a relict of me” 
And again he paused overcome by his feelin's. 

I knew not what to say to comfort him, and 1 
poured onto him a few comfortin’ adjectives, 
sich as, 

“Mebby you are borrowin’ trouble without a 
cause, Deacon: With life there is hope Deacon 
Slimpsey: It is always the darkest before day¬ 
light.” But in vain. He only sighed mourn¬ 
fully. 

“She’l get round me yet Miss Allan—mark 
my words, and when the time comes you will 
think of what I told you.” His face was most 
black with gloomy aprehensions, as he re-, 
peated again—“You see if she dont get round 
\ me,” and a tear began to flow: I turned away 
with instinctive delicacy, and sel my pan of 
onions in the sink, but when I glanced at him 
agin it was still flowing, and I said to him in a 
tone of two-thirds pity and one comfort. “Chirk, 
up, Deacon Slimpsey, be a man.” 

“That is the trouble” says he “if I wasnt a 
man she would give me some pence” and he 
wept into his red silk handkerchief (with a 
yellow border) bitterly. 


SHADOWS. 

IT VIVIEN VERNON. 


Tax wild winds sob, and beat, and blow; 

And these are the fancied that come and go, 

I see a child, with laughing eye. 

Chasing the shadows that swiftly fly 
Over the meadow, so green and fair, 

And her silver laugh floats on the air. 

Oh. that the shadows might ever pass 
Swiftly as these on the meadow-grass! 

Tlio golden sunbeams flash and gleam 
On the rippling waves of a quiet stream: 
The water is calm, and still, and deep. 

And its fragrant lilies are half asleep. 

Weary of chasing the shadows so long, 

Tired of hearing the oriole’s song, 

She watches the sky in the waves below, 
And the fleecy clouds that come and go. 

She thinks how sweet ’twould be to dream 
Among the lilies of pearly gleam. 

This thought shall come one day again— 
Shall come with a sorrowful touch of pain; 
She'll think of the lilies and meadow green, 
And the sorrowful years that lie between. 


I see a maiden, with tender eye, 

Weep as the shadows go slowly by; 

Quenching the beautiful dream of her youth. 

That wonderful dream of Love and Trnttf 
I know, as each happy hope goes out— 

Leavirig but sorrow, and grief, and doubt, 

She thinks of the child, so long ago, 

Chasing the shadows to and fro; 

Thinks of the meadow, so green and fair. 

Of the sunlit stream still flowing there: 

Thinks how restfully one could sleep, 

Down in the water so cool and deep. 

I see a meadow, green and fair: 

A subtle stillness is on the air. 

The stream is singing a tender song 
Of a heart at rest from grief and wrong. 

It knows of a snow-white face that lies 
Under the lilies upturned to the skies. 

And these ere the fancies that come and go. 

While the wild winds sob, and beat, and blow. 
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“So you promise me, Donald M‘Kenzie? 
You give me your word, sir?’* 

My uncle spoke hotly, and went out of the 
room, just as I, unconscious of what was going 
on, entered it. 

I knew, at once, what the quarrel was about. 
The year before, Donald, my uncle’s only son, 
returning from a German University, had met, 
on board the steamer, Alison Campbell. Alison 
was a tiny, pink-lipped sprite, with great blue 
eyes and blonde hair. She and Donald were 
thrown much together, and the natural result 
followed—they fell deeply in love with each 
other, before the voyage was over. 

Unfortunately, Alison was the sister of a 
man with whom my uncle, a stern old Scot, had 
had a feud, before either of them emigrated to 
this country. The quarrel slumbered, but was 
not forgotten. For nearly a year, the attach¬ 
ment of Donald to Alison remained a secret to 
his father; but when the discovery was made, 
the wrath of myjunclc was terrible. A stormy 
interview between parent and son was the re¬ 
sult, in which my uncle, insisting on obedience, 
had terminated the conversation by the words 
with which I begin my story. 

Overwhelmed by his father’s reproaches, 
Donald had not, at the moment, had the self- 
possession to reply promptly and decisively, 
as he ought to have done. He saw his error, 
however, immediately. 

“Jcanie,” lie cried, in dismay, turning to 
me, “I have been understood by my father to 
promise to give up all thought of Alison Camp¬ 
bell for a year—this year I am still to bo at 

college—not to see her, not to write, when- 

Oh, Jeanic! I cannot, must not tell you until I 
have seen her!” 

He wrung my hands between his own, and 
was gone before I could stop him. At the same 
moment I heard aunt Janet calling to mo from 
the morning-room to come and drive her out, 
as 1 had promised. 

Dear aunt Janet! She was looking unutter¬ 
able things as she stood by and hastened my 
dressing; and as soon ns we were seated in the 
pony-carriage, she began. 

“The Campbells, indeed!” cried she, with 
an unmistakable Scotch asperity. “And the 
worst of the lot ever heard of; with decent men 
54 


wishing no business with him—the gambler and 

sot; and his wife- To have the whole town 

thinking we’re to mate with yon trash ! Your 
uncle will have just taken my word and way, 
for it’s as I advised him only last night; and 
now we’ll see who’s to win, Roderick Camp¬ 
bell or Janet M‘Keniie!” And she cried, 
“Heck!” as a war-horse is supposed to snort 
at scent of battle. 

“Where am I to drive yon, aunt Janet!” I 
interposed, mildly, ns I exercised all my skill 
in keeping the pony from taking umbrage at 
her loud voice. 

“ Ye’ll drive to the Campbells at Bonnybrae,” 
returned she. 

“ But, surely, yon ought to leave Donald to 
set tie his own affairs -he talked with uncle 
this morning,” I said, timidly. 

“Will ye be good enough,” she said, “to 
hold your peace, Miss Jcanie. while the elders 
of your family take care of its interests?” 

I drove on in silence till wo reached the gate 
of Bonnybrae, where the Campbells lived. 

Hero aunt Janet asked for Mr. Campbell, 
and not finding him within, for Mies Alison. 
We were shown into a pretty morning-room, 
all chintz, muslin, and flowers, bearing unmis¬ 
takable traces of feminine taste and refinement. 
I had seen Alison Campbell often at church, 
and in the street, and had a general impression 
of her tiny figure and blonde tresses in my 
mind; but I had thought of nothing half so 
lovely as the littlo creature who came in blush¬ 
ing, but self-possessed, to greet us, in some 
simple white attire, that just suited her style. 

She seemed surprised, yet glad, and some¬ 
what expectant, and after a few pretty words 
of greeting, waited for my aunt to make known 
the object of her visit, while she drew her chair 
nearer mine, perhaps feeling a certain con¬ 
fidence from our similarity of age. 

“ Alison Campbell,” said my aunt, suddenly, 
in her hardest voice, “I’ve just como to tell 
you and yours that you must give us back our 
Donald—the poor lad ye’ve won away among 
ye from his lone father and his home.” 

Alison sat perfectly motionless, as if my 
aunt’s outburst had turned her to stone. 

“Yes, indeed,” pursued aunt Janet, “the 
poor lad ye have won from the duty and love 
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he owes his forbears—to fly in the face of all 
his kin.” 

Alison had not moved; her eyes were fixed 
ton ray aunt with an expression only of wonder 
and horror. 

14 I’ve come to tell you that you must give 
him up,” aunt Janet went on, “for he’s come 
to his sane sense, and given you up. Heck! 
Alison Campbell, there are many lads to be 
had for the askin’—can ye no leave his father 
his own bairn?” cried she, getting more and 
more Scotch as she grew warm in her cause. 

Miss Campbell had grown paler and paler, 
and I made ready to hold her fainting in my 
arms; but, no! a spot of vivid scarlet gathered 
on her cheeks, a bright flame glowed broad 
and full in the eyes she fastened on aunt Janet, 
as she -rose slowly from her chair, and stood 
leaning her hand upon it. 

“ Miss M‘Kenzie,” sho said, and I could see 
her hold firmly with her two hands by the 
back of her seat, “ did you say that Donald 
M*Kenzie had given mo up ?” 

“Indeed has he, my woman,” cried aunt 
Janet, much more at home, now she fancied 
there was a show of a battle. “He’s given his 
father his word not to see you for a year; and, 
my certie, he’ll keep good what he’s promised. 
We’re M-Kenzies, ye ken! and ye’ll just say to 
young Campbell, that all his managing ’ll not 
make the lad give over his promise once passed.” 

Alison’s head drooped. She seemed quito 
lost and dnzod. She sat patiently down, as if 
not able to take in the words, repeating under 
her breath, 

“For a year! Not see me fora year!” I 
took her hand in mine, but she did not notice, 
only looked blankly down, and repeated, “For 
a year!” 

“ Ay, and longer, my lass,” cried aunt Janet. 
“Te’ve just said good-by for once and all— 
and so I tell ye. I’m Janet M‘Kenzie, ye ken. 
It’s hard on ye that all your plans should be 
o’erset; but I’ll make it good to you at the last, 
if ye will leave my Donald his lane.” 

Alison did not move or look up. 

“Don’t you think of his coming, my maid, 
after the year is gone—trust an old woman, 
ye’d better take my offer.” 

She got up and laid a package on the table 
near Alison. 

“There’s a thousand pounds, now; and ye’ll 
have all I’m worth at my death, if you and the 
Campbells will leave the lad to his lonely old 
father.” 

Alison did not answer—did not stir. Aunt 
Janet’s passion was cooled somewhat by the 


sight of that stony young face, out of which 
youth seemed stricken at a blow. She made 
a sign to me, and walked toward the door. 
Alison did not appear to notice us. I could 
do nothing but follow my aunt, filled as I was 
with shame and trouble at the scene; and Alison 
let us go in silence. 

Once seated in the pony-carriage, my indig¬ 
nation began to find vent; but aunt Janet cut 
me off shortly enough. Everything had been 
arranged between Douald and his father, she 
averred. Donald had given his promise. Aunt 
Janet, in making the young lady heiress to 
fifteen thousand pounds, had offered ample re¬ 
paration for her vanished hopes. 

We did not see Donald when we returned 
homo, and I got away from aunt Janet and her 
triumphs to have my little hour of despondency 
in my own room. But, at four o’clock, there 
was a violent clangor of bells, which brought 
both aunt Janet and me in hot haste to the 
lower hall. Wo saw uncle M’Kenzie lifted 
from his carriage, white and rigid, and heard 
poor Donald, in an agony of grief and terror, 
crying out that he had killed his father. 

The physicians, who were summoned, de¬ 
clared that there had been a stroke of paraly¬ 
sis, induced by some sudden mental shock; 
there was still hope fer his life, but the chance 
was dependent on absolute quiet and unremit¬ 
ting care. 

They thought he was only partially conscious, 
but we noticed that his breathing was more 
quiet, and his eyes less troubled, when Donald 
was close beside him, than even with aunt Ja¬ 
net or myself. 

There followed throe days of almost breath¬ 
less watching, before even a faint gleam of 
hope could be indulged in. I think it must 
have been a full week before we thought of 
asking Donald about the cause of the attack. 
Indeed, we had scarcely found an opportunity, 
for the poor lad had not been in bed since, and 
we had all watched, and prayed, and thought 
of nothing beyond our one great care. The 
first sleep our patient got, the first long, 
quiet sleep, found us wearied, but thankful, 
around aunt Janet’s tea-table, just within the 
drawing-room windows, sitting in the dying 
September sunlight, and trying, I think, to re¬ 
sume our sane thoughts. Donald’s face looked 
as if he could never rest again—it was the face 
of a person constantly expecting something—I 
don’t know of any other way to express what 
I mean. More than once he seemed about, to 
rise and go away, and I am sure ho listened 
always. 
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Aunt Janet left us alone for a moment, and 
Don began saying something of a favor which 
I could do him; but he was interrupted by a 
summons to his father’s bed-side, and 1 could 
only fancy the favor was a matter which con¬ 
cerned Alison Campbell. 

By this time my uncle began to recognize us, 
and then he would scarcely allow Donald out 
0^ his sight for an instant, and insisted on his 
sleeping in the dressing-room within the cham¬ 
ber where he himself lay. 

Two weeks after uncle’s attack, I ordered 
my ponies, and drove into the town, deter- 
termined to find out something which should 
make Donald’s face look less sad. I crossed 
the river, and Bonnybrae lay lovely in the sun¬ 
shine as I approoched it. I asked for Miss 
Alison of the gardener who opened the gate 
to my ponies. 

“Miss Alison, is it, Miss Jeanio Douglas?” 
returned the old man, with an astonished look. 
“Have ye no heard, and the pair lassie at 
death’s-door? But the mistress’ within, and’ll 
tell it ye best.” 

He rang the bell, and in compliance with 
my request, Mrs. Campbell came out to speak 
with me. She told me that Alison had been 
very ill, and was only just recovered enough 
to be sent away from home; she had insisted 
on going the moment she was able, and only 
the day before had started Then Mrs. Camp¬ 
bell suddenly remembered that Alison had left 
a letter for Miss Janet M*Kenzie, and sent up 
to her room for it, with many apologies for her 
own forgetfulness. 

“I meant to have sent it this morning,” she 
said; “but, to tell the truth, I only got up a 
little while ago, having been broken of my rest 
a good deal lately.” 

She told me that Alison was gone to friends 
in a neighboring State. Her aunt had accom¬ 
panied her. I found I was not likely to gain 
much iuformation from her drawling gossip, so 
I made my adieus, and drove away homo in a 
maze of curiosity and distress, to give aunt 
Janet her letter. Sometime passed before I 
had an opportunity, but at length she left the 
invalid with Donald, and I followed her to her 
room. 

My aunt took the note in silence, and after 
reading it, handed it, without a word, to me. 
This was what it contained: 

“Miss Janet M‘Kenzie —You have told me 
of your nephew’s promiso to his father—not to 
aee me at least for a year—considered by you 
tantamount to an eternal separation. Neither 
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from you or from his father do I learn that he 
has made any explanation of his or my con¬ 
duct, nor defence against the aspersions which 
his action must cast upon me. You are quite 
right in saying it is best that we should part. 
I have been entirely mistaken in the character 
and principles of Mr. Donald M'Kenzie, and, 
in my turn, I make you a promise—that I will 
not see him for a year, and will never again, 
of my own free purpose, set eyes on his face. 

“ I have accepted the loan of the money you 
left on the day of your visit, because, only in 
doing so, can I further your wishes, as my 
brother would give me neither consent or aid 
toward the end I have in view. This must not 
reach Mr. Donald McKenzie’s father, as I am 
bound by a promiso not to explain anything to 
him. When you hear from me agaip, your 
nephew will be entirely free from any thought of 
“Alison Campbell.” 

Aunt Janet sat very still, staring at the let¬ 
ter I held, and I stared from it to her and back, 
utterly bewildered by this stern emanation 
from the creature I had considered little more 
than a pretty child. At last I said, 

“Aunt Janet, what (lo you mean to do?” 

“What should I do, child?” returned she, 
trying to appear at her ease. “What should 
I do but let it pass? The lassie’s right, and 
brave, too; and so all trouble is saved us.” 

“But, auntie,” I urged, “do you know that 
she is ill, and has been near dying before she 
could make up her mind to this? You’re too 
hard upon her; you’re cruel, just because of 
your pride for uncle and Donald! I’ll never 
believe that brave little thing has been wrong; 
ill-judged, maybe, and worse advised, with her 
brother at her shoulder; but she is true at 
heart. I’d stake my life on that.” 

“Let be, child,” said aunt Janet. “All’s 
well enough if the lassie keeps her word. 
You’d not have your uncle fashed, and him 
just up from the gates of death, ye may #ay.” 

“But, aunt Janet-” 

“ ’ Deed, then, ye’re a wearisome handful, 
with your buts! Let be, I say, Jeanie; ye’re 
too young to meddle. Donald will juel care 
after his father, and the whole ’ll blow over. 
Lassies don’t die of heartache,” said my aunt, 
with a sort of sigh, as if she knew about it. 

The days went on, and I felt certain from 
Don’s face, that he had learned of Alisou’s ill¬ 
ness and departure; but my uncle would 
scarcely allow him to be five minutes absent 
from the sick-room, and would take food from 
no hands but his. 
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A month passed on. Dou fell into an odd, 
passive state; he scarcely spoke outside of his 
fat her’8 room, and was getting to look nearly 
.as worn and wasted as tny uncle himself. 

My heart ached for him, and ull the selfish 
love was nearly gone from it, when I thought 
of the greater pain those two must be suffer¬ 
ing—this gentle-looking, but firm Alison, and 
my darling Don. 

Two months were almost gone, since uncle’s 
illness, and lie was at last so far recovered as 
to find strength in the bracing November air 
and sunshine. One day, as he was sitting on 
the piazza, where he had been wheeled, and 
aunt Janet by his side, Donald sauntered to¬ 
ward the grove, at the side of the house, and 
my uncle motioned me to follow him—he seemed 
utterly wretched if some one of us were not 
constantly with my cousin. Sol hurried away, 
-and overlook Don in one of the broad paths, 
walking with his head down, so listless or pre¬ 
occupied, that he hardly noticed when I laid my 
hand on his arm. 

“ Don, dear, tell me what is wearing on you 
•o,” i said, abruptly. “Do tell me. I’m not 
loo proud to beg again for your confidence.” 

“There’s nothing, Jcanie—nothing that you 
could do to help me,” he answered. 

“But tell me; do tell me, Don! It’s better 
than keeping it shut up in your heart, and 
.brooding over it. You love Alison Campbell. 
I know that much. Dou’t be vexed, Don, 
don’t!” 

“I’m not vexed, Jcanie. I do lovo her, and 
•oe, she will not see me, hear me, nor receive 
letter or message from me; I have done wrong. 
I Was a coward where my father’s peace was 
concerned. I was silent. I waited, hoping 
*for better times. I should have been more 
manly, for her sake.” 

I shuddered to think how much aunt Janet’s 
visit had to do with this wretchedness; but, of 
course, I did not betray her. Poor Don, he 
was only a boy, after all; not quite twenty 
yet; and I will sny for him, he was brave 
enough, in all conscience—it was only where 
his father was concerned that he ever hesitated 
in what he knew was right, be the consequences 
what they might. 

1 attempted to speak a few comforting words, 
but they sounded poor and trivial enough, 
though Don tried to smile at me, to show that 
he did not reject my sympathy, lamely as it 
was expressed. 

“But nothing is of any use now,” he said, 
after a little; “I could do nothing that would 
make matters better. It would be useless to 


torment my father, by striking another blow 
at him, when Alison refuses to see me, to read 
my letters-” 

He broke off abruptly. Presently he added, 
in an odd, choked voice, “ There’s nothing but 
to do this duty which is at hand, and wait. 
Maybe, sometime, Alison will relent.” 

He hurried down the winding path, making 
me a sign not to follow. I felt that I could in 
no way soothe or give him comfort. It was only 
an added pain for mo to probe his grief and 
force him into speech, by expressions of sym¬ 
pathy, however heartfelt. 

The days went on, and almost three monthB of 
careful nursing had made uncle quite com¬ 
fortable, and the subject of Don’s return to his 
university, and uncle’s going across sea, to be 
near him, seemed the only subject about which 
there was much conversation among us. 

Uncle began, at last, to be troubled about 
Don’s pale face, and it was finally decided that 
we should all travel for awhile. 

Qf laUe, the invalid had fancied having me a 
great deal with him, and we usually avoided 
the subject of Don’s failing health. I could 
soe that it preyed upon my uncle's mind, and I 
often wondered if he knew the reason. 

One day, after we had been sitting n long 
time silent, he turned to me suddenly, and 
asked, 

“Jeanie, where is the Campbell girl?” 

“Oh! she has been dreadfully ill since you 
were,’* I answered, “and has gone away from 
home; but I don’t know where.” 

I made no further reply, and again we sat in 
silence; but I cj>uld soo that my uncle was 
watching me closely. 

At last he said, testily, 

“Why don’t you go on, Jeanie, and tell mo 
you think me a hard old man, caring more for 
gratifying my own will than I do for my son’s 
happiness ?” 

I knew by the very tone of his voice bow 
sorely he suffered to think that Don believedtso. 

“Dear uncle,” I said, “how could I sny you 
are hard, when you have always been so good 
to your lonely, little Jeanie-” 

44 Whom I wished to have for my daughter,” 
ho interposed. 

I hid my face awhile from sight on his bosom, 
but when 1 had cried a little, very gently, I 
remembered how selfish it would be, if I did 
not think of Donald, and use uncle’s tender 
mood to aid him. 

44 Uncle,” I whispered in his ear, “if I could 
make you believe how good and true, I am 
certain Alison Campbell is, wouldn't you. 
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couldn’t you give me a hope that you would 
listen to Donald’s wishes ?” 

“Oh, Jeanie,my maid!” returned he, “you’re 
talking against your own happiness. Nay, 
never sob; your old uncle will care for you, 
and knows what’s best for you and Donald.” 

So, as soon as I might, I gqt rid of my tears, 
and shame of my own folly gave me courage 
to talk. 

“Donald does’nt love me, uncle, and he does 
love Alison; why, she’s like a blush-rose, and 
I’m only brown and plain. And, uncle, I don’t 
care for Don as you think. Maybe I was near 
to it, being a silly tiling; but it’s all over 
long ago, and I’m just to-day with you, and 
will be your daughter in love, instead of law— 
and I deubt that’s better.” 

I said ever so much more. Indeed, I never 
managed to talk so fast in my life ; and I made 
uncle smile a little, and then almost cry, when 
I told him I was sure Alison was like her mo¬ 
ther, and not greedy and sharp after silver, 
liko the Campbells. 

The next day, at luncheon-time, the post 
came in; a large package fell to Donald’s 
share, and I saw my uncle, from his sofa, eye¬ 
ing it curiously. 

Don's pale face grew fairly ghastly, ns he 
broke the seals, and began to read one of the 
papers that fell from the envelope. He made 
a move to go out of the room, but claiming my 
help by a sign, unelc managed to get off his 
sofa, and before Don knew it, his father’s hand 
was on his shoulder. 

“Can’t my boy trust his loving old father?” 
he asked, softly. 

Donald turned, looking in uncle’s face, with 
such woeful eyes, that the old man sat abruptly 
down in the nearest chair. Another moment, 
Don was hanging over him, half-kneeling by 
him, and the package of papers was in uncle’s 
hand. 

I sat trembling, but literally unable to get 
up and go away, and aunt Janet never uttered 
a word, from her seat by the window, while 
uncle read. 

“Oh, Donald! Donald!” I heard him say; 
then in a steadier voice, “Is it true that you 
were this poor girl’s husband?” 

“Let me tell you everything,” Don said. 
And this was the poor, little story, which, if 
not very romantic, could hold a heartbreak. 

Soon after Don’s return home, h$ had gone 
with one of the large parties that often charter 
a steamer for Lake Superior. Alison Camp¬ 
bell and # her mother were among the number. 
One evening, they had charades and tableaux. 


In one of the former, a marriage ceremony was 
said between Alison and Donald. The next 
day, before he left the boat, the stranger, who 
played the part of priest, told Don that he was 
a justico of the peace, and the marriage would 
be valid, if both parties consented. 

Mr. Campbell was worrying Alison to accept 
some friend of his own, whom he wished for a 
business partner, and the poor girl was so wor¬ 
ried and tortured that, to save her, Donald 
wrote to this magistrate, and they confounded 
Campbell with the news that Alison was al¬ 
ready a wife, 

“Oh, Donald ! Donald !” groaned my unde. 
“If ye’d only spoken—if ye'd just told me tha 
truth! How came ye, boy, to make me that 
promise not to see her?” 

I could not help breaking into the conver¬ 
sation, and I said, quickly. 

“ Don’t you remember, uncle, you never gave 
Donald time to speak—you took his promise for 
granted, and hurried uwayjust as I was coming 
into the room. There’s been no chance since; 
you were ill that very day.” 

“What’s the lassie’s letter?” called out aunt 
Janet, from the window. “Will she no give 
up our Donald, and her keeping my thousand 
pounds that I paid for him ?” 

Donald sprang to his feet with a bound. I laid 
my hand on his arm. After a little struggle 
with himself, he banded nunt Janet one of the 
letters, and turned away. Aunt Jnnet put on 
her spectacles, which gave her a ludicrous re¬ 
semblance to a white owl, unfolded the letter, 
and spelled it through in an audible tone. 

“I send Mr. Donald M‘Kcniie a legal di¬ 
vorce, which will make him as free as hie 
father or aunt could wish. I send him, too, a 
score of his notes, presents which are of no 
value whatever to me. To obtain this freedom 
for him and myself, I have used Miss M‘Ken- 
zie’s money, which I shall Dot be able to repay 
until the end of two years, when I attain my 
majority. I returu the will which she left aa 
a proof of her future intentions. I do not sell 
my heart to the McKenzies—a gift so vnluable 
as the freedom and honor of Mr. Donald, I am 
happy to make to them, without money, and 
without price. 

“Alison Campbell.” 

“The lassie keeps her promise.” said aunt 
Janet. “ Hoch ! But she’s a proud one. Fd 
not have thought a Campbell of them all-" 

She was interrupted, impatiently, by my 
uncle, who desired an explicit account of the 
visit we had made her. Then he told us his 
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story, while Donald sat listening. Mr. Camp¬ 
bell had been the cause of my uncle’s illness, 
for he came in his wrath with a story, that, 
from bis haste, sounded so much worse than 
the truth, that it became the one more 
drop in my uncle’s cup than he could bear, 
and brought on the paralytic shock with which 
he had been threatened for months. 

It was hard for my uncle to believe in the 
integrity of any of the Campbell tribe. I 
doubt if anything but Alison's determination 
to free Donald could have thoroughly con¬ 
vinced him of her trutli and uprightness. 

The whole mystery was clear now, niul my 
UBcle begged Donald to go at once and make 
bis peace; but Donald knew her too well to 
hope even that he would be admitted to her 
presence. Aunt Janet, at last, volunteered to 
start in search of Donald’s maiden wife, and I 
went to Mrs. Campbell to obtain her address. 

The end of the matter was, that wo all 
started with nunt Janet, even to my uncle, 
who was, apparently, the most eager of the 
party. 

It was at a small town, in Indiana, where 
our journey ended. Alison had never sufii- 
ciently recovered her strength to return, Mrs. 
Campbell told my nunt. 

Aunt Janet and I wnited at the hotel, while 
my uncle and Donald went to the house where 
the poor girl was staying. I can only tell you 
of the meeting, as uncle described it to me 
after. 

Alison came bravely into the room, nt the 
message my uncle sent up in his own name— 


came in, and at. sight of Donald, all her courage 
and pride gave way ; but before sho could move 
or speak, uncle had her bauds in his, and was 
saying, 

“She’ll be too brave a lass not to forgivebn 
old man, who begs for love and pardon.” 

Then ho made the case plain to*hcr, in his 
own straight-forward way, and sho was able to 
see how Donald’s silence had been forced upon 
him, and that, if she had read one of the let¬ 
ters he had written her from his father’s bed¬ 
side, she might have understood iJcforo that he 
was neither false or a coward. 

“But it’s not you I’m blaming,” said my 
uncle; “it’s myself and the boy. Ye’ll forgive 
me, doubtless, for the sake of my gray hairs; 
but I’d not ask the same leniency for the lad 
there, ye may make sure.” 

And, somehow, they all laughed and cried at 
once; and so it was easier to get down from 
tragedy to ordinary ways; and finally, aunt Ja¬ 
net and I appeared on the scene, and carried 
uncle off. 

When, a few days after, wc all started back 
home together, it had been settled by Alison’s 
firm, little will, that. Donald’s year nt the for¬ 
eign university was to bo fulfilled, thereby 
keeping all promises, ns she said, archly. At 
the end of the time the real marriage was to 
take place. 

I need not tell you that aunt Janet’s re¬ 
markable testament was never altered in sub¬ 
stance, and that long before Donald’s year of 
probation ended, my uncle was nearly as ar¬ 
dent a lover of the pretty maid as hi$ son. 


LOVE NOT THE PAST ALONE. 

BY W. unUNTON 


Wi sing the praise of olden days. 

When castle walls were strong; 

When men in unns despised alarms. 

And lived In love and song. 

Then heroes brave, defied the grave, 

To guard the helpless fair; 

And win from fame, lho gentlo name, 

High lords nnd ladies share! 

I envy not their good old lot, 

Their-maids of royal line; 

But turn and praise the present days, 

And one I count os mine 1 

When Knight and Squire, dared flood and fire, 
"Twas worthy minstrel's lay. 

And meet the gaze, they sweetly praise, 

Of beauty bright and guy. 

Yet see not there alone the fair. 

True martial strength and need, 


Our times divide, with them tho pride, 
Of princoly word and deed! 

I envy not their far-famed lot, 

Those maids of high degree ; 

But turn nnd praise tho preseut days. 
And one so true to me! 

We still nmy trend whore warriors bled, 
And share their hate of wrong; 

Cross flood and field, till foeiuen yield, 
And peace resounds in song. 

For us sweet oyos, in fond surprise, 

Shall smile to aid the right, * 

And hearts of love their valor prove, 
Unchanged in faith and might. 

I envy not brave knighthood's lot, 

Its beauty fair and free: 

But turn and praise the present days, 
And one that's dear to me 1 
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CHAPTER XII. 

44 Yes, mother, it is the truth; I have seen 
the young lady more than once.” 

“ I know it, Ivan. You have been seen walk¬ 
ing by her side in the street.” 

Mrs. Lambert spoke calmly, but with a cold 
intonation of the voice that her step-son under¬ 
stood ns something far more expressive than an 
outburst of anger; but his answer was as quiet 
as her question had been. 

44 Once or twice I found myself on the same 
side-walk with the young lady, to whom I havo 
been properly introduced.” 

44 Properly introduced! How can that be? 
There is no proper introduction between a 
shop-girl and a young gentleman of position 
and fortune,” replied the lady, with an angry 
flush on her chocks. 

• 44 Position, if you please ; but as for the for¬ 
tune, that depends- I claim nothing on 

expectations. It would be arrogance if I did.” 

“This is a sudden fit of humility, Ivan.” 

“No, madam, it is not sudden; the thought 
has been in my mind a long time. No man has 
a right U> discount on tho future, or waste his 
energies because there is no immediate need 
that they should be put forth. Say that I am 
young, well educated, and havo just property 
enough, from my father, for individual inde¬ 
pendence, and you will have defined my posi¬ 
tion exactly. Is it so very much better than 
that of tho young lady we arc speaking of?” 

“The young lady, ns you call her, is a shop¬ 
girl,” answered Mrs. Lambert, with unsup¬ 
pressed scorn. 

44 And in that my superior. She earns her 
own independence, and aids those more help¬ 
less than hersdf, while I- Well, it is use¬ 

less to say what my life has been, when the 
greatest energies I have been called upon to 
put forth, is exerted in collecting your rents, 
and depositing your money.” 

“But you are my son—not one person in ten 
remembers that you are not actually so. Sonic 
day, if you do nothing to prevent it, the bulk 
of my property will be yours. I shall not 
60 


forget your sister, of course; but all the real 
estate must descend to a Lambert. It is a proud 
old name, and needs wealth to sustain it. To 
your father I gave that, wealth. It was*a part 
of his greatness, and lifted him above all the 
potty economies which have degraded the Ame¬ 
rican ministers abroad. It was my pride that 
through tne his position at tho Imperial Court 
had no such humiliating difficulties.” 

“And it was Itls pride, for he told me so a 
hundred times, that no high-born lady of that 
proud land ever filled a lofty position with more 
dignity and grace. Young, beautiful, and rich 
in acquirements, how could it be otherwise? 
Ah, madam, lie thought less of your wealth 
than of those other tilings. Where love is, 
gold sinks to the bottom.” 

Mrs. Lambert did not reply at once; a cold 
shadow crept over the animation of her face, 
and she answered at last. 

“Love i3 a delirium, which comes In force 
and power but once in a lifetime—a dangerous 
insanity; never let it overpower your reason, 
Ivan. Of all tho passions it is most to be 
| dreaded.” 

| 14 But how is one to guard against it, madam ?” 

; 44 1 cannot advise,” answered the lady, “for 

; no human being ever took the counsel, patiently, 

■ of another, when this passion was upon him. 

; I can only warn you, my son, that no greater 
I trouble comes on earth than springs out of a 
: low-born union. It is the one mistake which 
can never be wholly retrieved—class should 
match with class.” 

“ But what constitutes class in a republic, 
mother, where society is ever changing? One 
must merge into the other. Look at the social 
upheaving which the war has brought about, 
where the very lowest strata of society has been 
forced to the surface, and claims rank with the 
best.” 

“I know, I know!” cried the lady, im¬ 
patiently. 44 Poverty itself is better than 
that!” 

“ It seems to me that honorable birth, talent, 
and pure morals, should form the aristocracy 
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of a great nation—these are personal attributes 
which cannot be attained by accident or dis¬ 
honesty, as money is often acquired.” 

Mrs. Lambert made an impatient movement 
with her hand. 

“ It is useless arguing, Ivan. Class must be 
. distinguished as we find it. The Lamberts 
have no need to doubt their position in any 
country. Be careful not to imperil it by too 
open attentions to the girl I have been speak¬ 
ing of.” 

“ But, mother, she is refined and beautiful.’* 

“So much the more dangerous.” 

“Thoroughly educated, accomplished, even.** 

“ Perhaps! How am I to know ?” 

“You have seen her, heard her speak.” 

“Yes, I have seen that she is dangorously 
beautiful; heard her speak with shrinking, 
that seemed almost repulsive. Ivan! Ivan! 
let me never hear of her again!” 

“ How can you be so prejudiced, mother, 
knowing so little of the poor girl?” 

“ How much can you know, Ivan?” 

“Everything. I have taken pains to in¬ 
quire.” 

“Knowing that she was a shop-girl, what 
more did you wish to learn?” 

^ “All that could be told.” 

“Well, what did y ou learn?** 

The lady spoke breathlessly, as if the subject 
pained her, and she was impatient to end it. 

“ I learned who her parents were.” 

“Well?” 

“ Her father was a policeman.** 

“A policeman! Well, what more?” 

“Who is dead. This girl is helping to sup¬ 
port his widow and two other children, one a 
confirmed invalid. They are very poor.” 

“Then leave them in their poverty, I charge 
you.” 

Mrs. Lambert spoke with unusual warmth. 
The subject had disturbed her greatly. Some¬ 
thing more deep and subtle than her indomi¬ 
table pride had been touched, of which she was 
even herself unconscious. 

That moment a card was brought into the 
dainty boudoir in which this conversation had 
been held, which was followed so quickly by 
Miss Lucy Spicer, that there was no possibility 
of refusing her admission, even if the occupants 
of the room had desired it. But her presence 
was welcome to the lady, for she arose promptly 
to receive her guest, glad to escape a subject 
which was hateful to her. 

“ Looking younger and more lovely than 
ever!” exclaimed Miss Spicer, after kissing 
the lady with enthusiasm. “I wonder if it 


will be possible for me to grow handsomer as 
I grow older? Of course not. It’s only one 
or two women in a generation that can do that. 
Now this is a treat, Mr. Lambert; one never 
expects to find you at home; but here, with 
mamma, in this bijou of a room, is a surprise. 
Come, now, let.us make up before the mater¬ 
nal ancestor. It wasn’t my fault. I couldn’t, 
for the life of me, help seeing you, and that 
abominably handsomo shop-girl. Why didn’t 
you take a back street?” 

“Then it was you. I could not imagine who 
had done me the honor of reporting my move¬ 
ments,” said the young man, bowing low. 

“Angry, ha! Don’t like people to make a 
note of his little escapades. Well, it isn’t quite 
fair. But when otic overleaps all the barriers 
of society so bravely, of course, he must expect 
it to be known.” 

“And, of course, young ladies who have 
nothing else to do. must be expected to mag¬ 
nify and multiply the news.” 

Miss Spicer threw up her hands. 

“Nothing else to do! Now I like that; as 
if there ever was seen a creature so hard¬ 
working as a young lady in society. Only 
think of the notes one has to write; putting 
off disagreable people, and entering on the 
other set; the shopping; the walks down town 
just as business breaks up, when crowds of 
us turn southward as steadily as sunflowers 
keep with the sun; hunting down dress-makers, 
tormenting milliners, reading all tho Punch 
novels, little flirtations with one’s music-master, 
learning love phrases with one’s Italian teacher. 
I tell you, Mr. Lambert, one has to crowd life 
even to get in gossip and scandal enough to 
spice it respectably. Don’t talk to me about 
having nothing else to do.” 

“I never will again. The occupations you 
enumerate arc too grand and noblo for dis¬ 
pute. Hereafter I shall sot down a fashion¬ 
able young lady as the busiest and most useful 
creatures on earth.” 

“Of course wo are. Eternally on the go, 
scarcely timo to breathe from morning till 
night.” 

“ Perhaps that is why so many of them are 
called, ‘fast,’ ” said Lambert, demurely. 

“Oh, you abominable creature!” cried .the 
young lady, shaking her cane-parasol at Lam¬ 
bert. “That’s intended for me; but I don’t ac¬ 
cept it. You are to consider me as among the 
prudes and conservatives, i^member. Did I 
not come here to rebuke your own fast con¬ 
duct? Don’t expeot to get rid of the shop-girl 
by attacking me.” 
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“ I have no wish to get ri*l of her in any way, 
Miss Spicer,” said Lambert, gravely. “Nor 
do I care to make her the subject of this con¬ 
versation. Mother, have you any commands?” 

Mrs. Lambert, who had been quietly listen¬ 
ing to this war of words, shook her head. 

“ Oh ! if you are going down the Aveuue, I 
don’t mind walking a block or two,” said the 
irrepressible Miss Spicer, pulling down her 
lace musk, and grasping the coral-mounted 
handle of her parasol, as if it had, in fact, been 
a cane. “It will require something of that 
kind to set you right, after that promenade 
with the lady we don’t care to mention. But, 
wait one moment, I had forgotten what brought 
me here. Mrs. Lambert, do give me your ad¬ 
vice. I have a card for that Mrs. Carter’s 
party. What shall I do about it?” 

Mrs. Lambert looked up quickly, and a flush 
of unusual color came into her face. 

“I—I beg pardon; what did you ask, Miss 
Spicer?” 

“ Only if I can venture ou accepting. She is 
so awful*shoddy, it will be great fun.” 

“I have received cards,” answered Mrs. 
Lambert, quietly, “and it is barely possible 
that I may accept.” 

Miss Spicer let her parasol drop to the floor, 
and clapped both hands. 

“That is splendid! Then we can all accept. 
They tell me her house was like a curiosity- 
shop, when her brother, a great artist, came 
from abroad, and pitched all the trash she had 
been collecting into the stable. He’s splendid, 
every one says! Awfully handsome, and so 
aristocratic. I know half a dozen girls that 
are dying to go on his account. The wall¬ 
flowers are all in a flutter, I can tell you, for 
he isn’t young.” 

Mrs. Lambert arose hastily, walked across 
the room, and re-arranged the folds of nil 
amber-satin curtain, that fell over a broad 
window of the boudoir. In her nervous ha9te, 
she loosened the heavy cords that held it, flood¬ 
ing the window with silken drapery, aid the 
room with mellow, golden light. 

Miss Spicer laughed, lifted her parasol from 
the floor, and began gathering up the folds of 
silk with it, thus throwing Mrs. Lambert’s 
face into full light. 

“Why how strange you look!” she said, in 
her reckless way. “ Pale as a ghost! Wanted 
air, and going to open the window. I’ll do it 
for you.” * 

A gust of fresh air swept through the open 
sash, and brought some color to Mrs. Lam¬ 
bert’s face. 


“Are you better, dear madam?” said Ivan* 
approaching the window with tender anxiety. 

“Better! No, indeed ! I’ve not been ill. It 
was only the shadows throwij from this yeliow- 
drapery. Help me draw the cords. No, no! 
leave the lace down, a softened light is plea¬ 
santer. Now, Ivan, I will not detain you or 
Miss Spicer from your walk.” 

“That is giving us both a polite dismissal,” 
cried the young lady, laughing. “ Well, come 
along, Mr. Lambert, your maternal ancestor 
gives permission I won’t take your arm, 
unless you insist. No one will have a right 
to think us engaged, if I don’t, not even the 

pretty- What, frowning! Well, I never 

will say she’s pretty again—never! never! 
never!” 

It was some moments before Miss Spicer’s 
voice died away at the front door; nnd for a 
long time Mrs. Lambert walked to and fro on 
that moss-like carpet, trending down its cluster¬ 
ing blossoms as if she longed to trample them 
out of sight forever. The elegant coldness of 
her manner had vanished entirely; her hands 
were clenched, her lips moved, uttering nothing 
but shadowy words, until at last they broke 
into sound. 

“So they will make a lion of him. Even 
these girls have found out how more than 
handsome he is; how infinitely above the 
shallow men they profess to admire. Great 
heavens! has it come to this? Thirty-seven 
years of age, and jealous of him now, as I was 
then ! Oh, how I’did love him—how I do love 
him! Can such feelings die? Can the grave 
bury them? Can a human soul cast them off? 
And I, I met him with scorn. The madness of 
that fatal hour seized upon me when he stood 
before my face, like one from the tomb. How 
could I look him in the face ? Why was it that 
my pride refused to bow itself, while half my 
being yearned toward him ? What does he 
think of me? Scorn and loathing! Scorn and 
loathing ! What else can I expect ? What else 
would a sane woman wish ? But is this sanity? 
Will this passion haunt me forever? Even 
then, is it not better than the barren life I 
have led all these years?” 

The woman, too restless for continued mo¬ 
tion, threw herself on a couch, and buried her 
hot cheek in its amber cushions, as she bad 
done years before, when love for this one man 
threw her Reart into tumults of tenderness or 
doubt. Had years done nothing for her then ? 
Had time dug no gulf between them ? Had 
silence, like that of the grave, failed to chill 
her soul into indifference? 
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He had asked none of these questions. Would 5 tion to his sister's house, as her own wishes 
he ever care to have them answered ? Was the { might dictate. 

heart, he had given her, dead? Yes, yes! he j The note was cold and formal enough. I^oss 
had left her to bitter retribution. Had he re- { said nothing of his own wishes, but left her 
proaohed her, there would have been some j free—a thing which no woman ever yet de- 
cliance of defence. Had he entreated, as he \ sired, where the man she loved was concerned, 
did once. But, no; her sin against him had j But, chilling ns it was, this woman pressed it 
been too great; how could love or fogiveness i to her mouth and her heart, with a wild, pas- 
outlive that? j sionate fervor, never known to her girlhood, 

This woman was not given to weeping, but J or that of any other woman. Over and ever 
she cried like a child now. For weeks and j again she devoured the words with her eyes, 
weeks she had expected this man to seek her \ and would, if possible, have plucked them from 
again. In spite of everything, she had a linger- j the paper with her lips. Would she go ? Would 
ing faith in the love which had seemed immor- • she meet him again? Y’es; if an army had 
tal, and the great nobility which had been \ stood between her and him, she would have 
capable of infinite forgiveness. But he did not j forced a passage through. So completely had 
come; and now she heard hi9 name uttered by j her heart taken up its old passion for the man 
that flighty girl, suddenly, and with flippant j she had cruelly wronged. 

ease, as if it were not a thousand times re- i Miss Spicer was not given to much cere- 
moved from her, or the women she coupled < mony at the Lambert mansion, and, in an hour 
with it. | after she went down those broad steps with 

While the woman lay thus wounding her { Ivan Lambert, her high-heeled boots pattered 
soul with bitter memories, her maid canve in, j up them again ; for tho young man had lifted 
saw that she was resting, and left a note upon j his hat politely to her, when they came oppo- 
the table near her couch. She started up, ns { site to a fashionable clubrhousc, and Bought 
the door closed, holding her breath. It was i refuge there. The young lady stood on the 
from him; she knew that before the address j sidewalk long enough to get up a laugh, and 
met her eye—knew it by the wild tumult in j clench her parasol, which she shook at him, to 
her bosom, by the joy and pain that thrilled* the edification and delight of half a dozen young 
her from head to foot. > men gathered in the club-house windows. Then 

How strangely her name looked written in l she retraced her steps, and, much to her dis- 
that hand. The seal—ah, yes! she remem-^ gust, walked up the Avenue alone, making keen 
bered it. Letters upon a tombstone could not j observations us she went. All at once, slicstartcd 
have made her so sad. Her fingers were cold j off into a quick walk, and, having obtained 
as she broke the wai, and, ok! how they trem- j admittance at the front door, ran up stairs, 
bled as she unfolded the paper underneath. | Without waiting for an answer to her knock, 
The note began coldly. It addressed her as \ she darted into tho boudoir, and found Mrs. 
Mrs. Lambert—the hateful name that clung \ Lambert lying on the couch, 
around her like a serpent, now. In that name j «* Bo get up, this minute, Mrs. Lambert; 
the writer embodied ten thousand reproaches—! they are going by—that girl and the gentle- 
a world of withering contempt. It was need- | man we were talking of. What an awful flirt 
less, she thought, to utter it in any other form, j she must be—first one inan and then another. 
Still, he made, or implied, a request—that was I It’s just awful! Oh, how I wish you could see 
something; a request^ where he might have! her now !** 

commanded, and sbe would not have dared to j Mrs. Lambert started from lrer couch, and 
disobey. It was a little thing. He had just j hurried to the window, urged forward by an 
learned that an invitation had been sent to j impulse that swept away her usual slow grace 
Mrs. Lambert for his sister’s party—a thing of movement. Miss Spicer Was astonished at 
he had not thought to provide ngainst—and : the impetuosity with which that delicate hand 
which might seem like nn ungenerous effort to ; dashed the lace curtains from before the glass, 
place her in a false position. It was, perhaps, ; Quick as lightning, those jealous eyes took 
best that they two should learn to meet in the I in the two figures moving along the opposite 
world, to whivh she belonged, and thus spare ! sidewalk. Both were tall and of commanding 
themselves the pain of such accidental en- { presence. The man’s head was slightly bent; 
counters, ns circumstances might force upon > the girl’s face was uplifted, and she waslisten- 
them; but of that, she must judge, and hold ' ing to him, with a smile on her lip. Truly, she 
herself free to accopt, or refuse, this in vita- j was beautiful. The face, too, seemed familiar; 
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something she remembered afar off, came back 
to her, as she looked upon it; something lost 
and* vaguely regretted; but what, or when 
known, she could not tell—the attempt was 
like groping through a dream. 

“ Is that- the man Ross you were speaking 
of?” 

Mrs. Lambert’s voice was low and forced. 
The lace which she grasped shook in her hand 
so violently, that Lucy Spicer must have seen 
it, if she had not been crouching on the floor, 
and watching the two people through the lower 
sash. As it was, she only answered, 

“Yes, that’s the man! Splendid, isn’t he? 
but old enough to be her father. Oh, I hope 
she’ll catch him, if it’s only to spite Ivan! for 
he treats me shamefully; indeed he docs. If I 
could only give myself time, I’m sure it would 
break my heart, *he way he goes on.” 

Mrs. Lambert heard nothing of this. She 
was only conscious of a quick, darting pain, 
which settled down into leaden heaviness, 
through which she could hardly breathe. 
Those two p *ople went slowly out of sight, the 
lace dropped from her hand and settled down, 
softly, as snow-flakes fall, under the warm 
amber of the curtains. In this rich twilight 
the woman hid her pallor, and the red flush 
about her eyes, from the curious girl, who still 
sat watching on the carpet, and went back to 
her couch, hearing the clatter of that ceaseless 
tongue as men listen to a far-off wind. 

“Mrs. Lambert, now remember, you saw 
this girl flirting like wild-fire with a man she 
never saw before half a dozen times in her 
life; that’s certain, for I’ve taken pains to find 
out all about him. There never was so great an 
artist born as he has been. Gets thousands and 
thousands for a picture; so that he don’t trouble 
himself to paint for common people. Besides 
all that, lie’s the only brother that rich Mrs. 
Carter has got; and her husband says he don’t 
want a better heir to his property; so he’ll be 
an awful catch, everyway ; quite too good for 
that creature; and if it wasn’t for getting into 
a scrape with Ivan, I’d cut in there. I have a 
mind to do it now. It would servo Ivan right 
for daring to walk with her and own it to my 
face. Couldn’t even take the trouble to cheat 
m-j with a fib. I hope you’ll give it to him, 
Mrs. Lambert: he don’t care a cent for what 
Isay. Won't you, now ?” 

Here the young heiress gathered her plump 
little person from the carpet, and knelt, down 
by the prostrate woman, who lay with her face 
turned to the cushions, which her hands 
grasped nervously. 


“You will talk with him, Mrs. Lambert, 
alone, and earnestly.” 

“Talk with him! No, that can never be 
again!” cried the woman, in her passionate 
grief, lifting herself from the couch. “Why 
should we two be alone. I am nothing to him. 
That day lias gone with my youth and beauty: 
these it was that he loved—and how much of 
them is left?” 

The unhappy lady threw out her arms, ns if 
appealing to her own image. In a great mirror 
opposite her couch, the pale, anxious, dis¬ 
turbed shadow of a woman flung out Ire* arms 
also, as if repelling her appeal. Mis? Spicer 
was astonished; she had been speaking of 
young Lambert, and found this burst of feeling 
incomprehensible. 

“Now I’m sure you are mistaken,” she said. 
“Men don’t care a bit about their mother’s 
beauty, and can’t, in reason, expect them to be 
young. I’m sure Ivan loves you a great deal 
belter than most sons love their own parents. 
So do think of it, and give him a good talking 
to; for pne thing is certain, I’m not going to 
lake up with a shop-girl’s leavings.” 

In a confused, weary way, Mrs. Lambert 
comprehended that the girl was speaking of 
her own affairs, and had no idea of the anguish 
which had made her so reckless of exposure. 
She had seldom lost her proud self-possession 
so thoroughly, and made a strong effort to 
recover herself before that sharp girl could 
observe how disproportioned her agitation was 
to the ostensible subject, in question. 

“ Excuse me, Lucy, my head is aching fear¬ 
fully.” 

“Poor doar! I know how to pity you; only 
mine is the heart, which your cruel son is just 
breaking,” answered Miss Spicer, pressing 
both hands to her right side, just where the 
organ she spoke of wa9 not, and shaking her 
head woefully. 

This attempt at the sentimental did more 
toward restoring Mrs. Rambert’s composure 
than any amount of reasoning could have done. 
A keen sense of ridicule broke up the tumult 
of feeling that had almost prostrated her, and, 
spite of it all, she smiled. 

“ How am I expected to help you, Lucy?” 
she said, with a degree ef her usual sweet 
manner. 

“Why, Mrs. Lambert, I have just been tell¬ 
ing you.” 

“But that was while my head ached so 
badly.” 

“Well, if people won’t listen, it’s of no use 
to ask advice; but, if I must say it all Over- 
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again, I want you, in short, to give that son of 
your’s a good, hard scolding.” 

“I nevei scold,” answered Mrs. Lambert, 
with a grave smile, for there was trouble at 
her heart yet, not the less felt because pride 
held it in abeyance. 

“Well, then, stop giving him money.” 

“Oh! but I rather think he would like that, 
Lucy.” 

“Like it! Like it! No he wouldn’t!” 

“I don’t know; he’s getting restless, of 
late.” 

“Ever since he saw that girl—I wish that 
shawl had been in the bottom of the Red Sea! 
Oh! if I had her within reach of my cnr.o- 
par&sol for ten minutes! Did you ever sec such 
a great, tall thing as she is? Sweeps along 
like a peacock. Oh, mercy! There he is com¬ 
ing! Don’t toll him that I've been here. I’ll 
run down the back stairs, and out through the 
garden!” 


CHAPTER XIII. 

Ida Laurence was dressing for her first 
party, and the very anticipation of its delights 
gave resplendence to the wonderful beauty of 
her face. She was young, ambitious, and rich 
in that vivid talent which doubles enjoyment, 
and gives a keener edge to pain than ordinary 
natures ever endure. Ruth was sitting up 
among the cushions of her couch, looking 
bright and happy as an angel. Her soft eyes 
were full of serene love-light; a faint color 
came and went in her cheeks; and little quivers 
of delight stirred her fingers, as she smoothed 
the drifts of snow-white tarlatan that draped 
her sister’s slender person. 

“Oh, how beautiful it is! How soft and 
white! You look like a bride, Eva!” 

“Or a ghost!” muttered Mrs. Laurence, in 
a troubled undertone. “ The ghost of a child 
we have sheltered and loved, but who will be¬ 
long to others when we want her most.” 

“What are you saying, mother?” cried Eva, 
who was stooping forwurd to look at herself in 
a little mirror between tho Windows, which 
just took in the outlines of her splendid neck 
and shoulders. “Something about my dress 
that you dont like, I suppose. It was extrava¬ 
gant spending so much money; but you must 
scold Ruth. She would do it, wouldn’t you 
Ruthy, dear?” 

“Oh, yes! mother must scold me! but she 
won’t do it in earnest. I’m not afraid. Didn't 
she work like a regular dress maker, to help 
finish the dress; and isn’t it beautiful? All 
it wauts is a little warm color.” 
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“It wants nothing in the world,” said Eva, 
passing both hands over the dark braids of 
hair that feel in rich loops down her neck, 
making its whiteness like the leaves of a mag¬ 
nolia flower. “ I never was dressed so well in 
my life, and, perhaps, never shall be again, 
who knows?” 

“ I know,” answered Ruth. “ These fashion¬ 
able people adore good look^; and, oh! sister 
Eva, how beautiful you are! Come down here, 
and let ine kiss you. How warm and red your 
checks are; it is like feeling a peach at one's 
lip3. How I would love to paint you just like 
this, only a little color in the dress. I insist on 
that in the picture; it costs nothing, you know.” 

“Come in,” Mrs. Laurence called, a little 
sharply, for she was ill at case that evening, 
and even a knock at the door annoyed her. 

It was only little Jimmy, who peeped through 
the door, after knocking, to make sure that 
even his presence might not create some con¬ 
fusion while that momentous toilet was in pro¬ 
gress. He carried a mass of loose roses in his 
arms, white, golden-tinted, and red, some half 
open, somo in full bloom, and others folded 
buds, clasped in with moss. 

No wonder Ruth uttered a glad cry, and 
clapped her delicate hands, gleeful as a child 
who suddenly finds its wishes gratified. No 
wonder Eva sprang forward, and put a hand 
on either side the boy’s face, and kissed him, 
rapturously, over and over again. 

“You darling! You boy of boys! Where 
did you get them?” she cried. “Oh! how 
could I be so careless?” 

In her eagerness she had swept half the 
flowers from Jimmy’s arms, and they lay at 
her feet, sending up odors that filled the little 
room. She stooped to gather thorn up, still 
questioning him. 

“Where did they come from, so fresh, and 
such long stems? There is one on your train; 
it seems to be buried in -snow—such a lovely 
color,” cried Ruth, fairly glowing with delight 
“Now I will make the dress perfect.” 

“Where did I get them?” answered James, 
emptying his fragrant burden on Ruthy’s couch, 
and kneeling down to gather up the portion 
scattered around Eva. “It’s a pretty way to 
find out, smothering a fellow with kisses, and 
asking him to talk. Well, if you want to know, 
a friend of mine gave them to me.” 

“A friend? Oh, James!” 

“Yes, I say it again—a friend. You have 
seen him, Eva, through an iron fence; gray 
hair; legs like broomsticks. Does it strike 
you?” 
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“ What, that old man ? No!” 

“I tell you, yea! He was watching for me 
by the gate. I’d been leaving some groceries 
in the basement, you know, and look a peep 
through the railing. Always do. Tbo gate 
opeued softly, and his queer, old face looked 
through. ‘Come in 1 ’ says he. ‘Have you 
got a basket?' 

“‘No,’ says I. ‘The caok hadn’t time to 
empty it.’ 

“ ‘Well, come along; I want to send some¬ 
thing to that pretty sister of your’s,’ says he. 

“ I went in, so astonished, that I was steering 
through the middle of a flower-bed, when ho 
oaLled out, ‘This way!’ and went on among a 
whole heap of bushes, just as full of roses as 
they could hold. Here he took out a great 
jack-knife, and cut away like fun, giving tho 
dowers to me till my arms were full, and their 
breath made me long to dance. 

“‘Take them to the young lady,’says he, 
‘and say it wasn’t just old Storms that sent 
'em, but some one else that-’ ” 

“Oh, James! did he say that?” 

“Of course he did, and more yet; but I’ll 
tell you that when we are all alone. It’s sort 
of private.” 

Here the boy made signs, and whispered 
mysteriously, glancing at his mother, who was 
retreating to the kitchen with a cloud of un¬ 
usual darkness on her face. She saw in all 
these preparations only signs of disaster and 
separation. 

“Now we are by ourselves, girls, I'll tell you 
all about it. There was some oue else in tho 
garden.” 

“Some one else!” exclaimed Ruth; Eva blush¬ 
ing vividly over face uud bosom, began to 
arrange the folds of her dress with great earn¬ 
estness, but said nothing. 

“You know who it was, Eva,” said James, 
with a sly glance. “ I’ve seen you walking with 
him.” 

“No, no, James! only as he was coming the 
same way Don’t believe it, Ruth. I never 
did more than that,” cried Eva, eager to defend 
herself, yet trembling with a sense of shame. 

“ Who .said you did 1 Oh, Eva! Eva! I’ve 
found out something. It wasn’t old Storms 
that gave you this, anyhow!” 

Here James held up a little cluster of sweet- 
scented violets, and sprigs of heliotrope, gather¬ 
ed around a moss rose-bud. 

“//« picked this, Eva, with his own hands. 
I wish you could have seen what a fuss he made 
in putting them together. Old Storms offered 
to help him, but he said, no! he would do that 


himself. Then he SAid, ‘Give this to your 
sister; I kuow that she is going out to-night, 
and shall bo honored—that’s the word, Eva— 
honored if she will wear it.’ ” , 

Eva took the tiny bouquet and held it, irre¬ 
solute, casting a shy glance at her sister, who 
looked gravely, almost reproachfully nt her. 

James, who wn9 watching them both, broke 
forth in his boyish impatience. 

“There, now, Ruth, don’t be an old maid, 
and spoil all her fun. Sho hasn’t done any¬ 
thing, I tell you. Not one quarter as much as 
all them Fifth Avenue girls .are doing every 
hour of their lives. Now what are you pout¬ 
ing for ?” 

Ruth smiled again. A passing doubt had 
haunted her for a moment, but it passed from 
her innocent mind like dew from a lily, and all 
was bright again. 

“Who is he, Eva?” sho said, reaching out 
her hand. 

“A gentleman, Ruth ; if ever one lived. He 
lias been at tho store several times, and Mr. 
Harold introduced him. They went to school 
together, and—and that is all. Only his uaine 
is Lambert—Ivan Lambert.” 

“ His mother is as proud ns if sho were gov¬ 
ernor of North America; but he isn’t—not a 
bit of it,” broke in James. “The way he talks 
to me is quite friendly. That fellow, Joyce, 
now, would never condescend to it, knowing 
that I tend that baby sometimes; just as if ho 
and his red hair was anything particular. If 
Mr. Lambert bad not been a thorough gentle¬ 
man, I wouldn’t have brought his flowers, any¬ 
way : you ought to have known that, Ruth.” 

“As if I did not know it,” answered the 
sweet invalid, penitent and ashamed of the mo¬ 
mentary cloud that had come over her. “Eva, 
dear, let us begin again.” 

Ruth gathered up the flowers in her lap, 
and began to arrange them in glowing clusters, 
with which she looped back the over-dress. 

“Now just a dash of this warm crimson for 
! your hair, and nothing can be more lovely,” she 
! exclaimed, pulling Eva down to her knees, and 
fastening a red rose and some of the mossiest 
buds among her braids. 

When Eva arose from her knees she held 
the little cluster of violets in her hand, look¬ 
ing wistfully down upon the blossoms. She 
unconsciously took a position, which filled Ruth 
with the enthusiasm of an artist. 

“ Oh, if I could paint her now !” she thought. 

“ Would there be any harm ?” questioned 
Eva, in a low voice, turning her eyes wistfully 
from her flowers to Ruth’s glowing face. “I—I 
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suppose he would rather expect it. Don’t 
you?” 

Ruth smiled, and held out her hand for the j 
flowers, but Eva pretended not to see her. j 
Even to that gentle hand she would not, for j 
one moment, consign the precious blossoms, j 
So, with a gentle wile of abstraction, she placed j 
the flowers on her bosom, which rose and | 
swelled to their almost imperceptible touch, as 
waters bear lotus-flowers on their waves. 

“Now, isn’t she stunning?” exclaimed James, 
moving in a circle, and on tiptoe, around the 
room, afraid of touching the snow-white train 
with his foot. “ That Miss Spicer, who goes 
down the avenue to meet him, every day at.three 
o’clock, will be nowhere. In fact, I don’t be¬ 
lieve there’ll be a handsomer girl at the party 
to-night. She’s A No. 1, and a picked article 
at that. Hallo! Who’s coming?” 

James heard the outer door open, without a 
knock, and a heavy rustle of silk in the pas¬ 
sage. Eva gathered up her dress, and sat 
down on Ruth’s couch, ashamed of her own 
beauty, and wondering who the intruder could 
be. Ruth smiled, and said, 

“I dare say it is Mrs. Smith.” 

So it was, that good woman in all her glory. 
She pushed the door wide open; for, with a 
huge panier added to her own generous pro¬ 
portions, the skirt of her dress turned upward, 
and thrown over her shoulders, that open space 
seemed scarcely sufficient to admit her. 

“Just run down to give you a look at my 
dress before the carriage comes,” she exclaimed, 
flinging an avalanch of red moire antique 
down from her shoulders, and spreading it 
along the humble carpet with the pride of a 
peacock. “What do you think of that, now? $ 
Seven dollars a yard, and t wenty-five yards, 
besides trimming. Going it, rather, for a 
corner groceryman’s wife, isn’t it? But when 
an old friend asks you, a’most with tears in 
her eyes, to be at her first party, one can’t re¬ 
fuse to do the thing up brown, which I think 
Smith and I have done it. Low in the neck, 
jovx see, and Marier Antoinet sleeves, to say 
nothing of white kid-boots, with heels. iUo that!” 

Here Mrs. Smith 1^' l her dress and brought 
to view a high-heeled boot, ^ iMtr.od, till the 
buttons threatened to fly off, over a large, 
dumpty foot, which, in form and whiteness, 
looked exceedingly like an apple-dumpling 
prepared for cooking. 

“There, now, girls, just take a survey of me 
all round, and give us your opinion; but first, 
Eva, let me take an observation. All in white, 
and looking like one of them great swans in 
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the Park; not bad! Though I should like 
something a little more stylish. Your going as 
my friend, and I’m anxious about your looking 
first-rate. Still, it’s my candid opinion that 
you’ll do.. Step out here, and let us see how 
your dress falls. Grucious me, what a train! 
Longer than mine, I do believe; streaming out 
like a white banner. Yes, I say it again; you’ll 
do, Eva ! Now just do a thing or two for me. I 
couldn’t trust Kate Gorman to put on my head¬ 
dress, and brought it along. Stylish, isn’t it?” 

Mrs. Smith drew a paper from her pocket, 
and unfolded a yellow feather, long enough to 
take in her head at one sweep, which she held 
up triumphantly. 

“See how it curls and quivers; something 
like a feather, that! Now, I want you to put 
it on, like a queen wears her crown, over the 
forehead, round one side, and streaming out 
behind!” 

Eva and Ruth changed glances of dismay. 
Both hesitated to wound the kind woman’s 
vanity, but felt thai silence would be cruel. 

“I would not wear anything on my head, 
Mrs. Smith; you have such fine hair, it seems 
a pity to conceal it,” said Ruth. “Let me 
do some braids, and change it a little. Then 
you can have nothing more becoming.” 

“But I bought the feather a purpose,” an¬ 
swered Mrs. Smith, eyeing her purchase with 
rueful regret; “and it is such a splendid one, 
with a contrast to it. That was what the mil¬ 
liner observed when I told her the color of my 
dress.” 

“Still I would not wear it this evening. 
Eva sees a great many stylish people, you know, 
and can tell you that feathers like that are not 
in the fashion for evening-dress, just now.” 

“Oh, if she says it. I’ll give in!” 

“Then let me change your hair at once. Sit 
down by me. What quantities of hair, and how 
long!” 

Deftly, and with fingers that seeme to fly 
through the long tresses of hair, Ruth soon 
crowned the head of her friend with a ma¬ 
tronly coronal of braids, and made some other 
alterations in her dress, which were submitted 
to with inward protest. Justus the last touches 
were given, a carriage drove up, and some one 
rang the door-bell. 

Mrs. Smith sprang to her feet, drew up the 
skirt of her dress, and ran into the kitchen, 
protesting that she would not see a stranger 
for the world. As her dress swept with a rush 
and voluminous rustle through one door, Mr. 
Ross came through the other. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 
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For our first illustration, this month, we give < 
a Walking Suit of Percale, or Lawn. The 
lower-skirt is perfectly plain, cut like the 
ones of the preceding spring months. Over 
this is worn an upper-skirt, coming just below 
the knee, in front, and slightly longer in the 
back, where it is looped in two places, as may 
be seen by the cut. The bottom of this skirt 
is cut in large, deep scallops, about five inches 
broad, and equally long. These scallops are 
trimmed with a ruffle of the material, slightly 
full, and put all round the scallops. The 
waist has a long, deep basque in the back, 
trimmed to match, terminating, in the front, in 
a simple short basque. Coat sleeves. Fourteen 
yards of good, wide lawn, or percale, will make 
this costume. Turban hat of straw, trimmed 
with black velvet and heron plume, or with 
ribbon and field-flowers 



Our next illustration is a Walking-Dress 
oostume of Mohair, Percale, or Lawn. Six- 
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teen or seventeen yards will be required for 
this dress. The lower-skirt is ornamented with 
one deep flounce, headed by a side quilling or 
the material, to stand up. yhe upper-skirt has 
a short apron-front, the rest being perfectly 
straight, and moderately full. No looping. It 
is trimmed only with the quilling. The basque 
is to be worn over an under-skirt of white 
linen, leaving a surplice front; and it is cut 
after the same design as the upper-skirt. As 
may be seen, the fronts are quite short, and 
the back longer, and box-piaited into a postil¬ 
lion basque. Coat sleeves, slashed t wo inches 
up the back seams, and slightly rounded. 



Next, we give an illustration of a Dinner, or 
Evening Toilet, for Watering Places; a very 
pretty and seasonable costume. The under¬ 
skirt is perfectly plain, and made of blue silk, 
or blue mohair, of the color commonly called 
“French blue,” which is a trifle deeper than 
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sky-blue. This under-skirt will require six 
and a half yards of silk, or more, according to 
the height of the person. All skirts are made 
just to touch the ground. Over this blue is 
worn a plain skirt of white alpaca, trimmed 
with four rows of inch-wide velvet ribbon, 
without looping. The waist is cut in a long 
basque, slashed half way up the back, and open 
in front, trimmed with one row of velvet, as 
are the open sleeves and surplice-neck. The 
skirt of the basque is looped with bows of the 
black velvet ribbon. This design would look 
well, also, in white pique, or French muslin. 
If the latter, there would a waist of the blue be 
required. Fourteen yards of white alpaca, or 
ten yards of pique, is sufficient to out this over¬ 
dress, and two pieces of inch-wide black velvet 
for trimming. The hood is of blue cashmere, 
trimmed with narrow velvet ribbon. 



As this is the season when ladies (at least in 
the Eastern States) are thinking of the sea¬ 
shore, we give a variety of illustrations for 
bathing-dresses, caps, shoes, sandals, etc., etc. 
Most of these are in the front of the number, 
where we have devoted a page especially to 
this purpose. By referring to that page, it 
will be seen that we give an oil-skin cap, form¬ 
ing a visor in front, bound with red worsted 
braid, with strings fastened under the chin by 


a rosette bound with red. Next a costume for a 
little boy or girl, in blue serge, trimmed with 
white worsted braid, a white woolen sash tied 
at the side, and white buttons on the bodice, 
and on one side of each leg of the trousers. 
Next, another oil-skin cap, a deep ruche in 
front, divided by small bows of blue wool, and 
a bow at the side Next, a plaid costume, com¬ 
posed of trousers, and of a long tunic, open in 
front, and fitted to the waist with a cord and 
tassels, double row of buttons, and long sleeves. 
Then, a very elegant costume of white flannel, 
trimmed with red. Trousers gathered under 
the knee, with red bows at the side. Bodice, 
with cut-out basques, bound with red braid. A 
trimming of the same braid simulates the out¬ 
line of a graceful, low bodice, with cross-strips 
forming a chirnisette. Very short sleeves, with 
bows. Then, sandals, placed upon an open¬ 
work sole; bow upon the instep, crossed rib¬ 
bons, coming half way up the leg. Then, a 
slipper, formed of cross-strips of unbleached 
linen, with revers and bow of blue wool. Next, 
gaiters of unbleached linen, with sole of plaited 
straw. Finally, a sandal, with ribbons fastened 
in front with little bows and stars. 

We now give, here, an illustration of a bath¬ 
ing-dress for a young lady, which we shall 
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BORDER FOR L U N C H E O N-C L O T H. 


describe more at large. This dress is made 
of black and white pluid flannel, and trimmed 
with scarlet worsted braid. It consists of 
drawers, which are fastened to an under-body. 
These drawers are trimmed up the outside, as 
seen in the design. The over-dress is cut in a 
deep, loose sack, coming half way to the knee, 
•or longer, if preferred, and is cut double- 
breasted, like a boy’s blouse, with slightly 
open sleeves, all trimmed to match, to which 
is added a worsted fringe, two inches deep. 
This sack is belted in at the waist with a 
leather belt. The cap is of oiled-silk, bound 
with scarlet braid. By making the over-sack 
to come below the knee, this could easily be 
converted into a very pretty “ boating costume,’’ 
with the addition of a sailor’s hat. Six to 
seven yards of plaid flannel, and one piece of 
scarlet alpaca braid, and six yards of fringe 
will make this dress. 

We give, next, an illustration of a bathing, 
or boating dress, for a little girl. It consists 
of drawers, which are fastened to an under- 
waist, and made of gray flannel, bound with 
scarlet flannel. The bottoms of the drawers 
are trimmed with a band of the scarlet, two 
inches wide. The upper part is a loose sack, 


with a piece of the scarlet flannel put on heart- 
shape upon the waist, and continued in th© 
same 'shape upon the skirt. Pointed cuffs of 
scarlet at the bottom of the tight coat-sleeve. 



This sack is belted in at the waist with a 
scarf of the scarlet flannel, pointed at the env s. 
Four yards of gray flannel, and two yards of 
scarlet, will be required for the dress for a 
girl of eight or ten years. 


BORDER FOR LUNCHEON-CLOTH 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


We gave, last month, a design in the appro¬ 
priate colors, for a monogram, etc., for a 
Luncheon-Cloth, to be worked in red ingrain 
cotton. 

It was so exceedingly popular that we follow 
it up with a design for the Border of a Luncheon- 


Cloth, also to be worked in red ingrain cotton. 
The design is in the front of the present num¬ 
ber, and is printed, as will be seen, in the 
appropriate colors. 

It goes admirably with the corner design 
given last month. 


V 

BABY’° VELVET BOOT. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 

We give, in the front of the number, an en- j the pieces together; make the button-holes, 
graving of a Baby’s Velvet Boot. This is a and sew on pearl buttons and braid rosettes, 
white velvet boot, lined with flannel, and bound The boot may be made of white or blue merino, 
round with scarlet braid. Cut out the boot j or cashmere, 'in place of the velvet. If blue, 
and the pieces for the button-holes; bind each j bind with white braid, instead of scarlet, in 
piece separately with scarlet braid, and sew t order ts make the colors appropriate. 
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CASE FOR KNITTING-PINS. 


BT MB8. JANE WEAVER. 



This Knitting-Pin Case is nine and a half \ broidered with silk in long stitches. The 
inches long; the middle part is two and three- J whole of the inner parts are lined with 
quarter inches wide; and the flaps which fold j flannel, and the separate parts are bound with 
over, are each one and a half inch wide. \ braid, and sewn together at the edges. We 
Flannel, to hold six sets of pins, is stitched in. ^ give, it will be seen, two illustrations of this 
The outer part may be in Berlin work or J case, the first representing it open, the last 
canvas, or be made of leather or cloth, em- * representing it closed. 



BOY’S DOUBLE-BREASTED BLOUSE. 

BY EMILY H MAY 


As something especially suitable for the 

season, we 
giveherean 
illust rat io n 
of a boy’s 
double-brc- 
nsted blouse 
Wegivealso 
a diagram 
by which to 
cut it out. 
and like-] 
wise the! 
pants to 
match. 

This pat¬ 
tern is for 

a boy four years old, or thereabouts. It will ! 


require three and a half yards of material, 
twenty-seven inches wide, and merino, poplin, 
serge, plaid, or linens, are suitable. It con¬ 
sists of, 

No 1. Half of Back. 

No. 2. Left Side of Front. 

No. 3. Right Side of Front, which is 

8MALLE8T. 

No. 4. Sash. 

No. 5. Sleeve, Upper and Lower Parts. 

The pattern requires twelve buttons in No. 2, 
and twelve button-holes in No. 8. Be careful 
to place the buttons in their proper places. If 
made of poplin or merino, bind with braid, and 
put two rows around the band. Five and a 
half yards of braid will be necessary. For the 
Pants we give one leg, No. 6, and the Waist- 
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DIAGRAM OP BOYS DOUBLE-BREASTED BLOUSE. 













PERAMBULATOR-RUG. 


BY MBS. JANE WEAVES. 





Thb pattern here represented, has the long 
sides straight, and the cross sides closiug off 

in scallops; the 
stripes are al¬ 
ternately white 
and blue. Work 
each separate 
stripe first cross 
wise with Berlin 
wool or fleecy, 
that ornament¬ 
ed with embroi¬ 
dery (white) in 

the common tricot stitch, the plain one (blue) 

\ 


in a pattern tricot stitch. Begin each stripe at 
the point of the scallop with two stitches; in 
the white, which is thirty-two stitches broad, 
in the first fifteen rows increase always one 
| stitch at the beginning and end; and work the 
colored stripe just the same, but increase only 
in the first eleven rows, so that the stripe is 
only twenty.four stitches broad ; continue until 
the stripes are the length required for the 
cover, and close with a scallop as at the be¬ 
ginning. In the colored stripe each stitch 
requires two loops, which, in each row for- 
‘ward, are collected separately upon the needle, 
and are worked off together returning, sticking 
the needle behind the chained-off chain-stitch 
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KNITTED BORDER. 


line of the preceding row, as in wave stitch— 

that is, in the 
thread at the 
back, lying per- 
pendicularly, 
drawing one 
loop through 
oach. We give 
illustrations of 
two easy tricot 
pattern stitches 
which may be , 
used on either side, or reversed by making the ? 
tipper the under side. The pattern-stripe has ! 


j a picot edge to match in color, which is after¬ 
ward sewn on, resting upon the side edges of 
the white stripe. The white stripe has picots 
at the edge of the scallop only, which form the 
heading for the fringe, which is afterward 
knotted in. Each picot consists of five chain, 
one double, passing over one stitch. The 
joining-on consists of one double all through 
in the side edge. Branches, arranged as a 
kind of diadem, with foliage worked with 
several shades of wood, brown wool, and blue 
flowers, with calices of yellow knots, are 
sewn into the white ground, as aJaswo in the 
design. 



KNITTED BORDER. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



Cast on eighteen stitches. \ four last times in the last row; in this second 

First Row: Slip one, * knit one, wool for- \ row, have one purled and one knot in each, 
ward, knit two together, knit two. Wool for- ! Third Row: Slip one, knit one, wool for¬ 
ward, knit two together, knit one, * put the j ward, knit two together, knit two, put the wool 
wool forward, and knit two together. Repeat < forward, knit fourteen. 

from * three times more; one plain. Fourth Row: Slip one, cast off four, knit 

Second Row: All this row is plain, with the \ the remainder of the row. Repeat from the 
exception that in the wool put forward for the 5 first *. 


INSERTION. 
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LAMP-GLASS COVER 


BT HRS. JANE WEAVER. 


This design is extremely pretty. Three en¬ 
gravings are necessary to illustrate it: the first 
represents the Lamp-Glass Cover finished, the 
other two represent the details. 

The cover is made of red and violet cloth. 
Begin with the stamens, which are made of a 
orochet chain in double red netting silk, with 
a crystal bead threaded on at the bottom, (see 
second cut, at the top of the next column,) 
then take four thin wires, seven inches long, 
and wind them round with red floss silk, and 
twist them together, fastening the stamens 
round them, and adding small, red cloth leaves, 
likewiie tightly tied on to the wires. Now cut 



from illustration at the bottom of the next 
column, eight pieces of violet cloth, overcast 
the edges, and arrange them round a card¬ 
board tube. For the outer petals, cut out 
from illustration r.t the beginning of this 
article, four pieces of cardboard, and cover 
them on both sides with red cloth, overcasting 
the edges, and working the veining on the 




| outside. Gum these four leaves on to the tube; 
then cover the tube with a piece of red cloth; 
gather it up at the top, and draw the wires 
through a large bead. 
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EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. j 

To Look as Beautiful as Shb Can is the duty of every j 
true woman. Part of her mission in this world is to gladden ! 
and brighten it, in this way, just as it is pArt of the mission \ 
of trees, and flowers, and skies, and waters, and all other ; 
lovely things. Those families, in which the sense of beauty 
is cultivated, are always the most genial, and sweet, and 
loveable. Flowers, prints, books, a nice choice of colors— 
all these refine and elevate insensibly. So does dress. To 
be well dressed is to look, and even to be, charming, for it 
satisfies ourselves, and makes us affable. The pretended 
moralists, who denounce dress, are not moralists at all, but 
blind leaders of the blind. 

The mistake is in supposing that to dress well leads to 
oxtravagance. But it is the taste of a Paris dress, not its 
cost, that really makes it so superior. The French have a 
natural eye for beauty as applied to dress. Why should not 
A.merican women imitate this taste? Why spend so much 
money, when less, judiciously applied, will produce a better 
effect? Now one of the aims of this Magazine is to diffuse a 
knowledge of the art of dress, so as to enable American 
women to dress elegantly, without being extravagant. It 
is principally for this purpose that we have begun the series 
of articles, “Every-Day Dresses,” which we now give 
monthly, with illustrations. 

It is not the material of a dress, altogether, that makes 
it desirable: to a very much greater degree it is the style; 
and we describe the best styles, and describe them in ad¬ 
vance of all others. We hope yet to work a complete revo¬ 
lution in this matter of dress. Already, most American girls 
dress with more taste than English peeresses* we shall yet 
see the day, when the American girl will look as well, even 
in calico, as the. best dressed ladies of foreign countries 
in silks. 

Nrw and Stylish Costume— One of the most beautiful cos¬ 
tumes, that has come out of Paris lately, is a mourning one, 
(nearly everybody in Paris dreisee in mourning,) of rich, 
black faille silk, which is worth describing, as colored 
dresses may bo made In the same way. The skirt is trimmed 
with a deep flounce, above which are crape fltilings and 
rouleaux, plain in front and very full behind, Just looped 
up sufficiently to form a panier waist, with small basques 
and crape trimming, remaining open in front to wear with 
a chemisette; but there is a plain piece, or plastron, of black 
silk, to be worn, if preferred, inside the waist, thus making 
it quite high for a morning-dress, while for evening, the 
open bodice looks best with a chemisette of crimped white 
crape or tulle. The under-sleeves are particularly pretty, 
soft bouillons of white crape or tulle, with a frilling round 
the wrists. These are worn in the morning, For the even¬ 
ing, open lace sleeves are more suitable. The jacket, of the 
same faille silk as the dress, was tight-fitting behind, with 
bow of crape and silk at the waist—loose and double-breASted 
in front. It is entirely lined with silk, and slightly quilted. J 
Trimming of crape to match the skirt. Colored silk dresses > 
may be made after the same fashion, with silk trimmings of j 
another color, for that is the best style. Light brown and I 
maroon, buff aud leather-brown, mauve and violet, pale and i 
dark-gray are very favorite combinations of color. Quill- j 
ings are the most fashionable style of garniture, and are put j 
on both skirt and bodice. j 

Home Lonely Without It.— A lady writes to us“ I took 
‘Peterson’ Inst year, and home seems lonely without it, j 
therefore I determined to get up a club.” 1 
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The Fashion in Hair is being changed at last, or at least 
a serious attempt is being made to change it. The new style 
is to have the hair combed down very low over the forehead, 
in thin, fluffy waves; then a towering coronet, formed either 
Qf a very thick plait, or of smoothly-braided hair; at the 
back of this coronet, the heavy masses of hair droop low 
down in the neck. Smooth hair and invisible* are no longer 
appreciated, the present mode seeming to prefer the hair 
rough and frizzly. In the evening, no net of any sort is 
worn; in the morning, a kind of net, the very opposite of 
th j invisible, is now in vogue. It is made of Urge loops of 
thick silk cord, with very big knots, indeed. Bows are stiU 
much worn in the hair. The favorite is the papiUan , of the 
butterfly shape, as its name implies. It is often a bow of 
bright, corded, silk ribbon, with a fillagree butterfly laid 
against it. Necklets to match, are worn of rather wide 
ribbon, forming a rosette inside/and long ends at the back ; 
a locket, or cross, hangs down from below the rosette. Iona, 
and other crosses, and also lockets of pure rock crystal, 
with enameled crest, or monogram, are much in vogue, 
especially for young ladies. Crystal ornaments are admit* 
ted for half-mourning. 

The Fashionable Hats, this summer, show great variety. 
There is, as usual, a decided difference between English and 
French hats. While nobody in England can make a stylish 
bonnet, there is yet one person there that makes a stylish 
hat. We mean, of course, the famous Mrs. Brown, of Bond 
street, London. Her hats, however, are heavier In look thaa 
the French. The prettiest hat we have seen this season, is 
a Paris one, and we have engraved it, and inserted the en¬ 
graving in the front of the number. This hat is of bUck 
straw, edged with a wide band of black faille, which entirely 
covers the edges, the brim being turned up high at the sides, 
like the musketeer hats; large faille bow, with double loops, 
which serves as heading to a long ostrich foather, which 
surrounds the hat, and falls at the side. 

One or the New Styles op Dressing Hair is engraved 
in the front of this number. The bandeaux are divided 
down the center of the head; the front hair is waved 
over the forehead, and fastened on the top of the head, 
while the side-hair is combed back smooth and loose from 
off the temples. The ends of these bandeaux, thus re-united, 
form three long curls, covering the top of the head, and 
\ falling at the back. The rest of the hair is formed into 
( a torsade, or rope, which encircles the head, and falls low on 
l the back. Two long curls fall over the shoulders, and a 
) velvet bow is added at the top of the head. 

j Elegant Aprons are now worn, generally with plain silk 
\ receiving-drosses. We give, in the present number, two 
; pretty engravings of these kinds of aprons. For afternoon 
callings, it is the fashion to receive in rich trimmed dresses 
of black moire Antique, with elegant Aprons, covered with 
rich lace, or embroidered with jet, with silk, and even with 
gold and silver, in imitation of mediaeval embroidery. These 
dresses are closed at the neck, and Valenciennes lace la 
usually worn with these toilets. 

The Hair por Morning-Presses, as we have said above, 
hangs in a net, made of strong, thick, silken cords, or 
narrow ribbon. Every color ot net is worn. Blue, scarlet, 
and pink nets, appear everywhere, instead of the long-pre¬ 
vailing fashion of nets to match. 
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A New Volume begins with this number, affording a good 
opportunity to subscribe, especial.y for those who do not 
wish back numbers for the year. But back numbers, to 
JanuAt-y inclusive, can always be furnished, if desired. Six 
months subscriptions will be taken, as usual, at half price, 
beginning with the July number and ending with that for 
December, 1871. 

Now that Waistbaxds are being discarded, necklets over 
high dresses are coming into fashion. We saw a very beau¬ 
tiful one, lately, made of three rows of amethyst beads. 
These necklets are especially pretty over the now President 
Collar, which describes a large square nobot in front. 

Besides the reading matter in this Magazine, which is 
nearly a thousand pages annually, the subscriber receives 
fourteen steel engravings, twelve colored patterns, etc., etc. 
Where else can you get as much for your money ? 

Demi-Teains are entirely superceding the awkward court 
trains of last year. 

When the Directiox of a magazine is to be changed, send 
us the name of the old post-office, as well as of the new one. 

Club Subscriptioxs to this Magazine must begin with 
either the July or January numbers. 


REVIEW OP NEW B00K8. 

The Life and Times erf Lord Brougham. Written by Him¬ 
self. In Three Volumes. Vol. I. New York: Harper d 
Brothers. —This is the first volume of the long-expected 
autobiography of the late Lord Brougham. It carries the 
story of his life down to the year 1811, when he was in his 
thirty-third year, and is rich in reminiscences of his boy¬ 
hood and in quaint anecdotes. The narrative is printed ex¬ 
actly as Lord Brougham wrote it, without alteration, or 
suppression of any part. The work, when finished, will 
form one of the most curious, interesting, and valuable 
autobiographies ever published. 

Heat. By Jacob Abbott. With Numerous Engravings. 
1 vol., 12 mo. New York: Harper d Brothers.—'This is 
the first of a series of volumes intended to teach science to 
the young in an agreeable and yet exact manner, T^e style 
adopted is the narrative, and each volume is copiously illus¬ 
trated. The present is devoted to “ Heat.” Mr. Abbott, the 
compiler, acknowledges his obligations to recent European, 
and es|»ecially French writers. We predict for the series a 
wide popularity. 

A Visit To My Discontented Cousin. 1 vol., small 12 mo. 
Boston : Roberts Brothers. —A charming book, which is a 
novel, and yet not a novel. It resembles “ Friends in 
Council" somewhat; but is lighter in character than that 
work. With cultivated and thoughtful readers it will be 
•very popular. The volume is printed in a small, square 
duodecimo, like the famous “Tauchnitz" serials, the most 
convenient form for the reader ever designed. 

Bragelonne. By Alexander Dumas. 1 vol., 8 vo. Philada: 
T. B. Peterson d Brothers. —A sequel to "Twenty Years 
After,” which is, it will be remembered, a sequel to "Three 
<3uardsmen.” The three novels form, in fact, but one, and 
certainly the best novel of its kind ever written. No writer 
of fiction has ever equalled Dumas in the stir, and move¬ 
ment, and life ,\ of his best stories. A cheap edition, in 
double column octavo. 

The Head of the Fumily. By the Author of “John Hali¬ 
fax." 1 vol., 12 mo. New York: Harper d Brothers. —The 
first of a new edition, in duodecimo, and bound in cloth, of 
the novels of this popular author. The volume is just the 
t<ize and style for the library, and will be heartily welcomed 
by the author's numerous admirers. 


Valentine Vox: The Ventriloquist. By Henry Oockton. 
1 vol., 8 vo. Philada: T. B. Peterson & Brothers. —For 
broad fun commend t|B to this novel. The adventures 
which Valentine Vox meets, principally through the com¬ 
motion his ventriloquism excites, are among the most amus¬ 
ing recorded in the English language. They are, indeed, 
second only to those of the Pickwick Club, the best ot 
Dickens' productions. A cheap edition. 

Tried For Her Life. By E. W. E. N. South worth. 1 vol., 
12 mo. Philada: T. B. Peterson d Brothers.— The scene of 
this novel lies in Virginia, with which the author is per¬ 
fectly familiar. Her descriptions are graphic and natural, 
therefore. The plot, as in all her stories, is full of life aud 
movement. The novel is a sequel to "Cruel As The Crave." 
The volume is handsomely printed aud is bound neatly in 
cloth. 

Why Did He Not Diet After the German of Ad. Yon 
Volckhausen. By Mrs. L. A. Water. 1 vol., 12wo. Philada: 
J. B. Lippincott d Co.—A charming German tale, admira¬ 
bly translated. Mrs. Wister never selects any novel that is 
pernicious, but, on the contrary, stories that instruct as well 
as interest. As a translator, she is unrivaled. “ Why,Did He 
Not Die ?” will be as popular as the " Old Mam'selle’s Secret." 

A Smaller Scripture History. By William Smith. D. C. 
L., LL. D. 1 vol., 18 mo. New York: Harper d Brothers.— 
This comprehensive and admirable little work gives us the 
Old Testament History first; then the connection of the Old 
and New Testaments ; and then New Testament History to 
A. D. 70. It is illustrated with engravings on wood. In 
every way an excellent book. 

The Mills of Tuxbury. By Virginia L. Townsend. 1 vol,., 
12 mo. Boston: Loring.—A new novel by a favorite Ameri¬ 
can author. The story is well told. Whenever Miss Town¬ 
send writes fiction, she writes, not merely to please, but 
also to instruct. The volume Is illustrated by Merrill. 

A Life's Assise. By Mrs. J. H. Riddell. 1 vol., 8 vo. New 
York: Harper d Brothers.— A reprint of a late English 
novel. The story is a very sad one, and there is too ranch 
didactic writing in it, but on the whole the tale is told with 
power. 

Public and Parlor Readings. Edited by Lewis B. Monroe. 
1 vol., 12 mo. Boston: Lee d Shepard. —Selections in prose 
and poetry, for the use of reading clubs, aud for public and 
social entertainment. All the pieces are of a humorous 
character. 

The Monarch of Mincing Lane. By William Black. 
1 vol., 8 ro. New York: Harper d Brothers.—By the au¬ 
thor of “ Kilmeny, ” “ Love and Marriage," etc., etc. The 
best chapters are those which describe Torquay and the 
river Dart. 

Knight of Gwynne. By Charles Lever. 1 vol., 8 vo. Phi¬ 
lada: T. B. Peterson d Brothers.—A. cheap, octavo edition, 
in paper covers, of one of the best of Lever's novels. The 
scene is laid in Ireland. 

Antcros. By the author of “Guy Livingstone.' 1 vol., 
8 vo. New York: Harper d Brothers.—A. cheap, double- 
column octavo reprint of the last novel of that popular 
novelist, Mr. Lawrence. 

Basil. By Wilkie Collins. 1 vol., 8 vo. Philada : T. B. 
Peterson d Brothers.—So living writer better understands 
the art of story-telling than Wilkie Collins. This is one ot 
his best novels. A cheap edition. 

The Ogilvies. By the author of "John Halifax " 1 vol., 
12 mo. New York: Harper d Brothers.— Another volume 
of the new and beautiful duodecimo edition of Miss Mu- 
lock's novels 

Desk and Debit. By Oliver Optic. 1 vol., 16 mo. Boston: 
Lee d Shepard. —One of the “ Upward and Onward" series, 
it is a story of a clerk. The volume is illustrated. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. — ROSES AND ROSE-GARDENS. 


jCR ARM-CHAIR. 

Leads All Rivals. —Says the Canideu (N. J.) Democrat, 
speaking of this Magazine:—“Mr. Peterson is as reckless of 
expense as he is of labor, in his efforts to lead all rivals, and 
has been rewarded by unprecedented success. The reading 
matter is always chaste, refined, and particularly adapted to 
the large class of readers who patronize him. His corps 
of contributors comprise well-known literary celebrities, 
who well maintain the exalted character of this excellent 
Magazine.” 

The Novels of Dumas, now being re-published, in cheap 
form, by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, are about the most 
agreeable summer reading that can be had. For vivacity of 
plot, for continued interest, and for a spirited style, the 
late Alexander Dumas had no rival as a story-teller. His 
recent death has renewed the interest in his fictions, and 
hence this cheap, convenient, and readable edition of his 
works. 

If You Want Good, Yet Cheap, summer reading, send for 
a copy of the Catalogue of T. B. Peterson & Brothers, 306 
Chestnut street. Philadelphia. That firm publishes more 
readable novels, iu double-column octavo, with paper covers, 
at prices ranging from twenty-five cents up to seventy-five 
cents, than any other in the United States. Catalogues are 
sent free. 

Cheapest and Best.— The Tecumseh (Mich.) Record, says 
of the last number of this periodical:—“ Peterson’s Maga¬ 
zine for Juno is received far in advance of all its competitors. 
It is fully up to the standard of former numbers, and not¬ 
withstanding it is the cheapest among the ladies’ magazines, 
it is also conceded to be the best.” 

Advertisements inserted in this Magazine at reasonable 
prices. “Peterson’s Magazine” is the best advertising me¬ 
dium in the United States; for it has the largest circulation 
of any monthly publication, and goes to every county, 
village, and cross-roads. Address Peterson’s Magazine, 306 
Chestnut street, Philadelphia, Pa. 

School of Practical Civil Engineering, Surveying and 
Drawing, in Reynold's Block, Chicago, Ill. It fits students 
for railroad and field work in from three to six mouths A 
thorough course in one year. Send for circular. 


ROSES AND ROSE-GARDENS. 

Work for Different Months. —We have uow gone 
through, at considerable length, the whole subject of roses 
and rose-gardens, gone through it, at least, at sufficient 
length for amateurs, or even ordinary professional florists. 
We shall close this series of articles by a few observations 
on the work suitable for different months, beginning with 
the current one. 

July .—Should mildew make its appearance, remove the 
leaves most affected, and cover the rest with flour of sulpher 
when the tree is wet from shower or syringe, giving them 
another good washing next day. An experienced florist 
also recommends soot. He tried sulphur without end. and 
at last smothered them with soot, in desperation, in the dew 
of the morning. This rested on them for four or five days, 
and was then washed off. The effect was marvelous; the 
mildew disappeared; the leaves turned to a dark green ; the 
buds opened freely; and the flowers were brilliant. The 
grub which produces the saw-fly, in this month attneks 
the rose, sucking the sap from underneath the leaf, and 
changing the color of the part on which he has fed 
from bright green to dirty brown. The process of “ scrunch¬ 
ing” is disagreeable, but it must be done. Fading roses 


should be removed from the tree, and preserved for the 
pot-pourri jar. 

August is also a propitions month for budding; but if the 
weather is hot and the ground pHrched, it will be desirable 
to give the beds a good drenching with water “when the 
evening sun is low.” The cotton may be removed from the 
briers budded in July; it should remain about a month 
upon the stock. 

September brings us little to do, except to remove suckers 
and weeds, and to enjoy our second harvest of roses. 

October. —He, or she, who desires to form, and to main¬ 
tain, or extend, a rose garden, must now make their arrange¬ 
ments for planting in November. Commence in this mouth 
the first pruniug of your rose-trees, shortening by one- 
fourth the longest shoots, and thus prevent the noxious 
influence of these stormy winds, which would otherwise 
loosen the hold which the tree has upon the soil, and which 
sometimes decapitate the tree itself. These cuttings will 
strike, many of them, if put in, about six inches in length, 
and closely, in some sheltered place, by a wall, for example, 
looking north or west, and protected by a hand-glass; or 
they will strike, some of them, without protection over¬ 
head, if planted in a like situation, but deeper in the ground, 
seven or eight inches, with two or three “eyes” above the soil. 

November is the host mouth for transplanting roses. 
When planted they must not be set too deeply iu the soil, 
about three inches will suffice, but must be secured (I am 
presuming that the trees are chiefly low standards, accord¬ 
ing to advice given,) to stakes, firmly fixed in the ground 
beside them. Some gardeners plant deeply, to save the 
trouble of staking: and indolence has its txsnal result— 
debility. The established rose-trees should now, if the 
ground be dry and the weather fine, have a good dressing 
of farm-yard manure dug Into the beds around them. And in 

December you should take advantage of the first hard 
frost to wheel in a similar supply fbr the new-comers, 
the freshly-planted rose-trees and stocks. In the latter case 
the manure must remain upon the ground to protect, and to 
strengthen, too, and need not be dug in until March. At 
the same time, it will be wise to give a munificent mulch¬ 
ing to roses of a delicate constitution, planted out of doors, 
the little Banksian, for example, or Tea-scented Chinas, on 
their own roots, against our walls. Thus defended, we shall 
feel less anxiety for them. 

( TO BE CONCLUDED.) 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

&¥* Every receipt in this Cook-Book has been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

DESSERTS. 

Fruit Puddings .—Take two boskets of raspberries, and 
one of red currants, and squeeze or press all the juice out of 
them. Mix a good t&biespoonful of maizena, or corn-flour, 
(more of arrow-root,) with a little milk or water: pour the 
fruit-juice to it, adding a little more water, if the juice is 
rich enough to stand it; sweeten to taste; stir It till it boils, 
and pour into a mould. Use the following sauce for it: A 
cream-jug full of milk, boiled with half a vanilla-bean in it, 
and a little sugar; pour it to the well-beaten yolks of two 
eggs in a little more miik, and heat it again just to boiling 
point. Let it cool. 

Ice-Pudding .—Six sponge-cakes, four eggs, one pint of 
cream, a little vanilla or essence of lemon, and a little pow¬ 
dered loaf-sugar; soak the cakes in new milk, beat tho 
other Ingredients together, and add to the eggs cream; beat 
all smooth together, and freeze. The mould it Is put in 
should be ornamented with cherries and orange chips. Nes¬ 
selrode pudding is the above with no flavor but vanilla or 
ginger, and no fruit. It is more fashionable, but does not 
look so pretty. 
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Crystal Palace Padding .—Two large teaspoonfuls of corn¬ 
flour; mix it with half a teucupfui of new milk, half a pint 
of cream, half an ounce of isinglass, loaf-sugar to the taste, 
and a few drops of essence of vanilla. Let all these ingre¬ 
dients boil together ten minutes over the fire, stirring one 
way all the time. Take the pan off the fire, and stir in 
quickly the yolks of two fresh eggs, well beaten, stirring 
all together till nearly cold. Pour the mixture into small 
tin moulds, which must have bceu previously wetted with 
cold water. Put dried cherries at the bottom and the sides 
of the moulds before Ailing them. 

CAKJS8. 

Oliver Biscuits —Four to five pounds of flour, half a pound 
of butter, one pint and a quarter of milk, and a little yeast, 
or one ouuce of German yeast. Take one-half of the milk, 
make it warm; add the yeast, with about a pound of the 
flour, so as to make a sponge, and put it in a warm place. 
When it has riseu and fallen rub the butter iuto the flour, 
add the remaining portion of the milk, warmed as before, 
which mix with the sponge, and make the whole into a 
dough; let it prove; roll it into thin sheets, and cut the 
biscuit with u plain cutter, dock or prick them, and 
place them in rows on tins; bake in a rather slow oven. 
Or two pounds of flour, eight ounees of butter, three eggs, 
one drachm of carbonate of soda, and sufficient milk to make 
the dough of moderate consistence. 

Biscuits .—Mix together two pounds of flour, throe drachms 
of carbonate of ammonia in fine powder, four ounces of pow¬ 
dered sugar, one ouuce of arrow-root, four ounces of butter, 
aud one ogg; mix the whole well together with new milk 
into a stiff paste, then beat it with a rolling-pin for half an 
.hour, roll out thin, and divide into biscuits. Bake in a quick 
oven, for fifteen minutes. 

Sweet Biscuits .—Beat eight eggs into a froth, add a pound 
of powdered sugar, and the peel of one lemon grated fine; 
whisk the whole weil together till it becomes light, then ! 
add to it a pound of flour and a teaspoonful or rose-water, j 
Divide into biscuits, sugar them over, and bake them in ! 
papers or tins. 

Pbund-Cakes .—One pound of butter, one pound of sugar, 
one pound of flour, ten eggs, and one nutmeg, grated. Stir 
the butter and flour to a cream. Beat the sugar and the 
yolks of the eggs together, and the whites separately, until 
they will stand alone. Mix the whole, and beat together 
until light. One ponnd of citron or dried currants may be 
added. Bake two hours in a moderate oven. 

Cake .—Boil three quarters ofa pound of sugar in one teacup¬ 
ful of water; beat upseven eggs, leaving out the whites of four. 
When the sugar and water boil, mix them with the eggs; 
beat them twenty minutes; then add gradually one half 
pouud of dried flour. Beat up quickly, and bake in a quick 
oven. 

SUMMER DRINKS. 

Currant Shrub .—Your currants must be quite ripe. Pick 
them from the stalks, and squeeze them through a linen 
bag. To each quart of juice allow one pound of loaf-sugar; 
put the sugar and juice into a preserving-kettle, and let it 
melt before it goes on the fire; boil it ten minutes, skim¬ 
ming it well. When cold, add a gill of the best white brandy 
to each quart of the juice. Bottle it, and set it away for 
use, sealing the corks. It improves by keeping. 

Blackberry Wine .—The following is the plan used by the 
Swiss settlers in the United States, and it is said to make 
most excellent wine: To ono bushel of berries put two 
gallons of wafer, and express the juice; to each gdlon of 
the liquid add ono pound of refined white sugar. Put into 
a cask about a pock of freshly-burned charcoal, broken into 
small pieces; then pour the liquid upon it. Let it ferment. 

As soon as fermentation subsidas, close the cask tight, and 
let it remain until January, or later; then rack it off and 
bottle it, and set it in a cool cellar. 


Strawberry Vingar.— Take the stalks from the fruit, 
which should be a highly-flavored sort, quits ripe, fresh 
from their beds, and gathered in dry weather; weigh, and 
put it iuto large glass jars, or wide-necked bottles, and to 
each pound pour about a pint and a half of flue, pale, white 
wine vinegar, which will answer the purpose better than 
the entirely colorless kind, sold under the name of distilled 
vinegar, but which is the pyroligneous acid, greatly diluted. 
Tie a thick paper over them, aud let the strawberries re¬ 
main trom three to four days; theu pour off the vinegar, 
and empty them into a jelly-bag, or suspend them in u cloth, 
that all the liquid may drop from them without pressure ; 
take au equal weight of fresh fruit, pour the vinegar upon 
it, and three days afterward repeat the same process, dimin¬ 
ishing a little the proportion of strawberries, of which the 
flavor ought ultimately to overpower the vinegar. In three 
days drain off the liquid very closely, and, after having 
strained it through a linen or a flannel bag, weigh it, and 
mix with it an equal quantify of highly-refined sugar, 
roughly powdered; when this is nearly dissolved, stir the 
syrup over a very clear fire until it hus boiled five uituiues, 
and skim it thoroughly; pour it into a delicately clean 
stone pitcher, or iuto large China jugs, throw a folded cloth 
over, und let it remain until the morrow; put it iuto pint 
or half-pint bottles, and cork them tightly with new velvet 
corks, for if these be pressed in tightly at first, the bottles 
would be liable to burst; in four or five days they may be 
closely corked, and stored in a dry and cool place. Damp 
destroys the color und injures the flavor of these flue fruit 
vinegars, of which a spoonful or two in a gloss of water 
affords so agreeable a summer beverage, and one which, in 
many cases of illuess, is so acceptable to invuiids. Wlieu 
there is a garden, the fruit may be thrown iuto the vinegar 
as it ripens, within au interval of forty-eight hours, instead 
of all being put to infuse at once, and it must then remain 
in a proportionate time; one or two days in addition to that 
specified will make no difference to the preparation. I he 
enameled, German stew-pans ato the best possible vessels 
to boil it in, but it may be simmered in a stone jar, set into 
a pan of boiling water, when there is nothing more appro¬ 
priate at hand ; though tne syrup does no‘ usually keep so 
well when this last method is adopted. 

Raspberry Vinegar. —One pound of fruit in a china bowl; 
pour on it ono quart best white wine vinegar; next day strain 
the juice on to one pound or fresh fruit, the same the follow¬ 
ing day ; don’t squeeze the fruit, drain it through a sieve, the 
last time pass it through a canvas wet with vinegar; one 
pound of sugar to every pint of juice; stir it when melted ; 
put the jar into a sauce-pan of water: let it simmer, and 
skim it; when cold, bottle it. The fruit, with an equal 
quantity of sugar, makes excellent raspberry cakes without 
boiling. 

Raspberry Acid.. —Six pounds of raspberries, one quart 
of water, two aud a half ounces of tartaric acid, dissolved 
in the water cold, and poured over the fruit; let it stand 
twenty-four hours; straiu through a flannel bag. To oue 
pint of syrup add one pound of lump-sugar; then, when it 
has stood for some time, skim it, and bottle for use in three 
or four days. 

Black Currant Vinegar. —Well bruise the currants, ponr 
the vinegar over them, putting in a little sugar to draw tho 
juice. Let it staud three or four days, stirring it well each 
day. Strain the juie^ fr • n the fruit, an l puuitig oue pound 
of sugar to one pint of juice, boil it gently three-quarters of 
an hour; skim, and, when cold, bottle it. 

Raspberry Brandy. —Put your fruit vhich must bo fine 
and dry, in a stone jar, and the jar in a suticc-pan of water 
till the juice runs; strain; to every pint add half a pound of 
sugar; I V !• -il o ice, then skim when cold ; add an equal 
quantity of brandy; shake, and bottle it. 

Mixed Fruit Vinegar. — Raspberries and strawberries 
mixed, will make a vinegar of very pleasant flavor. 
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FASHIONS FOR JULY. 


FASHIONS FOR JULY. 

Fio. I.— Walking-Dress of Pongee. —The skirt has three 
scant ruffles, with a plaiting of the some material above 
them; the basque is of a Polonaise shape, gathered in full 
on the hip, forming a deep tunic at the back. Two ruffles 
trim the tunic, and buttons fasten it down the front. Straw 
hat, with roses. 

Fio. ii.—Watering-Place Dress of Blue Stlk.— The skirt 
is trimmed with two flounces of striped gauze de chandey; 
the upper flounce is put on with a niching of blue silk ; the 
the game de chamley tunic is also trimmed like the lower- t 
skirt, and loojied up with large bows of ribbon. This tunic 
is much longer bchiud than in front. The sleeves and waist 
are trimmed with gauze de chamley. Large Leghorn hat, lined 
with blue silk, und ornamented with a loug ostrich plume. 

Fio. iii.—Walking-Dress of Dark Pearl-Gray Silk.— 
The skirt has three flounces, each trimmed with a narrow 
rnffle. The silk waist is high and plain; the over-dre3s is of 
gray striped gauze, trimmed with fringe. Hat of gray straw, 
trimmed with gray feathers and ribbon, and a large pink rose. 

Fig. it.—Bathing-Suit op Maize-Colored Woolen, trim¬ 
med with a red worsted braid, put on in a Greek pattern. 
The trousers are made full below the knee; the tunic is a 
little shorter, and the low basque is belted in at the waist. The 
bathing cap is silk oil-cloth, trimmed with red worsted braid. 

Fio. v.—W atering-Place Dress of Violet-Colored Fou¬ 
lard. —The skirt is trimmed with three puffings of violet 
and white gauze, put on with violet velvet ribbon. The 
deep postillion basque has trimming of the same beneath it, 
and two deep ruffles ornament the sleeves. Gipsy hat of 
white chip, trimmed with clustors of violets. Pongee para¬ 
sol, trimmed with violet silk. 

Fio. vi.—Walkino-Dress of Gray Silk.—T he skirt is 
trimmed with eight rows of black velvet, put on clusters of 
two. A mantilla of white, dotted muslin, trimmed with a 
band of tartan ribbon, and fringe. 

Fio. vii.—Walkieo-Dress of White Mohair—T wo flounces 
pass all the way around the skirt, and a third is placed only 
at the back. The basque is trimmed with a profusion of 
black velvet bows. 

General Remarks. —There is but little change, except in 
making dresses, which are of a much looser make than we 
have been accustomod to see them lately. Nearly all mantles 
are in the shape of circulars or Bhawls, or if paletots, they 
have very wide, open sleeves, aud are quite loose in front, 
though sometimes fastened in at the waist, belliud. This 
comes from the change in the shape of sleeves, which aro 
now generally made loose and open. The sleeve, fastened in 
by a band at the bend of the arm, and thence flowing in a 
full frilling, is by far the prettiest, though there are other 
models, more open and streaming, which are much in vogue. 

In Evening Dress ribbons are very extensively worn. 
The beautiful gold and silk woven ribbons, which form such 
effective trimmings, are among these. Few sashes are seen, 
but low waists are made with short, and much-trimmed 
basques; sometimes these are at the back only, while in 
front the waist is made with points. Asa change from the 
panier, of which one is getting very tired, the upper-skirt is 
sometimes made very long, and then just caught up at the 
back with a bow, or a brauch of flowers. 

The Favorite Color still seems to be maize, canary, and 
Gloire de Dijon, a beautiful morning dress of pile lemon 
color; the skirt long, and trimmed to simulate a train. 
Walking-dresses are made rather longer, and do not clear 
the ground. Flounces still maintain their sway, and a 
number of these cut bias are used for stylish dresses. 

In Parasols, the small, round form is leading; the trim¬ 
mings are chiefly ruches, with fringed edges, lace-flowerings, 
and rich embroideries. Lace trimmings are fastened with 
bows at the top of the parasol, and winding round, terminate 
with another bow to correspond. 


In Lingerie the muslin kilting is in favor; this kilting i» 
edged with lace of all kinds, and the kilting is even em¬ 
ployed in dressing toilets. 

Fichus of white muslin and of colored, and of black crepe 
de chine, are worn to preserve the corsage from the long- 
chignon, or flowing tresses, which soil silk dresses in a few 
‘hours. These flehus are trimmed with lace, and with lace 
insertiou, and folded a la vierge , and fastened with a jeweled 
pin. Many of these flehns are embroidered in color on fine 
cr*pc, and on China silk; others have entrtdeus. of lace, 
Valenciennes or guipure, and are edged with the same laces. 

Morning Caps are made very small: they will rest in 
the palm of your hand, lappets and streaming ends ex¬ 
cepted, of course. A circlet of gathered lace, a bow oi 
ribbon in the middle, with ribbons and barhe* flowing be¬ 
hind, will readily compose a cap according to modern ideas. 

Under-Slf.eviis are long, and terminate in linen cuflis for 
the morning toilet, and in handsome Pagoda and rtligieuse 
sleeves for evening and dressy toilets. 

Dresses are frequently now, cut round, and with single 
skirts; and shawls, so long discarded, are coming into fash¬ 
ion once more. 

Bonnets are a little better, but the quantity of hair still 
worn on the head, forces them to bo still perched forward in 
a very unbecoming way; and the same may be said of hats. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fio. i.—Dress of a Little Girl of Five to Six Years.— 
The skirt is cut gored to the waist, and is of light blue sum¬ 
mer poplin, or mohair, trimmed to simulate au upper-skirt, 
or tuuic. The trimming consists of a bias band of thw 
material, two inches broad, headed by a quilling of tho 
same. This is put on in the apron form, in front, deepening 
at the sides, and in the back; bretellos of the same. This is 
worn over a muslin body, high necked, and long coat-sleeves, 
fastened in front with bows of blue ribbon. It may also be 
worn simply as an over-skirt, over an entire white dress, 
only making it a little shorter. Five yards of single-width 
material, or four yards of double will be required. 

Fio. ii.—Dress of White Alpaca for a Miss of Twelve 
Years. —One skirt, gored in the front, and very full in the 
back. The front of the skirt has the trimming put on to 
simulate an apron, coming np at the sides, and finished 
off with a bow. Waist slightly full, and trimmed square. 
Coat-sleeves, cut up on the outside of the arm. The trim¬ 
ming consists of three narrow pipings of colored silk, with a 
quilling of the same, or the quilling may be of the alpaca, 
bound with the silk. Six yards of alpaca, one yard and a 
half of silk will be required. 

Fig. in.— Misses Dress of White Pique —Eight yards of 
French corded pique.—Under skirt perfectly plain. Over¬ 
skirt, apron front, full in the back, slightly looped at the 
sides. Loose jacket, open sleeves, worn over a muslin high 
neck, long sleeved waist. The trimming consists of three 
rows of white Marsailles braid on the jacket and over-skirt, 
finished with a plaited ruffle of Victoria lawn. 

Fio. iv.—Dress for a Little Girl of Six Years. —This 
dress is of summer silk, small cheok, pink or bine. The 
lower-skirt has one slightly gathered ruffle, four iuches deep, 
cut on the bias, and bowed. Low uecked, plain waist, with 
short sleeves. The tunic has an aprjn front, gored all round, 
cut in deep points at the back, and open to the waist; the 
“brotGllcs” are fastened to the bolt of the tunic, pointed 
ends to the sash at the hick. The trimming for the tunic 
is a bias band, headed by a quilling of the same, similar to 
the description given in Fig. 1. Eight to ten yards of silk 
will be required, or more, according to the size of the child. 
These checked silks can be dought at $1.50 per yard. This 
costume can he made or any of the cheap plaid summer 
mohairs, such as can be o~»ught for fifty cents per yard. 
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COLGATE & CO.’S 

CASHMERE BOUQUET SOAR 
has a navel but very delightful per¬ 
fume, and Is in every respect superior 
for TOILET USE. 

Sold by dealers in perfumery and 
Toilet Articles. 


THFA-NECTAfl I 

sIM 




OIL HOUSE 

ChsPratt'I 

1770 -1ST 


Excelsior Fluting Machine 

CHEAPEST AND BEST IN THE MARKET. 

WARRANTED 

^ - ^ Perfect Satisfaction. 

No. 1,5 in. roller, $0.00 

~ Sent by Express, 0. 0. D. 

L . c Ihrv^i. Illustrated Circular sent 
— «*e<J**^ free ( , n application. 

Agents wanted in every part of the United States. 

GEO. HOVEY & SON, 

_ 321 & 323 E ast 22d Street, New York. 

mm hajkoua mu 

ehe were but 18. It gives the complexion a lively pearl¬ 
like appearance,exceedingly beautiful and perfectly natural. 
It removes Pimples, Sunburn, Moth-patches, Ring-marks, 
Sallowuess, kc. t and in a very few weeks changes the rustic 
face into one of culture and refinement. Any lady who 
wishes to be pleased with herself and to please others will 
certainly use this article. Then dress your Hair with 
Lyon’s Celebrated Kathairon, and the two attractions—the 
complextion and the hair—are perfect. The Katliairon 
stimulates the growth of the hair, prevents it from falling 
out end turning gray, and is the best hair dressing in the 
world. All Druggists keep these articles. 


THEA-NECTAR 

IB A PURE 

BLACK TEA 

with the Geeen Tea Flavor. War¬ 
ranted to suit all tastes. For tale 
everywhere. And for sale wholesale 
only by the Great Atlantic & Paci¬ 
fic Tea Co., 8 Church St., New York, 
P.O.Box 6506. Send for Thta-Nectar 
Circular. 

A WEEK paid. If you want business, send stamp 
cpOl/ to Novelty Co., Saco, Me. 

MEADVILLE THEOLOGICAL SCHOOL. 

Unitarian. Edncates ministers. Gives aid to worthy 
beniflciaries. Begins September 18. Write 
_ Rev. A. A. L IVERMORE, Meadville, Pa. 

NEW SABBATH SCHOOL MUSIC. 

HP TJ "I? Dp IDT An ©ntire new collection of 
A Jl Jj Jl Ej It Ai .beautiful Sabbath School Music. 
Everything New,Fresh and Sparkling.and by the best writers 
in the Country. Examine 1 he Pearl if you wish the best . 
Specimen copy mailed on receipt of 35 cts; $3.60 per doz. 
Sold by all Book-sellers. 

S. BRAINARD k SONS, Publishers, Cleveland, 0. 

W t ANTED—AGENTS, ($20 per day.) to sell 
the celebrated HOME SHUTTLE SEWING 
I MACHINE. Has the under-feed , makes the 
I “lock stitch ” (alike on both sides,) and is fully 
I licensed. The best and cheapest family 8ewing 
Machine in the market. Address JOHNSON, 
CLARK k CO., Boston, Mass., Pittsburgh, Pa.* 
Chicago, III., or St. Louis, Mo. 

Agents! Read This! 

W E WILL PAY AGENTS A SALARY OF $30 PER 
WEEK and expenses, or allow a large commission 
to sell our new and wonderful inventions. 

Address, M. WAGNER k CO., Marshall, Mich. 



“DOMESTIC” 


Recommended by Physicians.—Best Salve In use. 
Sold by Druggists at 2o cents. JOHN F. HENRY, Sole 
Proprietor, 8 College Place, New York. 

THOMSON’S NEW VENTILATING 

GLOVE-PITTING CORSET. 



The whole world 
challenged to pro¬ 
duce a Family Sew¬ 
ing Machine that 
will sew as light 
and as heavy ; light 
running and easily 
operated. The best 
machine for use, 
the easiest to sell, 
the most durable, 
will last a life-time. 

Lock stitch, noise -1 
less, attachments 
unequalod. A good 
business may be 
established in any city or town in the U. 8. This machine 
has estal/ished its superiority in every instance where it 
has cornu in competition with any machine in the market. 
Men wit! capital are fiuding it to their advantage to make 
the sale of toll machine their exclusive business. AycuU 
.»’» unoccupied territory. Machines guaranteed as 

. rented. 

^ -Address 14 Domestic” Sewing Machine Co., 

96 Chambers St., New York, or Toledo, 0. 


In addition to onr justly celebrated PATENT GLOVE- 
PITTING COSSETS, which are now the most perfect goods 
made, we have introduced 

THE VENTILATING OB SUMMER CORSET, 

Entirely New in Style, Perfect in Shape, and Unrivaled as 
a Corset for Warm Climates. 

Also a lower cost GLOVE FITTING than ever before 
offered. 

In all cases, ask for THOMSON'S oewuixb Goods. Every 
Corset Stamped with the Name and Trade Mark, th« 

’THOMSON, LANGDON & CO., 

Sole Prtoatwi 391 BROADWAY. N. Y. 
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GET UP YOUR CLUBS ! NEW VOLUME WITH JULY NUMBER I 


PETERSON’S MAGAZINE 


^CHEAPEST AND BEST OF ALL.^flr 

■ ■ -■ -- 

4®** The July member begins a new volume, affording a good opportunity for persons to subscribe that do 
not want back numbers. Thost, however , who wish back numbers to January inclusive can be supplied. N. B.—Always 
say with what number you wish to begin. 


“ PETERSON’S MAGAZINE ” gives more for the money , and of a better quality , than any other. It contains every 
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DOWN IN . 

BY HETTY H 

It was very dark without, and the wind blew 
in fitful gusts. The old oak, in front of the 
house, groaned dismally. The gates were burst 
open, and slammed to and fro incessantly. 

Flora and I cowered together in tho parlor, 
more and more frightened as the hours went 
by. Our houso was a lone, country mansion 
several miles from the county-town, and we 
were quite alone, all tho family, including even 
the servants, having gone to the annual fair, 
and intending to stay till morning. 

14 1 never heard such strange sounds,” I said. 

“ Surely that was somebody on the stoop just 
now.” 

Nonsense,” cried Flora, looking around nerv¬ 
ously, however. 

“It was only two nights ago,” I replied, 
“that Mr. Brown’s house was robbed. They 
do say,” and here my voice fell to a whisper, 

44 that an organized gang of thieves is going 
round the country.” 

“Mercy!” cried Flora, turning deadly pale, 
44 suppose they come here What’s to be done ? 
Hadn’t we better go over to cousin Bell’s?” 

44 What! at this time of night. Nothing would j 
tempt me.” 

“This is a punishment for refusing cousin^ 
Sam,” said Flora. 44 If you had only behaved , 
rationally, we could have had one of the ser-; 
'vants from Elmwood to stay with us. But I 
suppose cousin Bell is so angry at the way in 
which you have treatod her son, that she will 
never speak to us again.” 

I had no reply to make. I already, in my 
heart, regretted the coquetry which had made 
me refuse cousin Sam; but was too proud to ; 
admit it to anybody but myself. 

To turn the conversation, and endeavor to 
inspire Flora as well as myself with courage, 

I went to the piano. But before I could strike 
a note, my attention was arrested by a grating 
sound, that seemed to come from under the floor. 
Vol. LX.—7 


A CELLAR. 

EATDSBTON. 

, I glanced at Flora. She was trembling from 
head to foot. 

44 Oh, Rose!” she whispered, 44 some one is 
getting into the cellar. We shall all be mur¬ 
dered.” and she wrung her hands helplessly. 

We both listened. But I heard nothing but 
the beating of my heart. I was not naturally 
a coward, and my resolution was taken at once. 

44 Flora,” I whispered, 44 you bang away on 
; the piano, so that if there is any one below 
: stairs, he will not suspect that we have heard 
him. I will go and listen at the cellar-door.” 

I went through the long, dark entry, to all 
: outward appearance bravely enough, but ex- 
! pecting at every step to bo knocked on the 
: head. At last I reached the kitchen. Putting 
one* ear to the trap-door, that led into the cellar, 

| I listened. But I heard only Flora playing on 
tho piano, the gate banging and slamming, and 
the old oak creaking in the gale, and knock¬ 
ing with its branches against the house. 

“What cowards we are, after all,” I said to 
myself, boldly raising the trap-doop, and peer¬ 
ing down into the cellar. 

I could see nothing, but the air smelt of rain. 

44 One of the windows must be open,” I said. 
44 1 hear the rain dashing in. That explains 
the queer noise.” 

I descended the stairs, intending to shut the 
window. Gradually my eyes became more and 
more accustomed to the darkness. When I 
reached the bottom of the steps, I turned 
around to look for the window. Great heav¬ 
ens! it was not there! 

My heart stopped beating. I clung to the 
cellar-steps. As I looked, the window re-ap¬ 
peared, now plainly wide open. I stood star¬ 
ing at the patch of faint, gray light, for a full 
minute, then, laughing silently at my fears, 
and persuading myself that the shutters had 
blown to, and now had blown open again, I 
advanced, intending to fasten the shutter* 
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securely. I had gone more than half way 
across the cellar, following the wall, when the 
window.was obscured again, and a gruff voice 
cried, “ Here, lend a fellow a hand.’* At the 
same moment, I saw a burly form creep through 
the window. My knees now absolutely gave 
way under me, as another voice behind me, 
answered, “ We had better wait till the family 
go to bed.” In a moment, however, I recovered 
myself, and turned to fly up stairs, even at the 
risk of being caught by the ruffian behind me. 
But before I could move a step, the trap-door 
fell with a bang, and I knew I was shut in hope¬ 
lessly with two, if not more, burglars. 

There was a horrible silence. But for the 
support the wall gave me, I would have sunk 
to the ground. Directly one of the ruffians 
tried to light a match. I heard the scrape on 
his boot, and saw the flame for a moment; but 
fortunately the wind blow it out. The immi¬ 
nent peril gave me sudden strength. To attempt 
to raise the trap-door from below, Was impos¬ 
sible for me, I kuew: my only hope of escape 
was through the window; and toward it I fled 
as swiftly and noiselessly as possible. I re¬ 
membered that an empty vinegar-barrel stood 
almost directly under it. On this I sprang, 
and clutching the sill above, was about to dra w 
myself up, when the nearest burglar discover¬ 
ing ine, darted at me with ah oath. He was, 
luckily, just one instant too late. Quick as a 
flash I was up on the sill, and out of the win¬ 
dow, and had run around the house to the front 
entrance. 

The door, to my surprise, was wide open, and 


a flood of light streamed over the stoop. But 
I did not stop to think why this was so. 
Breathlessly I rushed in, and as breathlessly 
fled into the parlor, where the first thing I saw 
was Flora, talking and gesticulating violently 
to some gentleman, who, facing around at the 
noise of my entrance, revealed the form and 
face of cousin Sam. 

I did not have the hysterics. I did not 
faint. But forgetting everything except my 
happiness and sense of relief in cousin Sam’s 
presence, I flung myself into his arms, saying, 
“Sam, dear Sam!” and I know not what else 
beside. 

My story, you see, is told. In a minute or 
two cousin 8am started for the cellar, but the 
burglars had taken the alarm and flown. Then 
ho explained his presence. He was returning 
from the fair, and seeing lights in the house, 
and knowing that robbers were about, he had 
stopped to ask if we were afraid. All this he 
told, with his arm around my waist. Then he 
turned to me, with a sly smile. 

“Bose,” he said, “I take it, you proposed 
to me, just now. I think 1*11 accept you, which 
is treating you better than you treated a cer¬ 
tain suitor, a few days ago.” 

I was covered with blushes. But what could 
I do? I did what a great many women, under 
similar circumstances, would have done—I 
burst into tears. 

Cousin Sam soothed me, and kissed me, and 
told me again and again how much he loved 
me. But he tells everybody, to this day, that 
I proposed to him, and not he to me. 


STAR-GAZING. 

IT 1111 E. BtSFOKD. 


Lucs other dreamers, strange fancies 
Are mine by night ami day; 

Of the world that is ruuud about os, 
And the world that is fkr away. 

I think, sometimes, in the twilight. 
That the sky is a sapphire sea ; 

And the stars are the souls of mortals, 
Sailing into eternity. 

I see them come np from the Eastward, 
Above the horizon** riin. 

And go drifting onward, and onward, 
Orer the Western brim; 

And I thiuk somewhere thero is lying, 
Away in the mystic Weit. 

Girt In by this sapphir* ocvv*, 

The islands of the Blest. 


And I watch the stars go Westward— 
To me they are souls of men— 

With a strange, deep awe in my bosom. 
And I question softly, When, 

When shall my soul go drifting^ 

Over tlie sapphire sea. 

Out to the beamifhl islands 
That wo call eternity f 

And I think, as I watch the pathway 
Of each Westward-going star, 

That some have vanished forever, 

Er6 they reached the horizon's bar; 
Can it be that the lost star*, told of 
By men of wondrous lore. 

Were the lost souls that we read of— 
Shipwrecked forevermore ? 
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READING HIS POEMS. 


BY FRANK LEE BENEDICT. 


It was up at Duff Kinzey’s place that it all j 
happened. You will never believe it, but his 
name really was Macduff. Few persons ever 
found it out. His wife used to hold the telling 
the secret over his head as a threat, wherewith 
to keep him in order. But this is all I need 
tell about the pair, except they were charm¬ 
ing, and had a lovely place, away in Ulster 
county, where, during the summer and autumn, 
they had a way of collecting the most delight¬ 
ful people of one’s acquaintance, seldom making 
the mistake that ordinary hosts invariably do, by 
inviting antagonistic elements at the same time. 

Eleanor Vaughn had been expected for days, 
and finally arrived at the close of a bright Oc¬ 
tober day. She was a distant cousin of Mrs. 
Kinzey’s, and made them a long visit yearly. 
This time she went with certain misgivings 
that she was acting against her principles. 
Carey Fosbrooke was to be there, and she had 
conceived for him one of those terribly violent 
aversions, which impulsive women do get up 
toward unknown men who have been repre¬ 
sented to them in an unfavorable light. 

Miss Eleanor chanced to be in a willful mood; 
she would not get into the carriage which met 
her at the station, (the fourth time in as many 
days it had been sent for that purpose,) and 
which would have landed her decorously at the 
house in ample time to dress for dinner. She 
chose to walk; the expostulations cf old Wal¬ 
lace, the trustworthy coachman, and most tyran¬ 
nical of the race of ancient servants, were of 
no avail whatever. The path through the wood 
was pleasant, and she meant to follow it, caring 
nothing for the fact, which Wallace elaborated 
in many different ways, that the dressing-bell 
must be ringing at the moment—that twilight 
must overtake her. Follow the wood-path she 
was determined to do; and this was what be¬ 
fell her as a punishment for her obstinacy. 

The golden and red light streamed through 
the autumn-tinted leaves; the faint breeze 
sighed about like a song; the robins fretted 
| musically before going to sleep; the path was 
' capricious, as only something beautiful has a 
right to be; now winding through deep shade, 
then out upon unexpected heights, from which 
a picturesque landscape, with the river in the 
midst, spread out below. 


Eleanor went slowly dreaming on—not that 
she would have acknowledged the weakness to 
herself—and her fancies wove themselves into 
a very pretty poem, only she did not think 
about it, and would have been indignant if 
some spirit had hinted the fact, as she never in¬ 
dulged the young-lady mania for verse making, 
and would have been heartily ashamed to find 
herself able bo to do. 

At length she discovered that she had wan¬ 
dered out of the broad path. It was growing 
dusk and chill. Old Wallace was proven a 
prophet of the highest order—she had lost 
her way. It was no very serious mischance, 
the wood was not extensive; but she might 
come out a mile or so below the house. It would 
be dark ; she had already wet her feet, and be¬ 
gan, into the bargain, to discover that she was 
hungry. She rushed impatiently to the left; 
found herself in a thorny thicket; started back, 
and took the right-hand, where there seemed a 
break in the trees; caught the fringe of her 
dress on a bush, which maliciously stretched 
its claws in her direction; was disentangling 
herself, with her temper more lacerated than 
her fringe; heard a voice exclaim something— 
looked up. She was standing face to face with 
a man, and the man cried eagerly, 

“ Why, Mrs. Winterton ! What an odd meet¬ 
ing. I feel as if I must be walking in my 
sleep. I-” 

By this time Eleanor was looking full at him. 
A rather handsome man he was to regard, and 
while he stared in wondering perplexity, she 
said coldly, 

“You have made a mistake, sir. I don’t 
know the person for whom you have addressed 
me.” 

The last bit of information she forgot, in 
her anger, was unnecessary, though it was true 
in a way. She always cut Mrs. Winterton 
dead, now-a-days. A dashing, flirting, spark¬ 
ling, audacious woman, much talked about, but 
keeping a certain position in society, thanks 
more to her relatives’ social standing than her 
own prudence. 

It was Eleanor’s pet grievance that Bhe 
looked like this woman. To be mistaken for 
her always made the young lady heartily de¬ 
test the unfortunate offender. She could more 
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easily have forgiven somebody who attempted 
to assassinate her in cold blood. 

She Knew in an instant who this man was— 
Carey Fosbrooke, of course! Her chief dis¬ 
like of him, m anticipation, had been the way 
in which his name was mixed up with Mrs. 
Winterton’s; a clue, according to her verdict, to 
a career of flirtation, which, in Eleanor’s mind, 
stamped him as that meanest of animals, a 
male coquette. 

In less time than I have needed to make 
this explanation, Fosbrooke comprehended 
who the young lady was he had so evidently 
annoyed by mistaking for the volatile widow. 
During the last four days, everybody had been 
talking about Miss Vaughn’s arrival, and 
sounding her praises, until, with the natural 
perversity of human nature, he hated the very 
utterance of her name. Besides, some mali¬ 
cious spinster, anxious to cover him with con¬ 
fusion, had told him that Eleanor looked enough 
like Mrs. Winterton to be her sister, therefore 
he did not require to be a seer to hit the truth 
quickly on this meeting. 

So, now, Carey suid, respectfully enough, but 
with an ease of manner which displeased Miss 
Vaughn exceedingly, 

“ I beg pardon; I think it must be Miss 
Vaughn. You were expected at the house when 
I came out. May I introduce myself, Carey 
Fosbrooke, and ask if I can be of any assist¬ 
ance ? Had you lost your way ?” 

There was nothing for it but to reply cour¬ 
teously, though Eleanor longed for the unre¬ 
strained freedom of savage manners, which 
would have permitted her at least to pull his 
hair. 

“I know the path perfectly,” she said, as 
carelessly as good breeding would allow. 
“Pray, don’t let me take you out of your way 
by my uncertain course.” 

“I was on my way back to the house,”Fos¬ 
brooke answered, “ I came for a run before 
dinner, and strayed further than I intended.” 

“Now,” thought Eleanor, “he’s going to 
make a speech about the happiness of meeting 
me. I hate him, and I’m sure he’s a dunce!” 

He disappointed her; he did not speak a 
word of any sort. Indeed, he looked glum, 
and not a bit overpowered or obliged to fate. 
He saw she had conceived an aversion to him¬ 
self, and he had no mind to be snubbed, and 
was prepared to dislike whatever she did. 

They walked on in silence; oame out of the 
wood at the back of the grounds, and appeared 
in sight of the party waiting on a side veranda, 
discussing Miss Vaughn’s oddity in choosing | 


! the walk—Jehu having arrived with the infor¬ 
mation that the young lady would not listen to 
reason. 

“It is growing dark,” said Mrs. Kinzcy. 

; “The dinner will be on the table in a moment. 

: I must send for her, only I’m afraid she’ll be 
vexed.” 

Then the cantankerous spinster of the group 
cried out shrilly, 

“Bless me, there comes Miss Vaughn with 
Mr. Fosbrooke I Dear me! did he know she 
meant to walk ?” 

Mrs. Kinzey treated her to a glance as keen 
as a needle. “You forget,” said she, with 
awful politeness, “ my cousin never had met 
Mr. Fosbrooke.” 

“Until she took this ramble,” tittered the 
Spinster, with a laugh as sharp as her chin. 

By this time Mrs. Kinzey had reached her 
cousin. Fosbrooko bowed himself off; and 
while dashing into dinner-dress, in the secrecy 
of his own room, he vowed that, during the 
next fortnight, he would see as little as possi¬ 
ble of Miss Vaughn, and never speak to her 
when he could help it. Usually, when people 
make similar resolutions in regard to strangers, 
fate takes a spiteful pleasure in bringing them 
together oftener than the most attaohed friends 
are generally allowed to meet. 

The rule held good in Fosbr'ooke’s case. He 
could not stir without encountering Miss 
Vaughn. Whether he took a solitary ride 
among the hills, or a long ramble through the 
wildest scenery within reach, he was certain 
to run across the young woman, and it was 
perfectly apparent that she was no better 
pleased than himself, though each could not 
help seeing it was undesigned on the part of 
the other. 

Then Mrs. Kinzey was always, it seemed to 
him, calling on him to do something for Miss 
Vaughn, or listen to Miss Vaughn, or take her 
part in an argument against Miss Vaughn, till, 
in spite of him, the beautiful girl was so con¬ 
stantly presented to his thoughts that she ac¬ 
tually got mixed up with his dreams, haunting 
him like a nightmare, as he ungallanlly said 
to himself. 

At first, when they met in those out-of-the- 
way places, they used to exchange frigid bows 
and words, and Eleanor would say, “Pray, 
don’t let me detain you,” or employ some other 
polite formula of dismissal, which caused him 
to grind his teeth; not because he wished to 
remain, but because her unbounded arrogance 
and insolence amazed him. 

In fact, he wasted a great deal of energy in 


Digitized by i^oooLe 




READING HIS POEMS. 


105 


detesting her, and there the young lady had 
the advantage of him. She told herself that 
he was not worth a thought; his life and his 
morals were bad. No doubt he was fascinating 
in talk, or people said so; but he was to have 
no place whatever in her mind. Indeed, he 
had none. She informed her reason of this 
truth so frequently, that if another person had 
tried by the same means to prove to her that 
this was a way of not thinking, she might 
have had her doubts; but in a personal matter, 
analysis is not so easy; and Eleanor was quite 
satisfied with her grand indifference. 

The days went on pleasantly, as they always 
did at Duff’s place. Everybody, except the 
two people with whom I have to deal, voted the 
visit delightful. 

Fosbrooke was in an irritable, carping mood, 
at which he rather wondered himself, as it was 
not a demon that often haunted him; and 
Eleanor found the days dull, stale, and un¬ 
profitable, and wished she had turned her steps 
in any other direction than toward the hospita¬ 
ble house of her cousins. She had hard work 
to hide that she was bored; but her sense of 
duty in this particular was rigid, and she suc¬ 
ceeded so well that nobody perceived the truth, 
except Mrs. Kinzey, and she puzzled her brains 
for a reason, whenever she had time, but was 
unable to come to any satisfactory conclusion, 
“only Eleanor alwas was odd,” she declared: 
there is a relief to one’s friends in saying that, 
on all occasions. 

In the meantime, fate proceeded in her own 
way with the work she meant my young people 
to do, and they followed her lead as blindly as 
each one of us has, or will in good time. 

Fosbrooke had to admit, at length, that Miss 
Vaughn merited the praises bestowed on her, 
though she certainly did not attempt to exer¬ 
cise her powers of fascination on him; then, 
manlike, he was curious to know the reason; 
and it was not pleasant to settle down on the 
only one easy to arrive at—that she did not 
consider him worth the trouble. 

Kitty Kinzey let the truth out, one day, when 
she was driving with him, whether thought¬ 
lessly, or with deliberate purpose, it was im¬ 
possible to say. Odd as it may seem, consid¬ 
ering the gossip there had been, Fosbrooke 
was not in the least aware of it, or that people 
were divided in their beliefs as to whether he 
or the widow was the victim and the one jilted. 
He did not see fit to make an explanation; that 
he might be misjudged was a thing which 
affected him very little. He said to himself 
that, for Miss Vaughn to misjudge him was of 


less importance than the verdict of any human 
being he had ever met. 

After dinner, that night, he and Miss Vaughn 
fell into a horribly polite quarrel, and though 
he did not care for her opinion, he managed to 
give her a score of sharp thrusts on the sub¬ 
ject of condemning strangers on account of 
unfavorable reports; and they both said a great 
number of disagreeable things, and felt mutu¬ 
ally sore when it was over. 

So the days went by. I told you at the out¬ 
set that something was to happen to bring the 
pair together, so I need not waste time in 
making a mystery, or getting up a sensation. 
It was a sufficiently prosaic cause—no more or 
less than Duff Kinzey’s illness. Nobody ever 
[ knew the great, strong fellow to be ailing be¬ 
fore; but he caught cold, and, however it hap¬ 
pened, came down with a genuine old-fashioned 
typhus fever, such as few people of this gene¬ 
ration have vitality enough to get up. 

The guests scattered like sheep; for, say 
what you please, people will catch typhus fever 
| if they stay within its reach; so these dear 
souls made excuses to get away, just as most 
people will, and tried so hard to make their 
case good, that they almost believed themselves 
they were going from a fear of being a trouble 
in the house under the circumstances. 

Eleanor Vaughn staid. Carey Fosbrooke 
staid. Eleanor could not leave her cousin, for 
Kitty was in no state of health to bear the 
fatigues of nursing or any wearing anxiety by 
herself. The best of it was, Eleanor thought 
Carey had gone, and he understood that sho 
had, until they met face to face in the hall, 
one day. 

“ I thought you had left,” said Eleanor, the 
first to speak, of course, considering the pair 
were man and woman. 

“No,” said he; “I Understand fevers, and I 
mean to see Duff through it. I’m glad you are 
here with poor Mrs. Kinzey. You can’t do any¬ 
thing for Duff, but she needs care almost as 
much.” 

Eleanor looked at him with a fine assump¬ 
tion of patient contempt. After thinking she 
had the sick man, and his wife, and the chil¬ 
dren, and the rest of the household on her 
shoulders, it was vexatious to find this yellow- 
bearded epitome of conceit looming in the fore¬ 
ground, and putting on airs. She snapped at 
him, of course—grandeur is difficult to carry 
into details. 

“I’ve been in Duff’s room, and f’m going 
again,” said she; and then Fosbrooke glared 
at her. The term is strong, but Eleanor always 
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insisted it was the only one applicable, and I 
am inclined to think she was right. 

“I don't think you ought to have run the 
risk,” he answered, after a moment’s silence, 
during which he was a prey to a score of odd, 
anxious feelings, which he could not analyze. 

“I suppose I may run risks as well as you,” 
said she, “or Katy, and Katy’s there half the 
time.” And now her words did not sound sharp, 
because, when he looked at her, he saw there 
were tears in her eyes. 

“So be it,” said he, very gently. “We’ll 
all do the best we can. It’s in higher hands 
than ours.” 

Now she stared in surprise, for he had been 
represented to her as an atheist, and she had 
believed it. She went away to her room, and 
when they met again it was in Duff’s chamber, 
where there was no opportunity either for 
quarrels or discussions in regard to each other’s 
belief. 

The pair were occupied with various kinds 
of Samaritan labors for the next three weeks, 
aud, as a matter of course, had gained a some¬ 
what clearer estimate of each others character, 
though I am bound to say, that Eleanor clung 
to many of her prejudices, while Carey had 
clean forgotten that he ever had any in regard 
to the handsome creature. 

Good and satisfactory reason for that—he 
had fallen in love with her. He was not as yet 
exactly aware of the fact, but any slight cause 
might make the matter plain to his comprehen¬ 
sion, at any moment. 

Just now, Mr. Duff saw fit to recover enough 
to enjoy all the delicious privileges, tyrannical 
and otherwise, which belong to convalescence. 
They were all delighted to spoil him, though 
Katy, in her womanly wisdom, had an eye to 
future discipline, and told him daily, 

“It’s nice and right enough; but, oh! just 
wait till you’re big and disagreeable again, and 
can smoke, and go shooting, and say bad words, 
won’t you catch it!” 

“ You never heard me say a bad word,” Duff 
declared. 

“Never mind, you think them, I know!” 
pronounced the undeceivable, and then fell to 
kissing him, and cooing over him; and Carey 
watched the pair, rather curiously, from his 
seat in the bay-window. Straightway he fell 
to thinking what a lonely, desolate life his was, 
and so worked himself into an unwholesome, 
misanthropic state of mind, in which he was 
only fit to write poetry; so he went off and did 
it. And this was one of the secrets which Duff, 
with the usual perfidy of masculine nature, 


proceeded to betray to Eleanor, as soon after 
his recovery as he found time to think about 
anything beside himself and his unappeasable 
craving for supplies of the soups and jellies, 
wherewith the two foolish women pampered 
him, in a way which Carey did not approve. 

Master Carey wrote poetry, and had actually 
published a couple of books, that Eleanor knew 
well, and in regard to whose authorship she 
had always felt a certain curiosity. The secret 
had been so well kept, however, that she was 
never able to learn who perpetrated them, and 
she finally decided they must be English, partly 
because she often saw poems under the same 
nom de plume in the London magazines, partly 
because it is a habit with most patriotic Ameri¬ 
cans, if they rend a book which pleases them, 
to fancy it must have been born in the British 
isles. 

It naturally enough followed, that when 
Eleanor learned the pretty little secret, she 
was incapable of keeping it to herself; and, 
more than that, unconsciously influenced by 
Kitty’s harangues, jumped at conclusions, 
where Mr. Fosbrooke was concerned, entirely 
at variance with her former opinions. She 
could not rest until she had made the fact 
known to him. Any woman will understand why. 

After dinner was Kitty’s time for having her 
husband’s society all to herself; so Carey and 
Eleanor had hitherto been forced to do the po¬ 
litely awful to one another in the drawing¬ 
room for the space of two hours. 

This night they were left alone as usual, and 
Eleanor astonished her companion by saying, 

“Don’t take refuge in the newspaper, Mr. 
Fosbrooke; I want to beg your pardon, and 
offer you my thanks.” 

“Good gracious!” he exclaimed, dropping 
the newspaper, and looking so utterly stupid 
with surprise, that Eleanor fairly laughed. 

Then he came out of his bewilderment, and 
asked, 

“ Have I been more unpleasant and abomi¬ 
nable than usual, Miss Vaughn, that you should 
stab me with two such fearful blows ?” 

“That is cynical and pretty, according to 
modern ideas,” she answered; “but I am in 
earnest—so it is not civil ” 

“I beg pardon in my turn,” he said, good- 
naturedly. “ As a sign of your forgiveness, 
please answer categorically. First-” 

“It sounds like a sermon,” Eleanor put in, 
parenthetically. “Well, for the first clause, Mr. 
Fosbrooke ?” 

“ Why did you wish to overwhelm and utterly 
crush me by asking my forgiveness ?” 
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’ “Because I had made a wrong estimate of 
your character,” and she was too serious about 
it to appear absurd. 

“I am too much confused about it to an¬ 
swer,” he said,'laughingly. “Go on to the 
next remarkable statement. How on earth 
have I earned your gratitude?” 

“I’ll tell you, because the answer involves 
the first question. Ypu wrote ‘My Thoughts,’ 
and it is one of my pet books.” 

“ I never heard anything so frightfully illo¬ 
gical iu my whole life,” quoth he, mightily 
pleased all the while, as any scribbler would 
have been. 

“I hope so,” she replied. “I should be 
sorry to have my worst enemy accuse mo of 
being otherwise.” 

Then they both laughed, as we of this gene¬ 
ration do laugh at suoh ridiculous speeches, 
and rather feel there is a merit in making 
them. 

But they wero started on the right track 
now; that is, so far as feeling amicably dis¬ 
posed toward each other was conoerned, and 
before Kitty’s wonderfully long two hours were 
over, had got so far along in confidential chat 
that Carey absolutely threw his dignity over¬ 
board, and did something he had hitherto 
scorned to do, in his obstinate life, he asked 
Eleanor what it was that made her dislike him 
in advance, meaning, if she acknowledged the 
reason, to tell her the whole story from begin¬ 
ning to end. 

But as she was a woman, the reason was not j 
easy to give, so she fenced, and finally refused j 
to say a word; but sometime she would, she! 
promised—wouldn’t ho please be very generous 
and good, and rest satisfied with that? She 
asked the favor with suoh bewitching humility, 
and such a heavenly smile, that lie would have 
been beguiled into any promise, though it might 
have been as imprudent as that unfortunate 
one Herod made his step-daughter. 

“But whatever, it was, you will give me an 
opportunity, sooner or later, to clear myself?” 
he said. 

“Yes; bnt don’t shame me by your forbear¬ 
ance into telling now. I’ll promise not to think j 
of it once-” ! 

“That’s enough,” he broke in; “a thousand ; 
thanks!” j 

He looked so bright and animated that she ! 
wondered how it was she had so long refused i 
to consider him handsome. | 

After a little, Kitty came down for a few mo- | 
ments, and they were both astonished when she j 
began to excuse herself for having allowed j 


Duff to talk so long—they had no idea it was 
late. 

The next day it was beautiful as only an 
October day can be. Duff was well enough to 
take a long drive; and I doubt if four gayer, 
happier people ever drove through the old 
woods and lanes. 

Then followed two suoh weeks as do not 
often come more than once into any mortal's 
life, and at the end of them Carey Fosbrooke 
understood his own heart, and determined to 
put his hopes in one grand venture, and know 
exactly how much happiness or misery destiny 
| had in store for him. 

But ho only got uncertainty, after all, though 
it was not a very dismal one. Eleanor asked 
for a little time; but there was a look in her 
beautiful eyes which made his heart bound 
with hope, even while he remonstrated against 
hor cruelty. Of course, he promised to be 
patient, and not to hurry her; and, of course, 
the first chance he got, he began his story over 
again, and it sounded even pleasanter in Elea¬ 
nor’s eftrs than it had done the first time. She 
had had a day and a night to think of the 
matter, and her common sense told her it was 
bettor to bo frank and honest in the beginning. 

So she said, resolutely enough, though it re¬ 
quired a good deal of courage, 

“I want to ask you a question.” 

“ Twenty, if you like, though you will not 
answer me one,” he said. 

“ Oh! that’s a different matter,” she replied, 
blushing so beautifully that Carey was ready 
to fall at her feet prostrate, like a Hindoo before 
his idol. But she hesitated, and kept her head 
inverted, until he urged her to give voice to her 
question. “I was told you were engaged to 
Mrs. Winterton; that you received letters from 
her since you came here.” 

“ I should as soon think of marrying my 
sister,” ho exclaimed, eagerly. “I never cor¬ 
responded with her in my life. Is that what 
made you dislike me?” 

Then he plunged into tender talk, and they 
both forgot Mrs. Winterton. But just when it 
seemed probable that Eleanor was preparing 
to make up her mind more quickly than she 
had promised, of course, they were inter¬ 
rupted—some visitor’s called, and Eleanor had 
to go and see them, as Kitty was occupied with 
Duff. 

It was rather unfortunate that the very next 
morning Miss Vaughn should be seized with 
a fancy to rise much earlier than usual, and to 
get down into the breakfast-room before any¬ 
body was visible, except Wallace bringing in 
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the letters. Eleanor took them from his hand, 
and proceeded to amuse herself by distributing 
them by the plates of the rightful owners. 
Three for Duff—those must be sent up stairs— 
two for Kitty—none for herself—and one for 
Mr. Fosbrooke. 

It was as well that Wallace had left the room, 
for there was an odd gurgle in Eleanor's throat 
as she stood staring at the writing and the 
monogram more fixedly than people often do 
at such trifles. A very odd hand—one not to 
be mistaken or forgotten; no more was the 
monogram—F. R. W.—and the W. made a 
snake, encircling the other letters. 

Miss Vaughn had seen the writing several 
times during the summer, as she chanced to bo 
staying in the house with a friend of Mrs. 
Winterton’s. She remembered Fosbrooke’s de¬ 
claration that he never corresponded with her. 
Up sprang Eleanor’s morbid tendency to lack 
of faith, and helped her on toward a fine fit of 
rage and misanthropy. 

She went back to her room as thoroughly 
punished for getting up before it was neces¬ 
sary, as Charles Lamb, or any other advocate 
for late rising could have desired. She had 
her breakfast brought to her there, and, of 
course, did not eat it, and was short with Kitty 
when she came up to know if there was any¬ 
thing the matter. 

Duff was got down stairs that morning, and 
one of his old aunts arrived to spend the day, 
aud, altogether, the house was in such con¬ 
fusion that Eleanor had not a moment to her¬ 
self after the gloomy half hour which Kitty 
interrupted. 

Fosbrooke was busy answering piles of let¬ 
ters for Duff, and Eleanor kept out of tho 
library. But fate had made up her mind to 
torment the young lady; so, of course, Eleanor 
met Wallace coming out of the library with a 
note in his hand, which he dropped at her feet, 
and as he was old and rheumatic, she was too 
kind to let him stoop for it—and there was 
Mrs. Winterton’s name in Fosbrooke’s writing. 

“I beg your pardon, Miss,” said Wallace, 
“I’m going to send Joe with it-to the village.” 

Eleanor let him pass on; she stood a few 
seconds in the hall irresolute, strongly moved 
to enter the library, and give Carey Fosbrooke 
the free expression of her contempt and wrath. 
He had lied—there was no other word would 
answer! He was in correspondence with that 
woman; more than all, she had come up here 
to meet him—what did it mean? Eleanor soon 
got at a conclusion which she was satisfied was 
the real one; Fosbrooke knew that she was 


rich—he wanted her money. Mrs. Winterton 
had heard of the matter, and ho was trying to 
appease and keep her silent. Once possessed 
by her demon of jealousy and doubt, there was 
no length of accusation to which Eleanor’s 
thoughts would not go, even where those she 
loved best were concerned. 

She did not see Fosbrooke alone during the 
whole morning, and he got no opportunity of 
speaking even a word privately. That she 
looked, in one of her moods, not to care for 
anything mundane, was not of sufficient rare 
occurrence, unfortunately, to make him in the 
slightest degree uneasy. But he was restless 
enough, for ho had a confidence to offer her; 
and in spite of every effort he made, no possi¬ 
ble occasion would present itself. He sent 
twice to her room, but she was not there either 
time. He went in search of her, and found 
her busy with the guests. The afternoon was 
wearing on, and he must go. He sat down and 
wrote her a note, explaining everything, as I 
think, according to my old-fashioned ideas, 
ho ought to have done. He would be back be¬ 
fore dinner; as a sign that she considered he 
was acting rightly, would she wait for him in 
the library? There was never anybody there 
at that hour; or if by some horrible chance 
there should be this day, when everything went 
so crookedly, if she would hold in her hand 
that poor volume of his verses which she pro¬ 
fessed to like, he should understand that she 
approved, as ho was certain she would do, 
knowing her generosity and kind heart. 

He gave the letter to Wallace, with strict in¬ 
junctions to hand it himself to Miss Vaughn— 
and Wallace was always as safe as a church. 
But this time he failed, for the best reason in 
the world—he did not see the young lady. He 
had one of his bad attacks of rheumatism come 
on suddenly, and betook himself to his bed, too 
full of aches, pains, and groans, to recollect 
the trust that had been intrusted to him. 

Late in tho afternoon, tired of the effort of 
entertaining uncongenial people, weary of her 
own wild struggle, mad with herself because 
she could not at once tear out of her heart all 
affection for the man whom she believed guilty 
of suoh premeditated and unpardonable treach¬ 
ery, Eleanor got away from everybody, and set 
off on a long walk. 

She went down through the wood toward the 
village; it was a bright, beautiful afternoon, 
soft and hazy with the golden light of Indian 
Summer; but the quiet and loveliness only 
added torment to her agitated state. She 
reached an open space, from whence one could 
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look down into a pretty glen. She would go j 
no further; she was better off, shut up iff her 
dull room, than there. 

Suddenly, her eye was attracted by a gleam 1 
of bright color half way down the glen. She 
looked closer, then, after one quick breath, 
that was like a sob, stood for several moments 
contemplating the tableau before her. 

A man and woman were seated on the trunk 
of a fallen tree—it needed only one glance to 
assure her that it was Carey Fosbrooke, and 
his companion, Mrs. Winterton. He was hold¬ 
ing her hands as he had once held Eleanors 
own; his face was bent toward the beautiful 
woman, whose countenance was raised to his 
with an expression of wild entreaty, while her 
Toice reached Eleanor, so broken by sobs that 
no word was audible. 

Eleanor roused herself at last, and ran away, 
never pausing until she had reached the house 
and had securely bolted the door of her cham¬ 
ber against all intruders. Then she had her 
spasm of pain out; but it was long before even 
her wounded pride could afford her strength 
enough to stand up under the blow which had 
stricken her heart so mortally. She felt that 
her last power of faith in any human being was 
gone—that was the hardest of all to forgive. 
She could bear her suffering; she could fling 
that false man’s memory from her soul with 
scorn. The world was still going on, and she 
had a part to act in it; so she put by her 
troubles, and dressed to go down stairs, ready 
to baffle all eyes by her calm demeanor. 

Before she left the room she gathered to¬ 
gether a few trifling mementoes Fosbrooke had 
given her during the past weeks; remembered 
that a volume of his poems, for which sho had 
asked, lay on the library-table, and certain 
that the room would be deserted, went down 
there to add the book to her little package, 
which she meant to send him, with a few of the 
bitterest and most contemptuous words she 
could pen. 

The room was empty, the lights turned down. 
Eleanor found the book; some impulse, which 
she could not resist, made her open it to glance, 
for the last time, at a sonnet which he had read 
to her only the evening before—some verses to 
an ideal, which he told her had found their 
fulfillment. 

Her back was toward the door; she was so 
absorbed that she did not hear it open, or know 
that Fosbrooke was stealing toward her on tip- 
tee, his face radiant with happiness, as he 
caught sight of her, and recognized the volume 
in her hands. He had hurrhed to his room on 


his return, dressed for dinner, and come thither 
to learn his fate. 

“Eleanor!” he cried. “Eleanor !” 

She started to her feet; before she could 
; utter a word he was beside her, stretching out 
his hands to take hers, and saying, 

“You read my letter—you thought I was 
right. God bless you, Eleanor! You will give 
me hope! You do care a little for me!” 

And before he could continue, or Eleanor 
could overwhelm him with the torrent of wrath 
swelling in her bosom, the door opened, and 
two of the guests entered—and the pair had to 
get back to commonplace as best they might. 

As soon as she was able, Eleanor ran away 
to the shelter of her chamber. On her table 
lay a letter—it was the one that had been in¬ 
trusted to Wallace—he had remembered, and 
sent it to her. 

Her first impulse, in her rage, was to tear it, 
unopened; but she changed her mind, broke 
the seal, and read. She learned the bond be¬ 
tween Fosbrooke and Mrs. Winterton. She had 
been, for more than a year, secretly married to 
his cousin—secretly, through fear of one of her 
relatives, whose heiress she was to be. Quar¬ 
rels had risen between the pair, and Carey had 
been a mutual confidant. Just now, in her 
trouble, she had asked to Bee him, and he had 
gone to insist on her daring the worst, that is, 
disclosing the whole truth at any risk. 

Eleanor ran to Kitty’s boudoir, and aston¬ 
ished her cousin by ordering her to go down 
stairs and send Fosbrooke up; and Kitty, like 
a wise woman, went without a word. 

Eleanor was weeping wildly; and again Fos- 
brooke’s voice startled her, by calling her name. 
This time she went straight into, the shelter of 
his arms, and sobbed out the whole story of her 
wicked doubt, the effect of the morbid want of 
faith in which she had so long indulged herself. 

“ I think I am rather glad of it,” Carey said, 
when they were both able to talk connectedly. 

“Why?” she asked, in surprise. 

“ Because it needed some powerful reason to 
make you believe you cared for me,” he an¬ 
swered ; and Eleanor laughed and cried at once, 
till she was not fit to appear at the dinner, and 
felt that she should never fully recover her dig¬ 
nity and pride after so terrible a fall. 

Of course, it ended happily, even for Mrs. 
I Winterton, for the old relative behaved sensi- 

I bly; and the spoiled beauty learned that it is 
always better to tell the truth, however much 
policy, or any other mean motive, called by a 
fine name, may reject the idea as imprudent 
and unwise. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

“Where are you going ? I see you’re going 
off somewhere. Going to take those old things?” 
tossing from her the sleeve of an old, dirty 
coat, that had been a year or two hanging in 
the open garret. “And this? Where are you 
going, James?” 

Her face was very anxious—very miserable; 
her voice was faint. She sat down on the foot 
of the bed, her hand on the post. 

Seeing this; feeling for her, and hoping 
something from the softness, he told her he 
was going away to earn his living. 

“And the living of that miserable girl!” 

“His wife’s living,” he told her, again going ] 
on with his packing. ] 

And then again she stormed, with now and j 
then a pale ray of sunshine, when she tried to : 
coax or bribe; talked of what things they ; 
would say to his father, (lies, every one of 
them,) “to make him” let them have money, 
so that James could go off—to England, or 
somewhere—to stay until the girl got tired 
waiting for him, and married somebody else. 
Would he go so, and stay till the miserable 
thing—not tit to wipe his shoes—married some¬ 
body else? It wouldn’t be long, probably. 
Certainly would not, if he gave her a hundred 
or two; for this would bribe some of those 
fellows over there, and they would take her off 
his hands. 

His answer was a more resolute cast of fea¬ 
tures, and greater activity in his preparations. 

“ Oh, dear!” said she. 

He was lifting the heavy trunk to take it to 
the head of the stairs. 

“ I would help you if it was anything else 
you were doing. I can’t help you about this; 
for you are going straight to ruin.” 

He’d been there a long time, he told her. He 
was going somewhere else, now—he was going 
to Boston; and when he was a prosperous man 
she’d see him there, and not before; when he 
could bring his wife, a prosperous woman, 
a welcome one, too. She’d got to come a wel¬ 
come one, or neither he nor she would ever 
come at all. He had told father he was going; 
and he had given him some money—his voice 
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giving way a little—enough to pay his fare 
down ; and this was all he wanted. “Good-by, 
mother!” 

“I shan’t soy good-by. You’re not going to 
stir a step! I’ll stop it!” hurrying to leave 
the room. 

“ There’s only one way—receive her.” 

“I shan’t!” turning round in the door, 
facing him with the resolution of a do*en ordi¬ 
nary women (and vixens, at that,) in her front. 
“I shall not! I never shall! You’ve got to 
get rid of her. I shan’t rest till something’s 
done.” 

! It would not be car-time for three hours yet; 
and she resolved to undo the whole matter, and 
put things as she liked them, in that time. 

“Sophia!” half whispered she, at the girl’s 
door; not only her tones, but herlooksand ges¬ 
tures, denoting the secrecy in which she was 
accustomed to involve half the proceedings of 
her miserable life. “ I want to tell you some¬ 
thing.” 

She told Sophia all about it. The latter 
listened, much shocked, full of pity for her 
cousin, and for the young girl, at whose un¬ 
common face she had many a time looked, at 
church, lyceum and concert, wishing that she 
could take her into a near friendship, to watch, 
and see how, under the encouragements of such 
interest and affection as she was sure of being 
able to Bhow her, the thin film of coarseness 
would fall, and leave a face of such beauty, in- 
j telligence, softness, and manners of such grace 
I and courtesy, as she had never seen yet in any 
person. 

“ Now,” thought she “ is the time.” And she 
was comforted. 

Mrs. Hathaway’s plan was, that she and So¬ 
phia should take the carriage, and drive over 
: to see the girl, and try to persuade her to give 
James up. To the former part of the proposi¬ 
tion, Sophia readily acceded, raising no ob¬ 
jection to the latter. She knew her aunt too 
well for that. And Mrs. Hathaway harried 
away to see her husband, and find out just 
what he was ready to do for James, if he would 
settle down there at once, doing as they wanted 
him to. 
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It was a generous thing in the good father. 
He would give him, at once, two-thirds of all 
he had, in real-estate, in stocks, and in money. 
Showing no more feeling, no more appreciation 
of the generosity, or the true fatherly emotion 
with which he accorded it, than if he and she 
both had been stones. She hurried off to find 
James. 


CHAPTER XX. 

When the hour for the visit drew near, Mrs. 
Hathaway shrank from an undertaking for 
which, as she said, she felt herself unequal. 

“I couldn’t do anything with James,” said 
she, “and 1 couldn’t with her. The miserable 
creature is his wife, and she knows it. What 
can I do ?” 

She felt perfectly discouraged ; and, in fact, 
her distraught features, and high color, of 
thqjnselves denoted some such mental condition. 

She wished Sophia would go; wished her 
father would carry her, and leave her there, 
while he drove over to the West Road, to see 
the Pinkertons—old friends of his, that he 
wanted to see, of course; and they were too 
old to come to him. Would she?” 

Sophia acquiesced. And, after having bathed 
her aunt’s head, and spoken a few of the little 
encouraging things that the young, who are 
generous, speak so easily, and that are so 
magical in the brightness they impart to the 
mature, she stepped into the carriage, and was 
driven off on her errand. 

“I have come over to see you,” she said, 
speaking with the kindest looks, and kindest 
tones, to the young creature who came, with 
wide, troubled eyes, and shaking fingers, to re¬ 
ceive her. “You are married to James. You 
are my cousin now; and no two cousins were 
ever more to each other than we must be now.” 

They were standing face to face, within the 
poor, but neat parlor, their fingers locked very 
close, their eyes—Laura’s still very wide, very 
tumultuous—were on each other’s face. 

“ You are going to have a hard time, at first, 
you and James; and I want to help you through 
it.” 

The young creature released one of her hands, 
bent her face into it, weeping. But Sophia, 
seating both herself and Laura, taking the 
latter into her arms; taking the forlorn head 
to her breast, said what she would do if James 
and Laura thought as she did about it. She 
and her father. She had already talked with 
him about it on the way. He approved the 
plan. Why, it was, indeed, as much his as hers, 
she sail, and he was ready to do bis part. 


This was the plan. The doctor had already, 
before he came back, determined what should 
be his course with regard to a home. Center¬ 
ing there at B-, he had a thousand memo¬ 

ries of a childhood, then an early maturity, 
into which one bitter trial had certainly come, 
but into which had also come a very large 
amount of purest enjoyments, both as boy and 
man. His mother, his father, both so venera¬ 
ted, so beloved ; both linked with nearly every 
childish, boyish, manly delight and pride. The 
precious, precious mother! whose memory was 
growing every year a more tenderly-cherished 
benefit and joy; because, see how gray his 
own hair was becoming! feel how he knew 
himself to be now, at sixty-five—pretty well 
along on the road of life, leading to the lovely 
shores where she, his mother, now more than 
ever, was ready to receive him into her arms 
again. Close by her the father walked in the 
glory of his immortal strength; close by, the 
exquisitely-beautiful wife, her lips parted in 
smiles, held the fine, white hand out to take 
his into its loving embrace. 

He was, it is true, many a time a sad man, 
with yearnings for those beloved ones, and for 
the shores where they were, that seemed to 
rend his life. But was he not, withal, a trans- 
cendantly happy man? Ah! indeed he was; 
and especially now, when earch hour of renewed 
intercourse with his son and daughter showed 
him some new sweetness, grace, and excellence 
of womanhood in the one, some new virtue of 
manhood, some new features of humor and 
genius, too, in the other. And much more, 
when he saw how the son and daughter already 
loved each other, and felt how love was the 
tidal-pulse of his life and theirs, making them 
one in the enkindled interests and purposes of 
life. 

Now, there must be a home. He had stores of 
curious things ready to come over from England, 
obtained, not only in the countries to which 
his travels had extended, but through the 
courtesies of gift and exchange from many 
others. 

So he bought back a beautiful field in front, 
lying along the wide, pleasant, country road— 
afield belonging to the old homestead—now, as 
the reader remembers, owned by Deacon Hath¬ 
away : a brook for the trout and perch; and 
flat-sides, too, dear reader, ran, with fair me- 
anderings, through it. And back of this were 
the wooded hills, and the gray old ledges, half 
hidden by trees at its foot, and bushes, and 
ferns, and lichens growing out of its sides. At 
the front were fine elms, which had had .j^0 
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grace to rise to just such height as not to hurt 
the lovely views, at the horizon, of mountains 
and woods, or of either sunsets or sunrises; 
and on this spot Dr. Athol was going to build 
his house. 

And now we come back to the poor bride, 
who could not help being filled with a sense of 
her needs, her sbort-comings, by seeing what 
advantages Sophia had over her in her educa¬ 
tion and dignity. 

While the house was under erection—which 
would take the remainder of the autumn, and 
all the winter and spring, it was to be so large, 
substantially built, and so handsome—Sophia 
and Laura were to be together, somewhere, 
where there was an excellent school. At South 
Boston, probably, where lectures, concerts, the 
best of Sunday preaching, and opportunities 
for seeing beautiful things in art, would be 
constantly available. They would be near 
James, there; would see him often, and he 
them, Sophia added, which filled the cup of 
Laura’s gratitude and joy. 

Only, there was the poor old father, the poor 
mother, the poor house, there on that barren 
hill, in that neighborhood, barren of even the 
decencies of intelligence or morals. % 

But the doctor, our true, humane, good man, 
had, it seemed, been thinking of that at the 
same time that Sophia and Laura thought. He 
remembered Mr. Haviland as a man of pros¬ 
perous circumstances, owner of one of the 
largest, best-managed farms in the west part 
of the town, where the farms were all good; 
remembered the sleek span he drove in his 
open-carriage to church, every Sabbath, bring¬ 
ing his wife, a neat-looking woman then, in 
her black silk-gown, straw-bonnet and white 
trimmings; his neatly-jacketed boy; his little 
girl, with bright eyes, and airy movements. 
He remembered that this property was most 
foully ruined by Lawrence, a sharper, with the 
air, and birthright, too, of a gentleman, who 
went largely into trade in the village; built 
the most costly house in the county—and the 
county included the capital—furnished it ac¬ 
cordingly ; bought and sold houses, lands, oxen, 
horses, sheep, wool, hay, grain; everything, in 
short, in the market, seemed to drift into his 
hands. His entertainments were sumptuous. No 
other woman wore such shawls, and such gowns, 
as Mrs. Lawrence; no young people had such 
opportunities of education and journeying, or 
had such innumerable indulgences lavished 
upon them, as those at the great house behind 
the rows of Lombardy poplars. 

But, all at once, there was a great smash, he 


remembered; and then it was found that almost 
every well-to-do tradesman, mechanic, farmer, 
in all that region, had either sold all their pro¬ 
ductions to him on credit, or endorsed his 
bills, or lent him all their money; a few of 
them to the full extent of all they possessed— 
the inheritances from their fathers, or the 
earnings of their owu lifetime. 

One of these was Mr. Haviland. There was 
no homestead exemption law then; and all was 
swept clean away, save that, to get Mrs. Havi- 
land’s signature of acquittance, the poor, sandy 
place on the hill was made over to her. That 
was all. Boston merchants got everything, so 
it was said. 

That was all, I said. But we will see if it 
was all. Mr. Haviland became the sot we 
have seen. Mrs. Haviland the weak, disheart¬ 
ened woman we have seen. The elder son, 
whose education had been commenced after all 
manner of drifting about, and of mishaps, came 
home broken, and was soon laid in a drunkard’s 
grave. The other son had done well for him¬ 
self; but he had had a hard time; had been 
marred and scarred in all his being. And so 
had Laura. Both had quick intuitions; intelli¬ 
gence, taste, grace of movement, and beauty, 
were natural to them—but they had had no 
helps. Ready for the touches of the master’s 
hand, the hand had not come; and the precious 
years of youth had been lost to them. 

When Dr. Athol, thinking of these things, 
inquired what had become of Mr. Lawrence, 
he was told that he was settled there on his 
father’s fine old place, just ont of the village ; 
that he must be in very good circumstances, 
judging from the way he lived—always had 
lived, they said. The failure put an end to 
his business, they said, but did not make a 
poor man of him. One of his sons was Judge 

Lawrence, of C-. One of his daughters was 

married to lawyer Dunlap, of the same place; 
and another to Collweather, Clerk of the House, 
the last session. And so on. 


CHAPTER XXI. 

Well, the doctor visited Mr. Haviland; at¬ 
tended to him as he did not to another man at 

B-; gave him good clothes of his own for 

which he had no use; told him that he was a 
man—a man of God’s making; a man, of whom 
God required much; a man who had no right 
to give himself up, soul and body, to any spoiler, 
as he knew he had been doing; not to discour¬ 
agement, rum, or any other spoiler. 

He often took him out for long, pleasant 
drives, reining up often, in the road, in the 
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harvest fields, and at the gates, to speak 
with the busy, prosperous people they both 
remembered; talking in his brotherly way 
with him, and' holding him with unflinching 
hand to this most earnest, most sacred require¬ 
ment, that ho should be a man. 

Mrs. Ilavilund, meantime, did not require 
that much should be said to her. She rose out 
of it in a day, as it were; helped out of it at 
once, by the delicate treatment she received 
from both the doctor and Sophia; by seeing 
her husband’s life clearing itself—his face, his 
step, his waking energies and refinement de¬ 
claring such clearing; and by seeing her 
daughter, under the loving companionship of 
Sophia, expanding more and more into such 
beauty as she had never seen on any other face, 
she was sure; not even on Sophia’s, beautiful, 
as by general assent she was deolared to be, 
and was. 

“The girls” (this is what the doctor always 
said in speaking collectively of Sophia and 
Laura,) “wrote very often to James; wrote 
sprightly, encouraging letters; only, it is true, 
that wherever, in any part of Laura’s page she 
said anything of Sophia, there fell the quick 
rain of tears to blot it. 

James, seeing them, said—some decorous, 
right thing, does the reader think? No; he 
was all worked up about it. Ho could have 
added a tear or two of his own, if ho would, 
but he would not. Ho gave his feet an ener¬ 
getic planting on the top of the chair opposite, 
perhaps; brought his empty hand, with a bang, 
down on the table, and said, “She shan’t cry! 
I won't have this! I can’t stand this! She 
shan’t! I’ll go up and shake her! I’ll shake 
it out of her! I’ll shako her until she laughs, 
if it takes a day. But isn’t that Sophia a 
trump ?” 

And then came the need of a fresh brushing 
of the lids, a fresh banging about, to keep back 
other waters of tenderness—waters of peni¬ 
tence, that rose. 

Dr. Athol had, meantime, been down to see 
him; and he and Deacon Hathaway had put 
him in the way of doing better for himself than 
be could have hoped—better a thousand times 
than he did hope when he went, that bitter 
day, to Boston, to earn his and Laura’s living 
some way. 

And was not this strange? He thought it 
was, and wrote so to Laura, that he cared no 
more for his cups than he did for poison. He 
loathed them just about the same. “And this,” 
wrote he. “is because now I have got a wife, 
and one that is a great deal too good and too 
Vofc LX.—8 


pretty for such a scamp as I am, or have been, 
nearly all my days. They say I was a good 
little boy. I’m in hopes I’ve come to a new 
road now; but I am a poor fellow now. Don’t 
think I am anything else until I have told you 
so in plain words.” 


CHAPTER XXII. 

Meantime, our popular doctor often met Mr. 
Lawrence. It could not happen otherwise, with 
all the pains tho latter took to bring about 
such meetings, at tho post-office, store, hotel, 
and reading-room. 

“ Going to build ?” said Mr. Lawrence, one 
day, coming to place himself on the settee 
where tho doctor was reading his morning 
Journal. 

The latter nodded slightly, without look¬ 
ing up. 

“A pretty fine house, I suppose.” 

No word ; no attention whatever. 

“ Large ?” after having eyed his taciturn 
subject a littf o. “Are you intending to build 
a large house?” 

“Don’t know,” shaking his head, without 
looking away from his reading. 

“ Haven’t, a fixed plan ?” said Mr. Lawrence. 

“Not yet,” rising, picketing his Journal, 
and going off to his rooms. 

After a score of like repulses, he still fol¬ 
lowed him; because he, Mr. Lawrence, Judge 
Lawrence’s father, Mrs. Dunlap and Mrs. Coil- 
weather’s father, in a way, the biggest man in 
the village before our doctor came, must, by 
some means, get round the reserve he could 
not help connecting in his mind with his old 
rascalities toward Mr. Ilaviland and others, 
lie must get round it. It must be seen in the 
village that he and Dr. Athol were on good 
terms—intimate terms. 

So he again made his way up to the doctor, 
to tell him of a horse, a perfect animal, (or he 
would not be recommending it there,) that the 
doctor could get at a bargain, he would like, if 
he made an early offer. He knew of several 
who wanted the beast; but ho had asked it of 
Cod. Grittendon, as a personal favor, to wait 
until he heard from him agahp. 

But the doctor abstractedly shook his head, 
and turned to talk with Mr. Cabot, one of the 
village clergymen, about the new thing going 
on in the British Parliament upon some Irish 
question. 

Our great man found this a most mortifying 
rebuff, as he had many another, where, as in 
this ease, there were many witnesses. 
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“You don’t seem to feel very well toward 
me, Dr. Athol,” he at last said, one day. 

The doctor made no reply. 

“What is it? Tell me, and perhaps I will 
make it right.” He was thinking that per¬ 
haps he would make over a few hundreds to 
Mr. Ilaviland, if that would smooth things over, 
making it right between him and the doctor. 

But you should have seen the eye, the lip 
quivering with scorn; you should have heard 
the tones, the waking as of distant thunder in 
them, when the doctor answered, “Make it 
right! Make it right!” 

A fine gentleman, in broadcloths, one of tho 
upper-crust; in fact, with his family connec¬ 
tions, constituting full two-thirds of tho upper- 
crust of a community, docs not often hear such 
a sermon as that, and from another, a still 
finer gentleman, in still finer cloth; another, 
whom he has never wronged of a penny, or in 
any way—only as he has wronged his brother 
man, wronged himself, wronged the cause of 
God, of Christ, that dear friend of the poor and 
the oppressed; that sc^rner of tho oppressor, 
and of the rich man who loves his riches better 
than he does the good of his soul. 

Tho tones were low; the face came nearer 
that of the wicked man before him; his eye 
every moment fixing him closer and closer, ns 
ho told him of that sou in a drunkard’s grave; 
of that father despoiled of his energy, his trust 
in man; of that daughter, despoiled not only of 
the delights but of the decencies of girlhood; 
and that mother, rubbing sb hard through it 
all. Ilis voice grew lender at the thoughts of 
that mother and that daughter; he was filled 
with awe, before the height and breadth of tho 
wrong ho laid open before the listener. The 
listener himself became very pale. His eye 
fell at length, and he did not raise it when ho 
answered, “I never looked at it so before.” 

“I presume you never did,” replied the 
other, speaking in tones of great kindness. 
“You see it now, though.” 

“ Yes, I do. I see it very plain,” his eyes 
still bent, his face betraying much emotion. 
“There has been nothing to help me to see it. 
I mean,” noticing the doctor’s questioning 
looks, “I mean, nobody here has looked upon 
it as you do. I’ve kept my place, and-” 

“And Mr Haviland has been trodden under 
foot,” interposed the doctor. “ Or would have 
been, if he had net kept himself out of society’s 
—polite society’s—way. This is a wrong, a 
tremendous wrong, that has got to be answered 
for at Christ’s judgment-seat. The wronged 
and the poor are especially His. He will not 


let their just cause go unavenged. We may all 
of us be sure of this. I—I, Mr. Lawrence, am 
a sinner in much. I am nothing so near Christ 
as I ought to be. This I know;* but the poor 
3hall speak to me, and I will listen. I will not 
see any man wronged, without being a help to 
him, if I in any way can. Mr. Haviland is 
trying now; and it belongs to you, to you above 
all others,” again kindling, “ to help him. It 
belongs to you to be his best friend; to you to 
say to him, and to others, that you have been 
a rascal toward him, for you have! If it be¬ 
longs to any man in this town to humble him¬ 
self before God, and his own God-given soul, it 
is you, who have wronged so many.” 

CHAPTER XXIII. 

Tiib reader can see that our doctor said tho 
right thing all round—to Mr. Haviland, that 
ho had no right to lay down his manhood or 
his energies before any man’s wrong-doing; to 
Mr. Lawrence, that he had no right to wrong 
another. 

The reader should have seen Mr. Lawrence 
and Mr. Haviland together, after this. I do 
not think there were any other two men at 

B -who came quite so Dear to each other. 

For Mr. Lawrence raked and scraped, and de¬ 
nied himself, planning for the whole residue 
of his life of self-denial, and paid hack to Mr. 
Haviland the whole principal of which he had 
robbed him, and would have paid back more, 
but that Mr. Haviland stopped him. 

And when Mr. Haviland, having sold his 
poor place on the hill, and putting the two 
sums together, bought a beautiful little farm 
on the river-road, near the village, Mr Law¬ 
rence kept bringing one thing after another— 
books off of his own shelves, some of those 
that he most valued, too, pictures from his 
walls—engravings they were, but good ones— 
grape-vines, rose-bushes, beautiful tamaracs, 

| these tamaracs were so rare to be found; he 
| could not be done'bringing, helping to place, 

| or coming afterward to contemplate their ap- 
| pearance. 

| And is not the reader glad of this?” 

! One day, upon his return from a benevolent 
errand of this sort, he found a “Luther Nail¬ 
ing his Thesis on the Church-door” there, in 
| oils, done by, I forget what artist. It was a 
gift from our doctor to Mr. Lawrence. His 
children brought their gifts; they let him sec 
their augmented love and respect, wrought by 
his so greatly augmented deserving. His neigh- 
I bore, for the first time, loved him, and called 
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him a good man, just now, as he was beginning 
to call himself vile in God’s sight. 

Is not the reader glad of this? 

He and the doctor (it began with the doctor, 
as the reader knows) made honesty, right deal¬ 
ing, the best, most popular thing in morals at 

B-; made knavery, all sorts of fraud and 

lies, the loathsomest thing. 

This was one of Mr. Cabot’s texts in the time 
“ They helped every one his neighbor; and 
every one said to his brother, Be of good 
courage.’* 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

And how was it with our bad, false woman, 
Mrs. Hathaway, all this while? 

She kept her mouth shut; and no one, that 
is, neither the doctor, nor her husband, nor 
Sophia, said one word to her of the Havilands 
or James, although they and their affairs were 
eftcn talked of in her presence. 

Busy as bees, working, they treated her very 
politely, but gave her no lot or part in it until, 
too much ashamed of herself, too much abased 
before their goodness, to be able any longer 
to cope with it, she began to cry, and say she 
thought it was too bad that, hard as she had 
been trying all those years to do the best she 
could by them all, they should all treat her so 
now, not telling her anything, or giving her 
a chance to do anything. She thought it was 
too bad, and cried like a hysterical woman, 
who, after all she may say of her good inten¬ 
tions, has no bank of repose in her own sense 
of uprightness, or in the well-deserved con¬ 
fidence and affection of her family—it was a 
great deal too bad, when she had done so much 
for them! 

False still, a9 the reader sees. Perhaps she 
will be false, in one way or another, to the 
very end. But, God forbid! for, “in good 
society,’* there is no worse spectacle. 

She thought Laura was too bad, never once 
coming near her; swimming round in her long 
trains as if she were a queen, (but she wasn’t, 
by a great deal; she was old aviland’s daugh¬ 
ter!) out and in all the best gates; going to 

C- to visit lawyers, and judges, and their 

families, (she was thinking of Laura’s visits 
to the different branches of the Lawrence family 
at C-,) her lips showing a vain smile; show¬ 

ing that she had somewhere in her a spot that 
loved James yet, and «ould not help feeling glad 
of the gathering eclat she saw attending all the 
steps of his wife. Then she wined again; and 
this was because she was given no share of the 
eclat. James was too bad, she said, er he 


would write to her —to Laura, she meant—ad¬ 
vising her to call, after all she had been will¬ 
ing to sacrifice for him. Too bad! and then 
she cried again. 

And neither Sophia, nor the doctor, nor, 
indeed, her sedate spouse, could help smiling 
a little, to hear her, and think how the tables 
were turned upon her, so that it was not Laura 
standing afar off, trembling, waiting for her 
grace, but it was the proud scorncr, scorning 
no longer, but waiting and watching for some 
signs of Laura’s approach and favor. 

By-and-by, when they all thought she was 
pretty well punished, at a large party given by 
the doctof, at the hotel, given to liis daughter 
and her friend a few evenings before the day 
fixed for their leave-taking, Sophia, approach¬ 
ing her aunt, said, “ Come, aunt; come out hero 
and apeak to Laura.” 

“Oh, well!” hitching forward on her seat 
to rise, “I suppose l must. I suppose she will 
never come to me till I’ve been to her. But it 
is too bad,” catching her breath, “after all 
I’ve done for James! I’m ready—as ready 
as I shall be!’* 

“ But, auntie,” looking brightly into her 
face of dolor, “she does right. It belongs 
to you to go first to her. She is good—we 
all love her; she is beautiful—is she not. beau¬ 
tiful? Look, you ought to feel proud of her. 
And the marriage with her is really saving 
James—is saving him, aunt! Only think! 
You ought to go to her.** 

The woman brightened; James saved! James 
saved! she said, within herself! Saved by that 
beautiful girl!—her eyes were on the face 
now—his wife! her daughter! Her daughter? 
the beautiful creature that everybody was ad¬ 
miring so much was her daughter. Not all 
the world could cheat her out of this; and 
her boy was saved! Had not Sophia just 
said so? 

Thoughts like these kindled the old bright¬ 
ness in her eyes, the old color in her cheeks, 
and in her manners, the utmost suavity she 
had over in her most successful moments shown, 
as she went with Sophia up to Laura’s side, 
and spoke to her ns if this were their one 
hundredth meeting instead of their first, say¬ 
ing, “You must come and see me to-morrow. 
I will have Sophia, and her father, and Harry. 
Husband will be glad to see you. Come to 
dine, and stay the rest of the day, and all night, 
if you can. I want you to very much.” 

As for Laura, she behaved just right. Sho 
was sweeter than a June rose, and promised to 
come, saying it would give her also pleasure. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Mb. and Mrs. Ilaviland were invited to come 
with Laura. Mrs. Hathaway went down her¬ 
self to itivite them, and would listen to no re¬ 
fusal. She was like a girl, she felt so nicely, 
and put her arms around Mrs. Ilaviland, as if 
she would carry her. I do not believe the wo¬ 
man had ever before just such happiness. 

Somehow, after this, the things ran together 
that belonged together, and were welded. 

James came in the next day, just as they 
were sitting down to dinner. Sophia had se- 
oretly telegraphed to him to come. 

“Oh, Jamie ! Jamie !” was the mother’s cry, 
seeing him come in looking so changed, 60 joy¬ 
ful. “This was ull I needed, and I did need 
this.’ 1 

Of course, the deacon did not say much. No 
one present could have told that he said any¬ 
thing. But James felt what a grip it was upon 
his hand; felt what unspeakable thanksgiving 
was in the eyes that rested on his; and they all 
knew how difficult it was for the good, true 
man to get through with saying grace. 

James, at different times that afternoon, 
turned things upside down, as it were, but not 
after the old fashion.' 

When his mother, in her grand fashion, (for 
the reader cannot think how proud she had 
grown in less than twenty-four hours,) pro¬ 
posed to them all going to the garden to see 
how the limbs of the peach trees were propped, 
on account of the weight of ripening fruit, and 
started to lead them in grand fashion; James, 
coming up behind her, set a hand on each 
shoulder and made her run a yard or two. 

She looked round to see if there was any¬ 
thing of the old disrespect in his face, but see¬ 
ing only the spirit of fun, like that she remem¬ 
bered seeing so much of when he was a little 
fellow, she said, “Why, James! I’ll box your 
ears!” trying, running of her own accord after 
him to do it. 

“ You see what a husband you’ve got, Laura,” 
said she, out of breath. 

“Yes,” said James, taking Laura up in his 
arms, and running with her down the path. 
And a laughing, lovely burden she was. 

Impromptu invitations were sent out for the 
evening; and Mrs. Hathaway had, this time, 
the reasonable satisfaction of seeing assembled 
in her rooms one of the liveliest companies 
she had ever seen in anybody’s house. 

Our excellent Sophia, standing apart, half- 
hidden, as she felt glad to be, by the heavy 
folds of a curtain, listening to the sounds of 
merriment, seeing James and Laura the life of j 


the company, thinking that now her work there 
was ended; that these two, with their feet set 
forward in virtue’s ways, needed her no more, 
grew sad at heart, and full of yearning toward 
one she valued even more than she valued 
father or brother, inexpressibly dear as, in 
that hour, and at all hours she felt them to be— 
one whom she would never see again j or, if 
she saw him, it would be as the husband of 
another—the good, true husband of another. 

Her heart was very desolate at the thought. 
The thought made her so desolate that she was 
longing to get away to her chamber, turn the 
key, and give herself up awhile to the loss, 
when her aunt came looking after her, found 
her, and said, “Come and see if you know who 
this old gentleman is in the library. I hardly 
knew him at first, he is old, so bent, so—so— 
there he is.” 

And it was Col. Alliburton, looking his best ; 
better than Sophia ever saw him look before,, 
great as were the advantages under which she 
had seen him; he was hastening toward her. 

Of course, our manager disappeared, shut¬ 
ting the door, and standing guard, that no in¬ 
truder might get inside where the lovers were. 

For lovers they were; they were not long 
in finding this out. 

And now was Sophia’s cup of joy full, espe¬ 
cially when, after having been escorted to the 
company by Mrs. Hathaway, (escorted is the 
word; Mrs. Hathaway would not be satisfied 
if any other were used,) she introduced him to 
her father, and saw him winning his heart as 
he had won her own ; and after it was all over, 
when clinging to her father’s arm, her face at 
times hidden on it, sho told him all about it. 

“/did it!” said our excellent schemer. “I 
knew what was wanted to bring it about. I 
knew all I had to do was to write to aunt, ask 
her to tell Mrs. Hazewcll that James was mar¬ 
ried. I somehow expected him to-night. I 
think I’ve done one good jeb, any way.” 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

Col. Alliburton was at the bar, was already 
prominent. He stood high with his party in 
j politics, who wanted him at the capital; and 
I ho established himself there. It was only a few 

I minutes to B-, by.the cars; only an hour of 

| easy driving.along tho pleasant country-road. 

And so it was settled tl^at the young people 
| should live with the doctor and Harry, 
i But a better thing happened. Harry, as he 
| ought, fell in love with bright Mollie, Allibur- 
) ton’s eighteeu-years-old sister, & lovely little 
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creature, with all the needful qualities of ex¬ 
cellent sense, education, and womanliness about 
her. When Sophia was married, Mollie was 
one of the bridemaids; and, without being 
told, the reader knows what place Harry held 
in the ceremony. 

Not many months after, as soon as the busy 
bee could get her outfit ready, she and Harry 
were married ; and she came to be her new 
father’s pet and housekeeper. And Alliburton 
and Sophia established themselves in a de¬ 
lightful place at the outskirts of the capital, on 
the B-side. 

So the two united, happy families could go 
back and forth to dinner, or te tea, and even 
to breakfast, when the breakfast at the doc¬ 
tor’s was to be cakes of the new buckwheat 
from his own field, honey from his own hives, 
trout from his own brook, and luscious fruits, 
and cream from his owu dairy. 

The doctor and Harry are farmers—“model 
farmers,” the agricultural papers and lecturers 
on agriculture call them. Their grounds are 
like a beautifully-kept garden; and, what is 
better, other farmers, seeing what they are 
doing, and hearing the doctor’s intelligent 
comments, are led to imitate, so that the farms 
all about are beginning to look like gardens. 

On the doctor's place there are rows of trees 
and coppices. Single trees dot the sward with 
their shade, in field, pasture, and lawn. The 
margins of the brook and river are lovely as 
Eden, with mossy rock, shrub, and over-hang¬ 
ing tree. On every hand are fruit-trees, ber¬ 
ries, vines, and roses. Oh, such quantities of 
roses! climbing, nestling low, contentedly dif¬ 
fusing their fragrance and displaying their 
beauty. 

James and Laura have their home at F-, 

where are the mills which the good father has 
given to his boy. Their house is a lovely cot¬ 
tage, on the hill-side, overlooking island, 
stream, bridges, cliffs, and all the mills, and 
houses, and thronged streets, of that busy, 


prosperous place. James is managing the mills 
with no mean energy, liking and success. He 
and Laura lost many a year, as the reader 
knows. The reader, I suppose, believes in Dr. 
Young, when he says, “A moment that is lost, is 
lost forever.” This, in a sense, is true. But we 
have all heard of the phoenix, that rare bird, 
rising out of the ashes of loss and death; rising 
into the beautiful, free life of strength, of won¬ 
derful instincts; and so, many times, thanks t-o 
the great Law-giver and Gospel-giver, out of 
loss and death, in the human soul, there come 
the very highest qualities of power, benevo¬ 
lence and grace. They came to Laura. She 
sould not see a woman breaking down with her 
heavy burdens, a man besotted, a young girl, 
or a young lad, growing up in ignorance and 
immorality, that she did not go to work to save 
them. James was less saintly. But, when he 
had listened to her story, which he did intently, 
and with few words, he applied a strong hand 
to moving things round, to make a place for 
them on his works; or, with few words, he 
opened his purse, and let her take money for 
her purposes of heavenly charity. That over, 
business of any kind off his hands, and the 
jollity of his nature was ever ready to come 
uppermost. Their house was one of the live¬ 
liest te be found. Every circle into which he 
and his wife came, in society, was a lively one; 
that is, if the purpose of the gathering was 
social enjoyment. If it was business, there 
were no graver features or manners. 

This village is half-way between the homes 

at B-, and the Alliburton’s, at C-; and 

each, including Mrs. Hathaway, does his and 
her part to keep the grass from growing be¬ 
tween them. 

“I don’t want to live in the house with mo¬ 
ther,” James Baid, one time, to Laura and So¬ 
phia; “as it is, we get along nicely. 1 like her. 
If she were to die, I should find that I like her 
a great deal better than I know now. I am 
sure of this. I often think of this.” 
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Wmx Summer skies were softly blue. 
And Summer airs were fresh and sweet; 
How swift the golden moments flew, 

How bright the blossoms at our feet. 
The silver-throated warblers sang, 

Their joyons notes on every spray, 

And here and there bright waters rang 
Their tinkling music all the day. 


The breath of Winter chills us now, 

The skies are dark, the days ar? cold; 

I bind no blossoms for your brow, 

As in the happy days of old. 

And if I had no dreams of bliss, 

Of whnt the Spring-time holds for me— 
Sweet stores of honied happiness— 

How dark the passing hours would be. 


Digitized by 


Google 


r 





HOW WE SPENT THE SUMMER. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “THE SECOND 1IPI." 

July 1.—We opened our secret box to-day. 

It is a square box, about a foot deep aud 
wide, covered with green, starred paper, ex¬ 
cepting the slit in the top. John took it down “Yes, I know,” said Sue. / know a good 
from the bookcase. “It’s heavy, girls—very many of Sue’s little earnings have gone into it. 
heavy,” weighing it in his hands. I had not The truth is, I was very uneasy about bring- 
seen his eyes dance, or his cheeks burn in that ing her home last spring with me, after mother's 
fashion for a year. It had been just a year death, though our house seemed the natural 
since wc pasted the starred paper on the box, j refuge for the poor, mbtherless, homeless girl, 
and put it up there. This very day, indeed, $ But the most grating stress in poverty is, that 
last July, when we discovered that there was f your love and generosity have all to be weighed 
no hope of getting out of the breathless heat of j and measured out to suit the miserable monthly 
the city for even a day. It is breathlessly hot ; salary, before they can become active. John's 
again now, and our sole chance of fresh air j salary barely feeds and clothes ottrselvea and 
and health lay in that box-full of pennies, and J tho four children. If I overrun my allowance 
ten-cent notes. No wonder we were glad to j fifty cents in the week, it is long before I can 
feel how heavy it was. j make it up, so closely are wo narrowed down. 

While John dusted it off, and went for a ■ What were wo to do with a hearty, growing 
chisel, I lighted tho gas, aud told sister Sue f girl of seventeen? Of course, tho first inten- 
about how we came to think of the box. Sue J tion was, that Sue should support herself; but 
was not living with us last summer. j when wo came to look into it—what could she 

“ You’ve no idea of tho stenGh and heat in j do? She was the best hearted, jolliest, fat little 
this narrow court later in July, Sue,” I said; thing in thewoild; kept John and the children 
“nor how utterly run down John is, after a j in a perpetual chucklo and riot with her fun. 
year’s steady work at the desk.” t But she seemed to know nothing in the world 

Sue nodded, glancing over at his face and 
thin hands trembling over the chisel. “ I 
thought all the olerks at Postellwrusts have a 
furlough,” she said. 

“So they have. John had a fortnight last 
year, but only half pay for tho time. We could 
barely live in town on it, and take a jaunt to 
the Park two or three times. As for a glimpso 
of a green field, it was just as impossible ns to 
unbar Heaven’s gate, and look in at the streets 
of gold. Wc counted it all over this first night 
in July, and gave it up. Two or throe weeks 
of rest and good air would have given John 
new years of life. I felt as if we were signing 
them away.” 

“ So, then, you thought of the box ?” 

“Then wo thought of the box. John and I 
were sitting just here by the window, looking 
out at the dirty alley, with its sickening sights 
and smells. He said, * God gave the country 
and fresh air to euro and strengthen all his 
children, Sally; and, please God, wo will not 
be cheated out of our share another year. 

We’ll save every penny.* ‘The only way,’I 
told him, ( to do that, was to put the pennies 
118 


to be learned out of books—so she could not 
teach ; she could not even count well enough to 
mako change—so there was no chance for her 
in a shop. 

“I’ve no genius, nor skill, nor even handi¬ 
ness,” she said, holding up her. plump ten 
fingers, and laughing. “ I don’t know what yon 
can make of me, sister Sally.” But, although 
she laughed, she went out quietly and got some 
law-papers to copy. She done it in a big, 
round hand, but they pay her for it. She 
makes tatting and knits baby-so-ks in the 
same quiet way; but she is constantly bring¬ 
ing me in bits of money. The child pays for 
her boarding twice over; and then, how her 
absurd nonsense brightens up the house. What 
with the anxiety of mere living, and keeping 
the wolf from the door, John and I have almost 
forgotten in the last ten years that there were 
such things in tho world as jokes, or laughter, 
or downright fun, for the sake of fun. 

Well, as I said, Sue had slipped many a 
penny into the box. I have stinted tho Sun¬ 
day dinners all through the year; wo gave 
up the theatre at Christmas, to which we 


where we could not lay them ovt.* We nailed 
and papered the box that very night. You 
know how we’ve saved for it.” 
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always treated the children; John has worn 
his ragged shirts another season; in short, we 
have lopped off every little relief and relaxa¬ 
tion that had always made our bare life endur¬ 
able through the year. 

“Never mind, children,” Jehn would say, “it 
will come back in the summer. The summer! 
There will be your puddings and your theatre, 
all in one.” 

The children were in bed early to-night. 
John had hurried homo, so that wo might have 
time to count our treasure leisurely. 

“If there are more than fifty dollars,” said 
Sue, “the mountains. If there are less, a 
couHtry farm-house.” 

“ I thought sea-bathing w*uld be the very 
thing for John,” I ventured. “And Jenny— 
Jenny is teething.” 

“Oh, impossible! You’ve no idea of the 
expense of sea-bathing! No idea, whatever!” 
said Sue, decisively. “ Besides, we've no 
dresses fit for a watering-place.” Now Sue is 
an authority on dress. 

The large tea-tray was brought, and the box 
placed in it. John applied the chisel—whiz, 
presto, off came the lid ! Sue and I drew a 
long breath. 

“It is not—not quite so full ns I thought,” 
said John, looking in'—and then he overturned 
it. “ Take some of these notes to count, Sally. 
Sue, you're equal to the pennies, eh? Make 
piles of ten.” 

So we went to work. We were a very little 
while in gettiag through. Then Sue and I 
waited until John should dot it all up. 

“Fifty! The mountains,” she whispered, 
nodding. 

But I was afraid that was too high an esti¬ 
mate. John finished counting, and then did 
not speak for a minute. “ Thirty-five dollars 
would give us all a week at Farmer Potter’s,” 
be said, “taking us there and back.” 

“A week! Is that all?” I cried. I could 
not keep the tears out of my eyes. I had made 
so many plans. I have been all the year mak¬ 
ing plans. 

“But it cannot be even that—it is only 
twenty dollars.” No one spoke for a little 
while. John put his hand on mine. “lam 
so sorry for your disappointment, Sally. Never 
mind, little wife.” 

My disappointment? I looked up at his 
sunken jaws, and, the red spot on his cheek¬ 
bones. Something must be done to ward off 
death. For it was that which was surely 
coming. Far off, perhaps, but surely coming. 
Death. 


“La, ta, ta!” sang Sue, nervously, walking 
up and down. 

There was a ring at the door-bell. John did 
not gather up the pennies—it was only Dr. 
Clough. We have no secrets from him. I tried, 
though, to shade my red eyes—I want to make 
the house cheerful for the doctor, that he may 
not give up his habit of smoking his evening 
pipe with John. He is the only chum left ef 
John’s early days, when he, too, had leisure 
and money for study, and rare editions, as well 
as the grave, s ;holarly professor. Then, too, 
I fancy the dry old bachelor finds some¬ 
thing of Hit warmth and comfort of a home, 
with us and the children. Sue, though, jars 
against him, I know. He is so full of hard, 
unflinching sense, and poor Sue has all a silly 
girl’s fondness for show and fashion. She is 
so dulj, too, as not to be at all in awe of him. 

“Something may be done with twenty dol¬ 
lars, surely,” she said, when he was seated, 
and provided with a light for his meerschaum. 

“There are ten of us,” said John, in his 
sober, argumentative way. “The cheapest 
board that I can hear ef in farm-houses is five 
dollars for adults and half-price for children. 
Then there are the traveling expenses. No! 
we must stay at home, Sue.” 

“ How do the other men in the office manage, 
Eckert?” asked Dr. Clough. 

“Ford goes fishing in his fortnight, and 
leaves his wife and children at home. I couldn’t 
do that, you know, George. Peters takes his 
wife to Cape May for a couple of days; nothing 
can be dono with the children, of course. Stoll 
sent his daughter to Long Branch, for a week. 
It pinched the whole family for & year, he tokl 
me. But she is » pretty girl, and ho wants her 
to have a chance to marry well.” 

“Fanny St-11 came home full of ideas about 
dresses,” cried Sue, with eager eyes. “8h© 
made her last winter’s merino precisely like 
Mr 9 . General Short’s silks from Worth. And 
she says they have such lovely heps at Long 
Branch !” 

Dr. Clough looked at poor Sue’s flushed face 
with cool contempt. I would have liked to 
snub him well, if 1 dared. She is only a child. 
Is it unnatural she should long for fine dresses 
and dances? 

“Your colleagues, John, certainly have very 
strange ideas of the way to secure a stock of 
health and courage for the year’s work, out of 
their one holiday,” said the doctor, with a quiet 
sneer. “Can you manage no better?” 

“ I’ll have the fortnight’s rest in town. We’ll 
make it as pleasant as we can. We’ll have to 
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give up green fields and barn-yards. Yet, I 
wish Sally could have had a glimpse of them,” 
looking wistfully at me. “The little woman 
is worn out.” 

“Yes, she is worn out,” said the doctor, 
gently. 

I tried to say no; that it was John who was 
overworked; that I had done nothing but at¬ 
tend to the house and children; but I broke 
down, and making some excuse, came here, up 
stairs. The baby moans incessantly in her 
sleep. She was fat and ckupby but a month 
ago; but the disease has left her war and 
white as a little ghost. Our two bed-rooms 
are but twelve feet square, and so close, that 
every sound is heard from one to the other. 
When John comes home, exhausted, fagged-out 
with the day’s work, the stifling heat, And the 
baby’s cries make the nights more .weari¬ 
some than the days. 

I don’t want to complain. I make the best 
of it to John. But the air from the alleys is 
foul and heavy with disease. The whole world 
seems to pftuse to take breath in this heat; but 
for us, in-doors, there is the same hard, drudg¬ 
ing work that goes on from year's end to year’s 
end; and without, the glaring sun, and vile 
sights and smells. It is not only that my chil¬ 
dren are growing up without a glimpse of all 
the beauty and glory God has given to the 
world, but their bodies are being poisoned for 
life in their infancy. Why should health, and 
pleasure, and all the beautiful works of God be 
kept for those who have a few poor greenbacks 
mere than we ? unfairly earned, too, some¬ 
times. Why should all of His blessings wait 
for that gross liquor-dealer at the corner, who 
can pay for them, while John, who has culture 
and refinement— God forgive me! I don’t 
know whAt I say. But when I look at him, I 
feel as if my burden was more than I could 
bear. 

July 10.—The heat is almost intolerable. 
John’s vacation begins on the 15th. I have 
determined that he shall take the money and 
go with Ford fishing. Rest, and fresh air are 
absolute necessities for him. 

Mrs. Peters called this morning. Sue and I 
were with the baby. 

“ Where do you go this summer, Mrs. Eckert?” 
she said. 

I told her I thought, nowhere. 

“Dear! dear! Why. it’s quite the thing to 
leave town. Everybody of any gentility goes 
awny, or, at least, shuts up the house,” with a 
giggle. “Peters and I are going for our sum¬ 
mer to Long Branch, when the season is fairly 


begun. We want a change from Cape May, 
where we went last year.” 

“flow long do you eall the summer?” asked 
Sue, spitefully. 

“ Well—ah! Not the whole hot weather, Miss 
Sue, of course. Certainly not. One grows 
weary of the frivolty of fashion, and longs for 
the quiet ef home. Why, you are in a hurly- 
burly from morning till night. Such dressing, 
and flirting, and dancing! one is so hot and 
anxious, one has hardly time to draw breath. 
And the expense of it! You’ve no idea! Why, 
what with my dresses and Peters’ broadcloth 
suit, and our boarding, one Cape May season, 
swallowed just one-third of our last year's in¬ 
come. But then we sat down cheek by jowl 
with all the high-flyers, every day. One must 
have a glimpse of high-life, you know, Miss 
Sue.” 

“ Yes; to come home discontented with your 
own for the rest of the year. And your season 
only lasted a week, after all.” 

Sue’s tones were very tart, and Mrs. Peters* 
face as red as the flowers in her hat. I thought 
it time to interfere, find began talking of baby’s 
medicines. But she answered me very drily, 
and rose soon after, and went away. 

“I’m afraid yob were rude, Susy.’* 

“I suppose I was,” thh angry tears rushing 
to her eyes. “ But why should that vulgar 
woman come here to boast? Why should she 
wear silks, and thrust herself into good society, 
while you sit here in a shilling calico?” 

“My calico is cooler than her silk to-day; 
and we are ‘good society.* ‘Where McDonald 
sits, there is the head of the table.’ ” But I 
could not bring a laugh to Susy’s face. She 
went to the window and stood looking gloomily 
out. I knew, through the glaring brick pave¬ 
ment and dirty gutter, she was looking at the 
gay beach and brilliant ball-rooms at Cape May. 

While she stood there, Mrs. Price came in to 
look at baby. 

“She does look peaked,” she said, pokinga£ 
it with her bony finger. “ Try gin in her milk. ” 

“Sally or I take her to the square in the 
morning before the sun is up. The air is a 
better tonic than gin,” said Sue, who was ready 
for combat with anybody. 

Mrs. Price gave one of her disagreeable 
laughs. “Oh, to be sure! The fresh air! The 
next step will be the baby must not have salt 
baths, or a month in the country. It is aston¬ 
ishing how many sick babies and women crop np 
just at the fashionable season for leaving town. 
For ray part, I despise people of our means 
who toady and ape fashionable manners, Out 
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of town for the summer, forsooth! I met Mrs. 
Peters coming out, all agog for Long Branch! 
Men and women, like Peters and his wife, are 
the laughing-stocks of the roal gentility at the 
watering-places. No wonder men are dragged 
down in their business, with wives full of such 
whimsies and follies.” 

“You don’t go out of town in summer, then ?” 

I said, with a sudden wrench of my conscience. 
Was it nothing but a folly,and whimsy in me, 
then ? 

“Out of town! What in the name of com¬ 
mon sense would take me out of town? What 
takes any woman out of her own comfortable 
house, flying here and there to watering-places 
and sea-beaches, like a wild goose that has lost 
its way, but the silly wish to follow after 
geese bigger than herself, and to cackle about j 
them ? No, Mrs. Eckert, I don’t go out of 
town! And if the Peters had laid by the money I 
they’ve wasted at Cape May, and the like, 
they’d have as snug a sum as Price has now in 
bank. People of our means, that bring chil¬ 
dren into the world, ought to look to their 
future, and provide for them. They’ve no 
right to vanity and junktfting.” 

“I am quite sure of that,” I said. 

I hardly heard what she said as she went 
away, the matter troubled me so. What if sho 
was right ? John and 1 had always tried, out 
of our poor means, to make our homo as plea¬ 
sant, and life as cheery for the children as wo 
could. Until this year, we had spared a dol¬ 
lar, now and then, for the theatre or a concert, 
or a rose to set in the window. There was 
Tom’s violin and Joe’s rifle—was this all sel¬ 
fish thoughtlessness ? Ought we to have laid 
by these odd pennies for the boys’ educa¬ 
tion ? Our first duty was to them, no doubt. 
This trip we had planned to the country, t«o? 
Were we like the Peters? Was it a sin, or a 
weak aping of the wealthy classes, for people 
of our means to spend any money in pleasure? 
IVas it to be all hard drudging ? 

I felt so anxious and conscience-stricken 
about it that I spoke to John and Dr Clough 
this evening, and told them all that was in my 
mind. Neither of them answered me for a 
moment. 

Sue did. “ I suppose God did not mean to 
cheat you and your children of your birthright 
of enjoyment, sister Sally. I would take it at 
any rate. If I could not have a summer at 
Long Branch, I’d have a week—a day. I’d 
stand side by side with the wealthiest of them 
all, if only for an hour, no matter what my 
means werel” 


Sue’s face was unusually flushed ; she wore, 
too, two last summer's dresses made into one, 
and panniered and ruffled in imitation of Mrs. 
Peters’ silk. It looked blowsy and untidy, to 
me. I could see the old rippings and darns 
under the flounces. Dr. Clough, after the first 
glance at her this evening, had carefully 
avoided looking at that side of the room. I 
was mortified. The doctor is used to associate 
with the most refined and elegant women in 
the town; but he need not feel contempt for 
poor Sue for trying to imitate them—she is but 
a child. Miss Foley, the banker’s daughter, 
whom, they say, he is going to marry, is the 
most exquisitely dressed woman in the city. 
He contrasts all women with her, I suppose. 

The doctor answered me at last. “Miss 
Britton is right, madam. Certainly, both rest 
and enjoyment are the birthrights of you and 
your children, and you ought to take them, It 
would be a poor education for the boys, if 
amusement was left out of it.” 

John nodded. “I thought that,” I cried; 
“but I was afraid.” 

I was grateful to Dr. Clough ; he takes such 
wise, cheery views of life. I was glad, too, 
that he let Sue’s folly about Long Branch pass 
unnoticed. He does not notice her in any way 
since she grew anxious about dress and fashion. 
He used to ask her to sing for him, sometimes. 
Sue has a fresh, curiously-swcet voice, and, 
what is rarer, she knows what it cannot do; 
but he has not asked her for a long time. 

July 13.—Jenny is worse. Sue and I have 
watched with her for the last four nights. Oh, 
God! if she should die. 

July 14.—Jeuny lies on the crib, without 
motion, exoept for the faint, slow breath. Hes¬ 
ter is at home from school. She sits by me, 
and will sit here, until late in the night, watch¬ 
ing the baby. She is a prematurely old and 
thoughtful child. Her pale, anxious face is as 
sad to roe as my poor, sick baby’s. Oh, if I 
could pour health, and strength, and hearty 
pleasure into my children’s lives! If I could 
give my heart’s blood to do it! Tom and Joe, 
too, have left school. I cannot shut up two 
boys of ten and eight in this cramped house 
and fearful heat, consequently, they run the 
streets. They are finding their education in 
the gutter. Every day they come home with 
some new profane word or vile hftbit. What 
can I do? I must sit holding the baby. I can 
pray, but that is all. Sometimes I think if I 
had them in the green meadows, and the yellow 
sea-beaches. Heaven itself grows dull beside 
them, to my sick fancy. 


JT 
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Evening .—The physician has just gone. I 
noticed a change in his face when he looked at 
the baby. “Is it worse?” I said. 

“It is worse, Mrs. Eckert. I think it right 
to tell you that I can do nothing more for the 
child. The only chance for its life is an im¬ 
mediate change of air. You must take it out 
of town.” 

“ I cannot,” I said stolidly. I kacw that there 
were but. the twenty dollars. If I and the baby 
went, John stayed at home, and if he had not 
this chance, he could not live through another 
year. John should be saved, let what would 
come to the others. But my head swam, and 
my cars grew dull; I could not hear what the 
doctor said to Sue and John, who came into tho 
room, and stood looking down, with pale faces, 
at the baby, while Hester sobbed on the floor, 
by the crib. 

After awhile, I felt them lift and lay mo on 
the bed. Tho doctor had his Anger on my 
pulse. “Overworked,” ho said. But I knew 
it was not that. It was that I carried John and 
the children so long on ray heart, and the weight 
was too heavy for mo. “I wish God would 
help me with them,” I said. I could not waken 
for a long time. I last I heard a man’s voice, 
so cheerful and hearty, I could hardly believe: 
it was Dr. Clough. lie had Jenny in hisurm9. 
Country air? Of course, she shall have country 
air! or tho salt sea-winds, which is better. 
We'll have her fat and rosy in a week’s time. 
But you must leave the matter to me, John. I 
ought to have taken it in hand before; but I 
was afraid of meddling.” 

“Do as you will. But, Clough,” said John, 
“remember, I have but the twenty dollars. 
Make it go as far as it can for the child and 
her mother.” 

“ Why, bless your soul, man, you’re all going! 
You, and Hester here, and these two dirty, 
frightened ruffians; and Miss Sue, if she will 
accept my plans. I do not think, however, 
I can compass even a day at Long Branch.” 

Sue was too terrified and troubled to hear 
or heed him. 

“Clough!” John put his hand on his arm, 
“you are very generous; but I cannot accept 
money, even from you.” 

“I do not mean to advance you a penny. I 
mean that you shall all go for the twenty dol¬ 
lars. Leave me to manage. You will not re¬ 
fuse to accept my good sense in lieu of your 
stupidity, eh, old fellow ?” 

He handed back the baby to John, laughing. 
His face was red, though, and his eyes wet. I 
never thought him handsome before; but he 


seemed to ipe now as if he looked like one of 
the messengers of God. 

July 21. — I have time now to write down all 
that has happened in this wonderful week. I 
cannot but think, as I sit here on the bc&ch, 
the awful solitude «f the sea before me, Jenny 
asleep in my lap, with a soft tinge of pink in 
her cheeks, that we have been transported on 
the magic carpet which carried Aladdin to his 
fairy palace. But it was practical work enough 
which brought us here. By daylight, the morn¬ 
ing after the physician had ordered us off. 
Dr. Clough was at the house. “ My vacation 
began yesterday,” he said. “ All hands to 
work! There is not an hour to lose!” His 
coat was off in a twinkling, and John and he, 
in their shirt-sleeves, with the boys, in the 
midst of a dire confusion «f trunks and boxes. 
Sue and Hester flying here and there, busy 
and happy as bees. By ten o’clock, behold the 
result of their labor! Three trunks packed 
with all our half-worn and shabby clo»hing; 
(the best garments were left in the closets:) 
A second-hand army-tent, strapped, ready for 
transportation; two barrels, filled with pots, 
gridirons, flour, sugar, coffee, soap, sheets, and 
blankets, an axe, hammer, nails—and fifty 
other unconsidered trifles, which Dr. Clough 
remembered to add. By noon, the whole party, 
in a sort of bewildered daze, given over to 
the doctor’s guidance, like a flock of sheep, 
were steaming through New Jersey, on tho 
Camden and Amboy road. Then followed two 
hours jolting in an open wagon, which de¬ 
posited us, at sundown, on the yellow-sand 
beach, pine-woods behind us, and tho ocean 
before. With the first breath of the salt air 
baby opened her eyes, and presently gave a 
feeble little crow. I sat and nursed her, while 
John and Dr. Clough, both old campaigners, 
dug a drain around a square spot of ground, 
pitched the tent in the middle of it, heaped 
sand for beds, and spread blankets over it. 
The boys and Sue kindled a great fire, and 
made coffee. Then the shelter-tent was pitched 
for the men and boys. That first night w&s all 
a wild, unoasy dream, so sudden and violent a 
change as almost to terrify me. Now that a 
week hA 9 passed, it seemed to rae as if I had 
lived here always, as if this wild gipsying was, 
after all, the true life. My baby is not only 
safe, but is growing fat and rosy, as the doctor 
foretold. I lie through long hours with her on 
the warm sand, watching the change from violet 
to sullen gray, over the vast, heaving plane 
below, and feel new life stealing into every 
vein. We have gone to housekeeping regularly. 
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The empty bed-ticking we brought has been 
filled with chopped straw, which we purchsaed 
from the farmers for a few cents. The drift¬ 
wood on the beach supplies us with fuel; and 
the sea and marshes are our market. We live 
on the delicacies of the seasou, and hunger 
gives a sauce which Delmonico could not buy. 
Fish, snipe, crabs, clams, oysters, the men and 
boys bring in until my larder is full to reple¬ 
tion. Hester clung to my side at first, awed, 
and half afraid of the sea. But now she is off 
by daylight, with her brothers, wading, or 
gunning, or crabbing—a veritable tom-boy. I 
can hear their shouts and laughter now ring¬ 
ing over the beach. 

July 22.—A cool day, full of soft, gray, tender 
shadows over the woods and sea, crisp, white 
foam lapping the shore at our feet. The white- 
sailed ships, spectral in the mist, passing noise¬ 
lessly all day along the horizon, in the stately 
procession of a dream. The doctor, John, and 
the boys, were up and off to the marshes before 
dawn, comiug back uproarous, and starving 
for breakfast, by the time the great wood-fire 
was burning. They are all cooks; John and 
the doctor have gone back to their old boyish 
days, and fancy, I believe, the frolic is to be 
perpetual. Unending old stories and jokes 
are brought out; John goes in and out whist¬ 
ling, his head erect, his eye sparkling, and his 
skin the color of the brown kelp. 

Sue is the only one who is ill at ease when 
she is alone with baby and me. She is, her old 
self, alive with the keenest enjoyment; but, in 
the evening, when we all gather around the 
fire, she is grave and distant. I try in vain to 
detect the cause of her secret trouble. 

Evening. —John asked Hr. Clough for a state¬ 
ment of our expenses. He jotted it down. 

One second-hand tent, bought at auc¬ 
tion, - - - - - - $6 00 

Railroad and wagon fare, - - 7 25 

Expressage for tent, - - - 1 50 

$14 75 

“Which leaves,” he added, “ $5 25 to take 
you back home. The twenty dollars, as you 
see, have covered the expenses, except two 
dollars, which you must allow me to pay, as a 
border, to put it on business footing.” 

I wish there was some way for me to make 
this statement known to the thousands of poor 
men and women stifling in the city, for whom 
a week or two of rest and return to this simple 
out-door life would give strength and courage 
for a year of drudgery. 

July 23.—I left Jenny asleep in the tent this 


'afternoon, and going down the beach, found 
[ Susy alone, watching the tide go out. She 
! sprang up to find me a seat, and heap the sand 
! comfortably at my back, joking and laughing. 

' But I saw the marks of tears on her face. 

“ It is dull for you here, dear child,” I said, 
i “ You should not stay alone with the sea. The 
| oppression of its solitude is something terrible 
| to me.” 

I Sue shook her head. “ I don’t understand 
) such fancies. It is not dull, Sally. 1 am very 
thankful for this strange, beautiful life here. 

: 1 never knew before what it was to stand face 
to faco with God, and to leave,” she added, 
with a laugh, “Mrs. Peters, and money, and 
fashion, all so far out of sight.” 

“Now, only see how I wronged you. I 
< thought you were still thinking of Long 
Branch.” 

“They all think so,” she said, quietly. 
“John, and—the—the boys. They all think 
me silly and weak. But it is no matter.” 

I said nothing. John and the boys, of course, 
are not in the question. It is Dr. Clough, who, 
no doubt, has hurt the child with some of his 
savage sarcasms. Susy is a tender-hearted 
little thing, if she is a trifle silly. A rough 
word will cut her to the quick. What is Dr. 
Clough to her, that he should trouble himself 
with her short comings? lie presumes upon 
his kindness to us. There lie goes, now, down 
to where she is sitting alone on the edge of the 
marsh. I will join them; I will take care not to 
leave her alone with him again to be criticised 
and supervised. 

I walked down the beach, but met them com¬ 
ing to the tent: the professor stalking along, 
with hisdryest, most critical face, Susy flushed 
and embarrassed, as she always is, when with 
a person she dislikes. 

“ I am going with Dr. Clough, in the boat, for 
John, Sally. He wants me to steer,” sho said. 

She is always ready to be made use of; but, 
if I were in her place, I would not now be so 
forgiving. 

Evening .—They did not bring back John, after 
all—he came on foot. 1 went down at sunset 
and found the boat still drifting with the tide 
in the little cove, the rod water curdling about 
the prow. Susy was singing softly to herself, 
and the professor leaning back in the bow, 
smoking, not troubling himself to entertain 
her; lost, I suppose, in meditation about some 
unknown equation, or the Spencerian theory. 
They landed when they saw me. 

“ Where did you row, Susy ?” I asked, as we 
strolled together home to the tent. 
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“I—Indeed I don’t know,” she said, con¬ 
fused. 

I looked at her quickly. “It was pleasant 
on the water?” I asked. 

“Yes; it was pleasant.” Her cheeks blushed 
the softest rose-color, and her eyes had a fy- 
off, dreaming look, which I had never seen in 
them before. It sent a thrill of fear through 
me. Susy was young, impressible, affectionate. 
What if-? 

She, I knew, was nothing to the professor 
but a homely, silly girl. Even if he had dis¬ 
cernment enough to see what integrity and 
tenderness lay under her commonplace ways, 
she was not of his class or kind. 

July 24.—I missed the professor when break¬ 
fast was ready this morning. “ Has Dr. Clough 
gone to the marshes?” I asked, observing fur¬ 
tively how Sue waited for the answer. 

“ No; he has rowed up to the Point. There 
are a party from town there,” said John, intent 
on carving tho great, blue mackerel—“the 
Foleys, and some others.” I stole another look 
at Sue. My fears had been just. It was piti¬ 
ful to see such sudden terror and pain on a 
chubby little face that was only made for laugh¬ 
ter. But she is a thorough woman; she spoke 
the next moment in a perfectly indifferent 
tone. 

“ There was a report in the city that Dr. 
Cl=ugh and Mias Foley were to be married 
this fall.” 

“Yes, I understood that,” I said, quickly. 
“Joe, eat some bread. It is astonishing that 
children will forget the simplest rules of the 
table. Some more coffee, my dear. Our coffee 
never has this delicious flavor at home.” 

Susy waited. “You were about to say, 
brother John-?” she said, steadily. 

“Oh! Clough and Miss Foley? Yes; I be¬ 
lieve there is nn engagement. It would be 
very suitable. The young lady is unusually 
delicate and refined in her tastes, I hear, and 
would just suit Clough. He’s a peculiar fellow. 
Then she has money. His salary is moderate.” 

“So is yours, and I had no money; but I 
never heard you complain that our match was 
unsuitable,” I said, sharply, wreaking my 
vexation on poor John. 

“Suitable, eh? Try this fish, Susy. Well, 
it never occurred to me before, whether it was 
suitable or not. I fancy we did not think much 
of salary in those days, Sally.” 

“You married for love,” I said. “Why 
should not Dr. Clough have tho same privi¬ 
lege?” 

“It seems to me it would be a wise thing in 


him to find a rich wife, however. Why should 
you think he marries Miss Foley for money 
alone?” 

“Why, indeed?” I answered. John looked 
up with surprise at my tart tone, and let the 
matter drop. 

It is now evening, and Dr. Clough has not 
yet returned. I wish we would never see his 
face again. And yet, next to John, he is the 
man of all others who seems to me most genuine 
and noble; and he has been a steadfast friend 
te us. But Susy’s pale face wrings my heart 
to-day. I feel that I have taken a mother’s 
place to the child, and her pain is my own. 

Later .—I went out, after writing, up into 
the long grass that edged the beach. Sitting 
there, I heard crunching steps in the sand, 
and, in a moment, voices. 

“ There is an encampment, Agnes,” said Dr. 
Clough. 

“ It is very picturesque,” said a thin, yet not 
unpleasant voice. “ Is that your friend, Eckert? 
What a noble figure, and a scholarly head! 
Who is the woman with him ?” 

“Miss Britton, Eckert’s sister-in-law.” 

“She is a nice little body.” I fancied tho 
tone grew thinner and sharp. “You told mo 
that his wife was your ideal of a genuine, lov¬ 
ing woman. You never told me of his sister.” 

“Did I not?” indifferently. “She is a nice 
little body,as you say. Come, Agnes, I want 
you to know John.” I fancied a tender linger¬ 
ing of his voice on her name. I came through 
the sedge hastily, to bo with Susy before she 
met her rival. 

Miss Foley was a delicate blonde. Blue 
velvet in her hat and coat threw into relief tho 
pale, exquisite coloring of her face, and fair, 
glistening hair. As with most blondes, her 
eyes did not lack either intelligence or shrewd¬ 
ness. She greeted me with effusion. She had, 
she said, “lofig desired to know Dr. Clough’s 
first friends.” There was a tacit claim in this, 
I thought, to share all Dr. Clough’s possessions. 
We walked together to the beach, where John 
and Sue have just landed from the boat. Susy 
comprehended the situation at the first glance. 
Her honest face changed strangely, for a mo¬ 
ment, and then she came quietly forward to 
meet us; with a self-possession, of which I did 
not think the child capable. Miss Foley scanned 
her face keenly; but she did not once glance 
down at the coarse, brown dress. They stood 
side by side. Even my partial eyes had to 
confess, that by the brilliant, delicate beauty, 
my poor Sue degenerated into an honest, “nice 
little body;” no more. No wonder, if D r . 
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Clough made the distinction. I was ill at ease, 
and constrained; full of an unreasonable rage 
and antipathy against the woman. It was no 
fault of hers that she had made my poor little 
girl's life bare and empty. Sue, on the con¬ 
trary, was unwontedly warm and cordial. Her 
cheeks burned, and her eyes sparkled. She 
overflowed with hospitality to Miss Foley; 
showed her stores of shells and mosses; gave 
her graphic, absurd descriptions of our tent¬ 
housekeeping; accepted promptly her propo¬ 
sals for renewed intimacy in town. I stood 
puzzled and wondering, for Sue, with all her 
warm heart, was not apt to take every new 
young woman into her home and heart, after 
the ordinary fashion of girls. 

Dr. Clough, meanwhile, watched his friend 
narrowly. 

“I will remain at the Point, to-night,” he 
said, on parting. “Miss Foley’s phaeton is 
beyond the woods. I drive her over.” 

Sue stood calmly smiling, fastening a feathery 
spray of moss in Miss Foley’s hat. “The effect 
is very pretty against fair hair,” she said. 

They started, John accompanying them to 
the woods. When they were nearly out of 
sight, I turned to Sue. She had sunk down on 
the sand, pale and limp, her hands helplessly 
pressed against her breast. I sat down, and 
took her head in my arms, but said nothing. 
What could I say ? 

“You must send me away from you,” she said, 
after awhile, trying to speuk calmly. “ I cannot 
see them, when she is his wife, and live. What 
can you do with me? I cannot teach; I am not 
able to be a shop-girl, or a servant. And yet, 
I thought I was fit to be his wife! What can 
you do with me?” She sobbed, again and 
a^iin, desperately. “No poor girl was ever 
so miserable before,” she said, looking up at 
last. 

I could net help smiling. “ Many a one, Sue; 
and they have lived to laugh at their own 
wretchedness afterward.” It was an ill-judged 
speech, for she chilled instantly. She rose, 
and dried her face. 

“It was selfish in me,” she said, camly, “to 
bring my trouble to you; you have such heavy 
weight of your own to carry.” Adding, after a 
pause, ** I would be glad if you wotld speak to 
John of my wish ta leave the city; he could 
probably hear of a situation for me.” Then 
she went out to wander over the sands alone, 
while I had a miserable cry to myself. 

When John came in, I was forced to account 
for my red eyes. “ Susy wants to leave us, 
when we go back—is talking of a situation.” 


John smqked his pipe, thoughfully. “ What's 
the matter, Sally ?” 

“How should I know ? Some absurd notions 
of independence, I suppose.” 

“Independence, eh? Very right, too; very 
right. Sue would be much happier if she had 
her own roof over her. What does she want to 
do? School, of course.” 

“She is not qualified for that; but I did not 
know, John, you were tired of the child, or 
wanted to be rid of her.” I was both hurt and 
angry. 

“Tired of her? No; certainly I am not 
that. But I’ve no doubt she would be happier 
if she had her own footing to stand on. By- 
the-way, I did hear of a situation, ns you call 
it, which would suit her capitally. I’ll speak 
to her of it, to-morrow.” 

I waited for him to enter into details; but he 
smoked on, placidly. “ Would the child be 
comfortable?” I demanded. 

“Oh, yes!—comfortable.” 

“The work is nothing menial ?” impatiently 
driving in the spur again. 

“No. I think it is work that precisely suits 
Sue.” 

“And the salary ?” 

“What she receives would depend on what 
she deserves.” John got up, and sauntered 
out, I knew, to avoid my persecutions. 

July 25.—A warm day, with a Boft south wind 
stirring the pungent wood-smells from the 
pines behind us. The sen throbbing in long, 
low swells, warmed, in its depths, into clear 
violet, which is to me the very color of passion. 
I was in the tent when Dr. Clough returned, 
and did not go out until he had passed on up 
the beach. I thought I heard Miss Foley’s in¬ 
cisive voice with his. When I put aside the 
flap, and came out on the sands, I found I was 
quite alone. Even the baby, with Hester, were 
up in the forest. I could hear fbeir shouts and 
romping-play where I stood. Suddenly, I saw 
Dr. Clough approaching. He walked hastily, 
and looked, I thought, pale and embarrassed. 

“Will you walk with me up the beach a little 
way, Mrs. Eckert?” he said. “I wish to speak 
with you on a matter of importance.” 

I acceded civilly, angry at myself that I 
could not be cordial; but the professor was so 
absorbed in his own thoughts, that he did not 
pay the slightest attention to me, or my man¬ 
ner. He was, indeed, so greatly agitated that, 
if I had not been so preoccupied with Sue, I 
would have been filled with sympathy and in¬ 
terest for him. 

“ I wish to speak to you alone,” he said. “J 
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have, as you know, no near relative; no friends, 
in fact, but John and yourself. I feel that, no 
matter what happiness came to me, it would 
not content me, if you did not sympathize with 
me.” 

I muttered some unintelligible words, in se¬ 
cret consternation. Was the man coming to 
confide the story of his approaching marriage 
to me? Was I to bo expected to congratulate 
him? 

“I don’t know if you have ever thought of 
me in any other light than a peculiar old bache¬ 
lor,” with an awkward laugh. (It was coming!) 
“But I am sure you know, and care for me, as 
a friend, enough to think I would do all I 
could, in my own way, to make a woman 
happy—and to bo tender with her-” 

“I am sure of that,” I said, heartily. 

“I—I wish to show you my wife, then,” 
jerking out the words with an effort. “I wish 
to ask you to welcomo her as my wife.” 

“I have seen her before, you remember, Dr. 
Clough ?” I suggested, drily. 

“Yes; h know,” still hurrying across the 
sand to the shade of a grove of cedars, 'where, 
I conjectured, ho had left Miss Foley. 

“It is an attachment of long standing, I be¬ 
lieve?” I said. But my most cordially-plumed 
thoughts froze into the formallcst of words. 

“I have loved her a long time; but I never 


found courage to tell her so until to-day,” with 
an awkward laugh. “She is here!” And the 
next moment he had parted the undergrowth 
of cedars. 

There, on the mossy ground, her rosy, happy 
face, half-hidden by her hands, was Sue. 

I said to John, this evening, 

“Was this the employment, my dear, you 
designed for Sue?” 

“ Yes. But if you would prefer to keep her— 
it is not yet too late. You are not tired of the 
ohild ? You don’t wish to shuffle her off?” 

“Nonsense! But when did the doctor take 
you into l^is secret?” 

“Only yesterday. There was another mat¬ 
ter, Sally, which he wished me to tell you my¬ 
self.” And John placed an open letter in my 
lap, watching me, curiously as he did it. It. 
was from the trustees of the college, nominat¬ 
ing John to the post of librarian. The duties 
were light, and the salary a thousand dollars 
more than that which he received. “Cltugli 
got it for me,” lie said. 

The day had been too much for me. I was 
glad to put my arms about the dear old fellow’s 
neck, and sob awhile. 

“But if we had the wealth of Croesus, we 
will always come back to the tent by the sea,” 
said John. 

And that is the way we spent our summer. 


INTO THE COURT OF THE KING. 

DY MATTIE WINFIELD TORREY. 


Into the court of the King, 
Tremblingly, sileut, and slow; 

Led by a Vow and a Ring, 

See where the worshipers go? 

Hark to the musical swell, 

Dizzily hovering 'round; 

Organ, and pealing of bell, 

Drunk with the magic of sound. 

Lo! where the King, in his grace, 
Rends from the altar to bless, 

Full in the light of his face, 

Stamped with angelic impress, 

Pauses the worshiping throng; 

Hushed and expectant they wait; 

8Iow through tho rifts of the song, 
Glimmers the face of a saint. 

Out from tho tremulous dusk 
Flashes a cress and a crown; 

Perfnrae of myrrh and of musk, 
Straggle the senses to drown. 

Down from the galleries dim. 

Passing each arch and each column, 

Flatter the notes of a hymn, 

Saintly, and joyously solemn. 


Ilere, in the court of the King, 
Reverently, silent they stand, 

Lured by a Vow and a Ring, 

Waiting a hush, hand in baud. 

Paint me a seraph, straightway, 

Vestal, and saintly, and white! 

Limn it divinely, I pray, 

And crown it with heavenly light. 

Up from tho 8ilk-snndlod feet 
To the pale gold of her hair, 

Nevor a bride was more sweet, 

Never a bride was more fair. 

Noble, and manly of port, 

Worthy to stand at her side. 

Worthy to worship the King in his court, 
Is ha who is claiming the bride. 

Out from tho court of the King, 

Passing elate, happy-hearted, 

Joined by a Vow and a RiHg, 

Le! when the train has departed. 

Hark to the peal of the bells! 

Sweetly their clamors uprise; 

Blessing and gladness their karmony tells 
And echo, delighted, replies. 
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BT MBS. ELLEN M. MITCHELL. 


I was coming up on a steamboat from New 
Orleans to St. Louis. The night was oppres¬ 
sively warm, and I had gone out on deck for a 
breath of fresh air. There were only two 
other persons there, a man and a woman, who 
were walking back and forth, conversing to¬ 
gether in low voices. As I passed them, 1 heard 
her say, 

“Do you want to drive me crazy ? I tell you 
I can't forget him; and it’s no use talking to 
me about my duty. I don’t believe a word 
that wicked woman says. He isn't married 
again—he isn’t dead. He’s alive, and true to 
me, I’m sure of it.” 

The words were low, but intense and passion- 
• ate, and I stopped involuntarily. 

“Don’t get excited and unreasonable, my 
dear woman. Look at the facts of the case. 
You havn’t heard from your husband inneurly 
two years; he left you with scarcely a week’s 
provisions on hand, and ten dollars in money; 
if it hadn’t been for me, you and your child 
would have starved—yes, actually starved. 
Yet, you talk as if it was your duty to remain 
faithful to the memory of such a man; and 
that, too, in spite of the proof you have re¬ 
ceived, by a direct revelation from heaven, as 
it were, that he not only deserted you, but 
married another woman, and lived with her as 
his wife, for three months before he died.” 

I can’t tell why it was, but there was some¬ 
thing in the smooth, insinuating voice of the 
^ speaker that sounded to me like the hiss of a 
serpent, and inspired me with a feeling of ab¬ 
horrence that I could not overcome. 

The next morning I scanned the faces of the 
p&ssengers to discover the speaker, ne was 
seated at the breakfast-table—long-haired, 
thin-visaged, with thin lips, and light-blue 
eyes, that looked hard and cruel; but with a 
general air of sanctimoniousness pervading his 
whole aspect. 

A little, pale-faced woman sat on his right 
hand, whom I recognized at once as his com¬ 
panion the night before. She hold in her lap 
a child two or three years old, and was rather 
pretty than otherwise, although her eyes were 
red as if from continual weeping. 

But the face that chiefly attracted my atten¬ 
tion was that of the woman on his left hand. 


Her complexion, in its unearthly pallor, re¬ 
sembled that of a corpse; her lips were livid; 
and her eyes, deep sunken, and with dark 
circles around them, were dull and expression¬ 
less. It was a face that, at the same time, re¬ 
pulsed and fascinated you. She, too, as well 
as the other woman, seemed to be under the 
control of the man whom I have described. 

I noticed a great many curious glances di¬ 
rected toward these persons during breakfast. 
Afterward, I learned who they were from the 
captain. The man, it appeared, was a cele¬ 
brated spiritualist, with a wonderful gift of 
healing in his hands, who subscribed himself 
S. S. Johnson, M. D. The woman with a corpse¬ 
like face was a clairvoyant, who always traveled 
with him, and went into trances for his benefit, 
as often as he desired. The two together were 
said tp be very successful as healing mediums. 

“I don’t know what to think of it,” said the 
captain. “There is something remarkable 
about this clairvoyance. I am convinced that 
Johnson is an impostor; but as to the woman— 
why, I’d take my oath that she isn't conscious 
of what she says and does in those trances. 
Jolinson has a curious kind of power over her, 
and I believe his will actually forces her into 
a semi-comatose state, and puts the words in 
her mouth that she is to say.” 

“But who is the little, pale-faced creature 
that accompanies them?” I inquired. “ Is she 
a clairvoyant, too?” 

“Oh, no! but her husband left her nearly 
two years ago, and this Johnson has befriended 
her, for reasons of his own, I’ve do doubt. 
There’s a mystery about it, somehow. I was 
well acquainted with her husband. He was a 
steady, hard-working man; but times were 
poor, and he thought he could better his for¬ 
tunes by a trip to the mountains. So he went, 

I leaving wife and child rather scantily provided 
j for; but it was the best he could do. He hoped 
| that, before their money and provisions were 
| exhausted, he would be able to send them more. 

| This Dr. Johnson was his principal adviser in 
\ the step he took, and promised to see that his 
family didn’t come to want. From that day to 
this, however, no direct communication has 
ever been received from Joe Morrison. It is 
[ known that he arrived in St. Louis safely, that 
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he embarked there for the mountains, and that 
is all. Ilis wife is a weak, helpless little crea¬ 
ture, strong only in devotion to her husband, 
and would have sunk unde? this blow if it 
hadn’t been for the child.” 

The captain stopped, as if he had finished 
his story; but I turned to him eagerly, for the 
conversation of the night before recurred to 
my memory. 

“Isn’t there some rumor about Morrison’s 
being dead or married again? And what about 
this Johnson? Has he kept the promise he 
made her husband?” 

The captain did not seem inclined, at first, to 
say anything more, but was finally persuaded 
to tell me the rest of the stery, together with 
his own suspicions as to the relations at present 
existing between Johnson and Mrs. Morrison. 

“I can’t deny,” he said, “that Johnson has 
befriended her, but he is a man I wouldn’t trust, 
and I believe he has done it for purposes of his 
own. As to what those purposes are, I have 
my suspicions. After Morrison had been gone 
over a year, Johnson advised her to consult 
Sarah White, his clairvoyant friend. Lucy, 
that is, Mrs. Morrison, yielded to the proposal 
readily, as a relief from the doubts and fear? 
that distracted her. But imagine her horror, 
when informed by Miss White that her husband 
was alive and well, and married to another 
woman! She wouldn’t believe it, and refused, 
at first, to have anything more to do with clair¬ 
voyance. But the communication had its effect, 
undoubtedly, on her weak and credulous na¬ 
ture, for, when months passed on, and there 
was still no word of tidings, she again con¬ 
sulted Miss White. This time she received a 
direct message from her husband himself, who 
had been killed in a melee among some miners, 
according to his own assertion, and was thus 
enabled, through spiritual mediumship, to con¬ 
sole his wife personally. He confirmed the 
former statement of Miss White, as to his hav¬ 
ing committed bigamy before he died, and ex¬ 
pressed a degree of contrition therefor truly 
edifying. Lucy was overwhelmed by what she 
heard, and, out of sheer desperation, resolved 
to go to St. Louis, and there seek for traces of 
her husband. As it happened, Dr. Johnson 
was going north, and took her under his pro¬ 
tection. It is my private opinion that he has 
been plotting all along how to get her into his 
power. Whether or not he has bad anything 
to do with Morrison’s mysterious silence, is 
more than I can tell.” 

“It’s a strange story,” I said, musingly; 
“but I am inclined to think you are right in 


your suspicions.” And in return for the cap¬ 
tain's confidence, I related the conversation I 
had accidentally overheard. 

“Just the plea I thought he would urge— 
duty. Duty to her child, probably. The hypo¬ 
crite! he knows she won’t marry him for anj 
other reason. But what are the crowd doing 
over there?” and he pointed to the opposite 
side of the cabin. “Ah! I understand. Isn’t 
that Johnson and Miss White? He asked my 
permission, this morning, to display her won¬ 
derful skill as a clairvoyant. Come along; I 
want you to see her in a trance.” 

I am not superstitious, but there was some¬ 
thing uncanny in the air that morning, and a 
thrill of actual dread ran over me as we ap¬ 
proached the clairvoyant. Her eyes were open, 
but rolled back in her head; and there was a 
ghastly expression to her face I shall never 
forget.' She was talking and gesticulating 
earnestly, and near her stood Dr. Johnson, 
whose fixed, magnetic gaie, never left her for 
a single instant. As soon as 1 could distin¬ 
guish what she said, I discovered that she pro¬ 
fessed to be under the control of Joe Morrison, 
and the captain informed me that she imitated 
perfectly his tricks of voice and manner. What 
made this more remarkable was the fact that 
she had never seen him. 

“There is no use, Lucy, in crying anymore,” 
she said, “ for I am a miserable scoundrel, and 
not worth the tears you shed. You are wrong, 
too, in neglecting your duty to Willie, the way 
you do. He is our child, remember, and I wont 
you to consider what will be best for his future, 
instead of mourning for me any longer. You 
are altogether too headstrong and suspicious, 
and won’t even listen to the advice of your 
friends.” 

At this point her discourse was interrupted 
by a sudden stir among the crowd—Mrs. Mor¬ 
rison had fainted. The captain and I carried 
her to a sofa, and sprinkled water in her face; 
but it was sometime before she regained con¬ 
sciousness, and not until after the clairvoyant 
had come out of her apparent trance. 

The next morning the boat reached St. Louis. 
I put up at the “ Planters’,” as usual, and so 
did Dr. Johnson and his friends. I had seve¬ 
ral business commissions to attend to, and did 
not see anything of them for several days. 
But one evening, as I was going to my room, 
little Wille came running along the hall, sob¬ 
bing as if his heart would break. 

“ What is the matter, Willie?” I said, taking 
him up in my arms. 

All I could make out from his broken speech 
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was that somebody had “hurted” bis mamma, 
and that she was crying “drefful hard,” and 
would not even speak to him. 

A sudden impulse came over me to offer my 
friendship to Mrs. Morrison, and thwart the 
plans of Johnson, if possible, for I felt con¬ 
vinced that he had occasioned her tears. While 
I was thinking how to do this without wounding 
her delicacy, she came out into the hall, look¬ 
ing for Willie. He ran up to her eagerly, drag¬ 
ging me along, and I was really shocked at the 
change in her appearance. She was thinner 
and paler than when I had seen her last, and 
there was a look in her eyes like that of a 
hunted animal at bay. 

I can’t tell how it was that I gained her con¬ 
fidence so readily, but we hadn’t been talking 
ten minutes before she began to tell me of her 
troubles. My white hair, and venerable ap¬ 
pearance, had something to do with it, pro¬ 
bably; and then, too, her need of a friend was 
urgent and imperative. 

She could dot get the slightest clue to her 
husband, it seemed, in St. Louis, and was almost 
ready, in her despair, to believe everything 
the clairvoyant said. The net had been subtly 
laid. He had placed her under pecuniary ob¬ 
ligations, that galled her womanly spirit, and 
made it the harder to reject his proposal. 
Then, too, he promised to care for and educate 
Willie—and love for her child pleaded strongly 
in the mother’s heart. 

Johnson was going to Chicago the next day, 
and was coming to her in the morning for a 
final decision. If she refused to accompany 
him thither as his wife, then all was to be at 
an end between them. But what was she to 
/do in St. Louis, alone and penniless? # 

I did not hesitate as to the advice I should 
give her, and I promised to do all I could to 
assist her. 

I slept but little, for I was thinking of her. 
Late the following morning I went to breakfast. 
Opposite to me was a traveler, sunburnt, and 
coarsely attired, but honest, and genial-look¬ 
ing. We entered into conversation. There 
was something in his voice and manner that 
seemed strangely familiar, althougli I could 
not recollect that I had ever met him before. 
But it came over me like a flash of light, when 
lie spoke of having just returned from the 
mountains, that this was the man whom Sarah 
White, the clairvoyant, had personated on the 
steamer “Dresden.” 

“Pardon me, sir; but isn’t your name Joft 
Morrison ? And didn’t you use to live in-?” 

He started to his feet. 
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“ For God’s sake, sir, can you tell me any¬ 
thing of my wife and child? It is nearly two 
years since I’ve heard a word from them.” 

Joy seldom kills, and I had not the heart to 
prolong his suspense. 

“Yes, yes; they are alive and well,” I an¬ 
swered, “and are here in this very house, 
in No. —.” 

“ My God ! it isn’t possible!” he cried, rush¬ 
ing away from the table like a madman. 

I followed leisurely, and found him with 
Willie in his arms, pressed close to his breast, 
laughing and crying at the same time, and 
frightening the child nearly to death. Mrs. 
Morrison was not in the room; she had just 
gone out with Dr. Johnson, the chambermaid 
said. 

A thrill of apprehension ran over mo. 

“Do you know where they went?” I asked. 

But she could not tell, certainly. “ The 
gentleman had said something about Squire 
Dawson’s,” she answered. 

That was enough. I rushed down stairs, 
and through the streets, dragging Morrison 
and Willie with me. We did not stop to see 
whether people stared or not. Just as we 
reached the door of Justice Dawson's office, 
Johnson and Mrs. Morrison came out, and my 
heart sank within me. Willie caught a glimpse 
of them, and cried out, shrilly, “Mamma! 
Mamma!” 

She started, and turned, and Morrison sprang 
forward with the child in liis arms, but before 
he could reach her, she had fallen prone upon 
the pavement. But she came to quickly, and 
the greetings between husband and wife were 
silent, but affecting. A little later, she re¬ 
turned to the hotel, leaning upon Morrison’s 
arm, a proud and happy woman. My fears 
were unfounded; she had refused to marry 
Johnson, even after he had decoyed her to the 
office of Justice Dawson. 

As to the mutual explanations that followed 
this happy re-union, I have little to say. Mor¬ 
rison was thunderstruck by the treachery of 
Johnson, in whom he had placed such implicit 
confidence as to send him several large sums 
of money for the use of Lucy and the child. 
And he could not help mistrusting that their cor¬ 
respondence had been intercepted, for neither 
husband or wife had received a single one of 
the letters they had written to each other. 

Neither of them ever saw Johnson again. He 
disappeared that very day. We heard after¬ 
ward that he married Miss White, the clair¬ 
voyant, and that he lives by lecturing, and de¬ 
luding people, she feeing an accomplice. 
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“I tell you, Emily, I will not have it! I 
will not have it! My daughter shall never 
marry a foreigner. I have told you that often. 
I have warned you a thousand times since we 
came to Paris—you remember it!” 

44 Yes,” said the girl. 

“These rotten old races,” continued Gen. 
Roberts, rising and walking about the room, 
44 the light in which they view her sex, makes 
happiness with any man belonging to them 
impossible for an American woman. They 
can’t help it—it’s in their blood, and all they 
see and hear nurtures it. And this Victor 
Labordiere, he has not a sou, I suppose?” 

“lie has his profession,” murmured Emily. 

“Ah, yes,” with mock gravity; 4: he is an 
avocal, and writes for the papers besides—and 
mixes in politics, doesn’t he? Something like 
our ward politicians in New York, I suppose; 
mounts tables in wine-shops, and gives philip¬ 
pics to the crowd.” 

“He does nothing of the sort!” said Emily, 
angrily. 

44 Ah,- indeed! nothing so honorable, per-; 
haps,” sneered her father. 

“ I will not hear him abused!” she exclaimed, j 

44 Whew-ew-ew!” whistled Gen. Roberts,; 
“you want to marry him, do you?” j 

Emily bit her lips, but made no answer. j 

44 What do you want to marry him for ?” said I 
her father, coming close to her. 44 It is easy : 
to see why he wants to marry you; *he thinks ! 
I am rich, because we live at this stylish pen - j 
sion, and you have your gewgaws, and your 
bills from Madame L’Archseque, on the Boule¬ 
vard. But what makes you want to marry 
him?” 

The girl shrank as if something hurt her, 
and in her heart swelled a longing cry for her 
dead mother. 

“ Do you love him ?” asked the powerful voice 
of the large, florid man. 

She raised her clear, brown eyes to his. 

“Yes, I do,” she said, firmly. 

“Ah—a—a! You love him!” Then, in a 
low, hissing tone, 44 Ar’n’t you ashamed to tell 
me that, so boldly ?” 

“No, I am not,” replied she, still facing him 
steadily. 

He looked at her for some moments. 

1-50 


“And does he love you?” 

Alas! alas! Emily had to bow her head now, 
and say, falteringly, 

44 1 think so.” 

44 Ah, ha!” said her father, and strolling to 
the window, he stood fingering the pAperflowers 
in th q jardiniere ; then he came hack. 

44 I’ll put him to the test. He is in the army. 
Will he give up that for love of you? Does he 
love you enough for that? Come, now! no one 
can say that is an unfair test, for, could l wish 
my only daughter left a widow, in all pro¬ 
bability, in a few months! Did I come here to 
link her fortunes, her happiness to a country 
and a people toppling on the brink of ruin? 
Do you think he’ll stand the test?” 

“Yes,” said Emily, defiantly. 

The next morning she made the proposition 
to her lover in her father’s presence. The 
smile fled from Victor’s lips, and his eyes 
looked blacker and larger than ever. 

44 That I cannot do!” he said, slowly and 
sadly. 

Gen. Roberts sat in the background, saying 
nothing, but watching him. 

Victor Labordiere fixed his eyes on Emily. 

“Can it be possible, Emily?” he said. 
“Emily, is it you who ask me that ? Do you ? 

| Can you?” 

Emily’s vain little heart smote her; but Bhe 
tossed h)r head. 

44 It is as a testimony of your love I ask it, 

| Victor. Don’t you care enough for me to do 
this?” 

Victor put his hand to his forehead. 

“Care for you? Oh, mon Dicu! I wanted 
you for my own—my very own !” 

He gazed in her eyes a moment longer, and 
it needed all her pride to keep her steady. 
Then he drew a long breath, and glanced round 
the room as if to assure himself he was in his 
right senses. 

“Is this the way you Americans do?” he 
continued, bitterly looking from daughter to 
father. The latter sat mute, his eyelashes 
veiling his eyes, and his irou-gray mustache 
completely hiding the expression of his mouth. 
“Is it that you do like this, you Americans? 

I had thought quite otherwise. I have heard 
such tales.” 
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“Victor,” said Emily, sweeping back her 
ringlets sweetly, and letting the tears just fall 
on her pink cheeks, while her mouth wore its 
loveliest, most appealing half-smile, “Victor, 
surely I thought you would do this for my 
sake—for my sake I” 

Vain the allurements, vain the winning 
glance, Victor again repeated in slow, firm 
tones, “ That I cannot do.” 

Then he extended his hands, as if to say fare¬ 
well, but suddenly grew pale and staggered. 
“No, I will see you once again—to-morrow,” 
and he went, Gen. Roberts still watching him 
silently. 

When Gen. Roberts came back from the cafe, 
that night, he found his daughter in hysterics. 

“Ah! a true woman’s way!” he said, shrug¬ 
ging his shoulders; but he looked graver when 
he was roused in the night to send for a 
physician. 

She was calmer in the morning, and he drew 
a chair by her bedside, saying, “Emily, I will 
make a compromise. I rather liked M. Labor- 
diere—yes, I liked him. I will give him fifty 
thousand dollars the day he marries you, and 
my influence (and it is considerable, in a cer¬ 
tain way) to advance him in his calling, if he 
stays here; or, if he will go to America, I will 
make him a career there—r can do it. Only 
let him give up this soldiering, this risking a 
forlorn hope. What is his life but a drop in the 
ocean of blood that is to run here when the 
bombardment begins—but a drop wasted; it 
can do no good. Mind! I say yet, I detest 
foreigners; but this young man I like so much 
that I am willing to take the risk of his saying 
yes. You can make this proposition to him, 
or I will for you.” 

Emily was radiant. “Now, surely,” she 
thought. 

Gen. Roberts only smiled under his mustache. 
All he let fall to his daughter was to touch her 
elbow as she repaired to the salon to meet M. 
Lnbordiere, and whisper, “Mind! it is a test 
of bis affection, and that is worthless, unless it 
comes out bright.” 

Emily only Bhook her curls confidently, and 
tossed her skirts yet more bouffants. 

The young Frenchman flushed to his temples 
as he listened. It was the hand of love, of the 
gay, little girl he loved so dearly, that guided 
him to the mountain-top, and cunningly and 
deftly placed before him all the kingdoms of 
the world, and the glory of them. Once in the 
career of every man and woman they are bid¬ 
den to choose between a common and a heroic 
life. Victor Labordiere’s choice was made in 


the same words he had used the day before, 
“ That I cannot do!” 

Then came poor little Emily’s moment of 
choice, her point of possibility. “Listen!” 
said Victor, holding her hands^ “ the one path 
is commonplace—degraded, now; the other, the 
lofty, noble one. We may breast it together, 
perhaps on earth, perhaps in heaven. The 
men of my family, the men of my nation, have 
always lived for an idea, have shed their blood 
for it many times. If we forge ever so small 
a link to unite the ideal with the life of the 
pave, it is glorious. The ideal and the actual, 
they are two, and we must make them one, 
voyez-vousV' And then he paced to and fro, his 
face worked, his alert and subtle gestures deep¬ 
ened and pointed the meaning of his words and 
his dark, flashing eyes. From the window he 
looked out on the broad, bright, spotless streets 
of the American quarter, comfortable and en¬ 
ticing, like the life he was tempted to by the 
red-lipped American girl who sat within. “ You 
deal me,” he continued, coming back, “the 
most cutting of insults. We Frenchmen, for¬ 
sooth! are not worthy to lead a noble life! 
Ten years ago, you, in American, sent your 
young men forth to battle, with blessings and 
pride; but we—ah!” 

“ But, Victor, it is of no use,” said Emily. 
“My father says so—everybody says so.” 

“No use!” repeated Victor, his eyes flam¬ 
ing. “No use! is that the way you- But 

I need say no more—that’s of no use. And 
yet it must be that you will not receive my 
words, not that you cannot. This chimera of 
a test of my love has come between us.” 

He strode back and forth, springing with in¬ 
finite suppleness from metaphor to persuasion 
and reasoning. 

Emily sat, sometimes in tears, sometimes 
trembling. She gave herself great credit for 
her firmness. 

At length she burst forth into a passion of 
weeping, “No,” she sobbed, “you do not love 
me enough; and if that is so, it is better that 
we part. Go, go! I will be second to nothing! 
Not even to country!” 

“American women did not always talk so,” 
he burst forth. “ And is not France as dear to 
us as America was to them. I am glad to go,” 
rejoined Victor, passionately. “ If you love me, 
you will be proud of me, that I love France.” 

He was darting out of the door when Gen 
Roberts opened it, and saw at a glance the state 
of things. “ Stay, stay!” said he, “ this must* 
not be settled now! Take a week to decide! 
Take one week!” 
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A mixed feeling prompted him, or rather an 
instinct speaking independently of his mind. 
On first coming to France, Gen. Roberts, in 
common with most Americans, had met only 
selfish, corrupt time-servers, and had learned 
to despise all Frenchmen.. But this fervid, 
loyal young fellow had given him a new view 
of a foreigner. Many young men of his own 
country were far more artificial, calculating, 
und complex, in their sentiments. And so 
now he said, “One week, one week!” 

“For me,” thought Emily, as she walked to 
her room, “ it will be one week to decide 
whether I give up this test or not.’* 

Victor sprang into a fiacre in Avenue Jose¬ 
phine, and growled his direction to the coach¬ 
man. The man did not understand him, and he 
shouted it at him in tones of thunder. Arrived 
at home, he flung into his room, and emerged 
only at dinner-time, white, with eyes full of 
gloom and suffering. He went to his mother, 
who sat knitting by a tiny blaze, and kneeling 
down, put his head in her lap. How Gen. 
Roberts would have laughed, even with his 
new-found perspicacity, to see him in so utter 
abandonment. 

“ My son,” said Madame Labordiere, laying 
her hand on his head, “is it all over?” 

“For me, yes!” 

“ Do not give way. This is not her country; 
she cannot love it as if it were.” 

“ But I thought she loved me,” said Victor. 

Madame Labordiere sat silent, only stroking 
his hair at intervals. At last she said, “ Mon 
enfant , she has gone out of your life, she must 
go out of your heart also ” 

“But,” interrupted Victor. 

“But—thesooner the better,” said hismother. 
“She is not worlh-” 

Victor shuddered, and Madame Labordiere 
stopped. 

The next morning he went to his drill, and 
returned still gloomy and resentful. He went 
about all his occupations with an even increased 
zest, which puzzled his mother; but, day by 
day his face stiffened, and his heart hardened. 

When the week was out he presented him¬ 
self in Avenue Josephine firmly, but with eyes 
flashing with resentment. Emily would not 
make up her mind to accept the life offered her. 

So that was over. And so the fateful autumn- 
days sped on. France, Paris might have re¬ 
peated to Victor the words of Richelieu, 

“Thy fate and hers, with mine, for good or ill, 

Are woven thread*. In my vast sum of life 
Millious snch units merge." 

After a time Victor's anger against Emily 


cooled, and, no longer sullen and irritable, he 
sat down gentle and gay with his mother and 
sister at their scanty meals, in a half-warmed 
dining-room, and assisted his mother with the 
mixture of tenderness and gallantry so pleasing 
in French sons. And then he thought of tbe 
happiness painted iu so gloomy colors by sweet, 
seductive tones. He never dreamed of scaling 
the wall that rose between, but he drew near 
it, and looked over. He looked continually, 
and saw the golden fruits, the fluttering birds 
shining in the sun, and heard the voice he loved 
singing among the trees. Is the struggle over 
when the irrevocable choice is made? Ah! 
those after thoughts, that come with solitude 
or perplexity I not regrets for the decision, 
but so vivid a sight of what we have forgone 
as pales all the present sky, and, lo! the alac¬ 
rity creeps from the resolution, and the worth 
of nobleness from the sacrifice. Look too long, 
and you will say it is self-deception for a man 
to suppose he can do anything not base in its 
outcome, if not its essence. 

“ I can be second to none,” Emily repeated 
to her father, when she talked to him. 

“You have decided wisely, my child,” he 
answered; “ but that principle, let me say for 
the future-” 

The girl Winced. 

“Yes, yeS, I had best give you my little bit 
of advice now. For the future, remember, 
that’s rather Quixotic. How many women do 
you think hold the first pl&oe in their hus¬ 
band’s life? Ah! I understand that little im¬ 
patient jerk I But consider, my daughter, you 
are a nice little girl; but are you the kind of 
woman to take up a man’s soul into your own 
in that way?” 

Then Gen. Roberts began to pace the fast- 
darkening room, saying, “Well, well! I am 
sorry times are not quietef. That stuff of his 
about joining sentiment and practice, is not so 
very Utopian, after all, even to me, a practical 
man. There have been times, there may be 
again,”—and so he went on maundering in a 
way very different from his usual clear-headed, 
incisive one, but evidently conscions that he 
could not measure Jacob’s ladder, which pierces 
the heavens, by his two-foot rule. 

Pausing in his walk, he looked over At Emily, 
as she sat, in a lost way, by the window, and 
came and laid his hand on her head with un¬ 
wonted tenderness. “Emmy, my dear, I’ll 
keep you a little longer, then, won’t I?” 

Emily turned and laid her arms around his 
neck, and her head down on his shoulder. 

“There! therel Oh, you mustn’t cry about 
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it. It's done now, and all for the beat, I don’t 
doubt. “You’ll think so in a month,” and he 
kissed her, and went away. He went down to 
the railway-station, where he was much inter¬ 
ested in the starting and management of bal¬ 
loons; he had even invented a new valve, he 
was anxious to see tried—much more impor¬ 
tant than Emmy’s love affairs, he thought. But 
several times that evening he looked at her 
curiously—I fancy he would have respected her 
more had she insisted on marrying her “for¬ 
eign lover.” 

, For two or three weeks Emily’s pride sus¬ 
tained her; but it oozed away, drop by drop, 
and she woke to find herself alone with be¬ 
wilderment—and regret, was it? She would 
not call it so, even to herself. She took to 
aimless wanderings about the city, giving up 
her accustomed employments. One day she 
was walking on the Champs Elysees, which 
yet preserved a feverish gayety, when sud¬ 
denly, as if a window had been opened in her 
brain, she saw that her test of Victor Labor- 
diere’s affection had in reality proved it nobler, 
more worth having, because proving him so. 

“Yes!” she said to herself, “ he was right. 
There are times when a man must prefer his 
country to everything else. Nor does it prove 
that he don’t love-” 

She stopped, and stood stock still, regard¬ 
less of all observers, her eyes dilated, her little 
hands clenched, looking like one who gazes on 
fathomless waves, beneath which a priceless 
treasure hn9 sunk. She turned aside a few 
paces, and leaned against a tree. People stared 
at her, she stood in so desolate an attitude. It 
was very cold. The wind moaned among the 
leafless branches, dashed into her eyes grains 
of sand, whisked from the high mound reared 
around the Arc de Triomphe. She saw nothing, 
felt nothing. 

“ Miss Roberts,” she heard a voice behind 
her exclaim, “ what are you doing here ? You 
are blue with cold.” 

With a desperate snatch at composure and 
carelessuess, she turned to meet a fellow- 
boarder at the pension. 

They walked home together. “I will make 
your excuses at the dinner-table, if you Want 
to lie down,” said Miss Oilman, kindly, though 
in utter amazement. “ Here is the back stairs,” 
she continued, ns they heard the group just 
descending to the salle-a manger —and Emily 
fled up them. 

Miss Gilmau was an English woman, one of 
that large class one constantly sees at foreign 
pension*. Everywhere you meet them along 


the banks of Lake Leman, in Florence the fair. 
They have gathered a large stock of experience, 
and if they have the least tact and natural 
sensibility, are valuable friends. They are of 
all kinds, adventurers, mere entertaining wo¬ 
men of the world, or women having good hearts 
and brains, whose exceptional training con be 
well and quickly applied to any case. 

When Emily entered the salle-a-mantjcr , the 
next morning, pale and hollow-eyed, Miss 
Gilman made room for her, with a kiud look, 
that fell gratefully on the tired spirit—and 
Emily clung to her ever after. She cared now 
for no life but that of her own mind. If Miss 
Gilman would only pilot her through this other 
one—shield her from sudden squalls and sunken 
rocks! And it seemed as if she would under¬ 
take it. When this and that one rallied her, 
saying, “Miss Emily, how is it that wo never 
see you anywhere? Where is all your bene¬ 
volence—it was almost patriotism with you?’* 
Miss Gilman put. an answer into her mouth. 
She never asked a question herself. Occa¬ 
sionally a passing wonder, as to her motive, 
crossed Emily’s mind; but she was too much 
wrapped up in herself to notice that every one 
was commenting upon it. 

One morning Emily did not Appear. Miss 
Gilman went to her room, and receiving no 
answer to her wraps, opened the door and went 
in. Emily, in a heavy sleep, lay on the outside 
of the bed, wrapped in a dressing-gown. A 
large chair was drawn up facing the window. 
There were no books, no papers scattered about; 
no evidences of occupation—all was bare and 
cheerless. The dress and ornaments she had 
taken off lay on a chair close by the door. 

Miss Gilman advanced to the bedside and 
looked down on the worn young face. She 
read plainly the pain, the disappointment, the 
weariness graven in every line. She saw, too, 
a peevishness round the mouth, and the utterly 
spiritless attitude did not please her. 

The Yenitian blind was pulled up to its 
highest, and the morning sun glared into the 
dusty, neglected room. Miss Gilman pulled 
down the blind, folded the evening-dress, 
straightened the gloves and handkerchief, 
then put a goblet of fresh water on a little 
stand, found a flocon of eau de Cologne to put 
beside it, and drew it close to the bed. Then 
she stood still again, to gaze on the white face 
on the pillow, bearing bo plainly the record of 
the past few weeks. Emily woke, and Miss 
Gilman started and colored, as if caught read¬ 
ing a private letter. 

1 Emily glanoed at the shaded window, the 
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neatly folded dress, the scent-bottle; but these 
evidences of kindness did not soothe, they 
seemed to sting her. At any rate they gave 
her energy. “Sit down here,” she said to 
Miss Gilman, “and I’ll tell you all about it.” 

“So you see,” she said, when she had fin¬ 
ished her tale, “ I have thrown away my only 
chance of happiness—few people have more 
than one, they say—and I can do nothing to 
get it back, can I?” looking up imploripgly. 

Miss Gilman looked long in her face. “ I do 
not see how you can, my child. This has passed 
out of your life, let it pass out of your heart, 
also.” 

Thus Emily received the same advice that 
had met Victor’s ear. 

“It is not only that I would have been 
happy,” said Emily, turning impatiently away, 
“but I could have been good, I could have 
lived my best. I could have lived that noble 
life Victor talked about, and that he lives 
now.” 

“ But, Miss Roberts, it does not seem to me 
that you are fitted for the part of a heroine,” 
said Miss Gilman. 

“There 1 that’s what my father says,” re¬ 
turned Emily, fretfully what every one 
would say, I suppose. I ndvcr said I was—I 
never thought so—I don’t wish it; but I could 
have aided him, and he will be a hero—ho said 
I could; and I could have loved him, that I 
know.” 

“ But, Emily,” said her friend, “ why, why 
did you send him away ?” 

“I did not love him so much, then,” Baid 
Emily, simply. 

“By thinking, dreaming, then, you have- 

Oh, Emily, don’t you see you must give up this 
solitary brooding?” 

“Miss Gilman,” exclaimed Emily, “all last 
night I sat opposite that window. About two 
o’clock the fog lifted and the stars came out, 
clear and shining, and every one of them 
seemed to be saying to me, all night long: 

4 You did it yourself! you did it yourself!’ I 
seemed to hear them; and once I thought I was 
going crazy, and then I tried to keep still and 
think of something else; but, oh, Miss Gilman, 
there’s nothing else that I care for!” 

“ As you sat at that window, did you think 
of the ring of fire that is all around us, and the 
cold and the hunger, and the breaking hearts ?” 

44 1 thought of it all, and I did not need it to 
Increase my gloom.” 

44 Not to increase it no, but-” 

44 Do you think it would soften it ? Each one 
Buffers for themselves.” And Emily rose rest¬ 


lessly and dashed water on her throbbing tem¬ 
ples, and began to brush out her hair. 

From that time, perhaps because a human 
hand had touched her burden, albeit with no 
power to lighten it, she was no more the dull, 
flaccid creature the first wave of grief had flung 
on the strand. She was feverish and wild. 

She walked incessantly about the city. 

44 Oh, if I could meet him !” she thought; 44 if I 
could only meet him! one look would do all.” 

She went now into all the society open to her 
—small, quiet re-unions, concerts for the bene¬ 
fit of the suffering, fairs, etc., and particularly 
to every house where she had ever met M. La- 
bordiere. But all was in vain. She never 
caught a glimpse of him. 44 Perhaps he is gone 
to the army outside,” she said to herself. 
“Oh, if I knew!” 

One night she crept to her father’s room, and 
besought him, with broken words and face hid 
in her hands. 

“No, no, no!” said Gen. Roberts. “lean 
do nothing. Why, I am astonished at you, 
Emily; I am astonished at you! No wonder 
you blush! Iam surprised you didn’t blush 
too much to come in here. How did you screw 
yourself up to the point?” 

“Because I was so wretched, father,” an¬ 
swered Emily, grasping her forehead tightly, 

44 1 could take any way.” 

44 To think of asking me to find him and tell 
him you have changed your mind I I tell you, 
Emily Roberts, this thing is done—it is fin¬ 
ished ! I thought you had more pride, more 
spirit. I never before heard of an Ohio girl 
with so little spunk.” 

Emily leaned drearily against the window- 
frame, while her father flung about the room. 
Presently he came to her and turned her face 
towards his own. The w'andering eyes that 
met his were no longer those of a frivolous 
girl; he read in them a depth of feeliug, a 
breadth and keenness of apprehension he had 
not dreamed they could develope. Emily felt 
the change herself, but only vaguely; had she 
been born on the keen hills of New England, 
she would long since have been brooding over 
her own consciousness, the scalpel of metaphy¬ 
sics in hand. 

Her father only said as he felt her hot cheek, * 
44 1 must have the doctor to you, to-morrow,” 
and then he turned away, muttering to him¬ 
self, “ I wish her mother was alive!” 

Still he did not guess what it had cost her to 
come to him, or with what humiliation she 
crept from the room. 

Afl this time Victor Labordiore was in the 
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thick of the turmoil and vacillation of the Pro- 
visionalGovernment, his thoughts, hopes, plans, 
merely a shell of a soul that his country illu¬ 
minated and gave life to. In all this Emily 
might have had a share, but she had shrunk 
back to the flesh-pots of Egypt. No one could 
despise her more than she did herself. But 
Victor said to himself, “Poor little thing! the 
steps of that life were too high for her, she 
could not scale them; but I could have taught 
her, I could have taught her, if she would have 
let me!” 

One morning, at daybreak, as ho lay on his 
bed, something whispered to him that perhaps 
she had repented now, and could not let him 
know it. “She eould send her father to my 
mother—yes, surely! but our French ways are, 
perhaps, not hers.” He sprung at ouco from 
his pillow. “I will go now. IIow I have been 
foolish, perhaps cruel!” 

But it was too early. He must wait certainly 
till nine o’clock, at least. With nine came a 
summons to instant duty at the forts, outside 
the walls. 

So, that was over. 

The very next day Emily Roberts, now ut¬ 
terly desperate, drove to the apartment of 
Madame Labordiere and inquired for Celie, Vic¬ 
tor’s sister. The girls had met a few times in 
society, and to her Emily poured out in a tor¬ 
rent her love, her self-accusation, her hungry 
need. Celie sat aghast. She was convent- 
bred, and reared in complete ignorance of any¬ 
thing lawless, and during her year in society 
had been watched and shielded by her mother 
as only French girls are. Her pure, pale, 
olive-cheek flushed with wonder, but her heart 
began to flutter a little. 

Just at this point Madame Labordiere entered 
from the next room, and sent her away on 
some errand, explaining to Emily that she 
could not allow her to witness such unre¬ 
strained, ill-regulated passion—mademoiselle 
must excuse her, but it was no fit sight for a 
pure-minded young girl. 

Now, at length, Emily’s cup of abasement 
was full. She, an American, with the fresh, 
healthy blood of her own savannas coursing in 
her veins, to be deemed a dangerous, conta¬ 
gious example for a scion of one of those “rot¬ 
ten old races,” as her father called them—and 
hit sister! 

“ Madame,” she said, thoroughly cowed, “ I 
love your son perhaps too well, and I am sepa¬ 
rated from him through my own fault—and I 
thought—perhaps—he mourns for me.” 

“I do not think my son is unhappy,” said 


Madame Labordiere, proudly. “ He lives for 
his country.” 

Then Emily learned that ho had gone to his 
duties, perhaps to his death, ana staggered 
baok to her carriage. 

Now there was no object, no hope left for 
her. “Come and help us!” said her young 
friends who worked for the charity-fairs, 
nursed in the ambulances. “You used to be 
so busy. What is the matter with you ?” 

“ No,” she shuddered. “ That privilege is 
not for me. My fingers would bring no bless- 
ing.” 

One day she paused at the half-open door of 
St. Roch. A dim, dusty interior, with golden 
bars of light across it, and everywhere groups 
of kneeling women, some sobbing with heads 
nearly touching the pavement., some with tear- 
stained faces, all absorbed, all intent on sur¬ 
rounding their heroes with a golden cloud of 
prayer. 

She stepped within the door and stood there 
watching. She too bore one on her heart, as 
dear as any whose name was whispered there, 
but she had no right to pray for him. 

Soon after New Year’s the bombardment 
began. At first it was languid, and people col¬ 
lected where the shells fell, and had to be 
warned off. Children chased the fragments. 
But after a few days the air shook with the 
thunder, and at night it was one incessant 
roar and flash. Emily went about, pale, eager, 
each shell screaming its way along her nerves. 

One evening she walked out with her father. 
They paused near a spy-glass, where people 
were watching the bombardment at a sou a 
look. “Here, we should not miss this,” said 
Gen. Roberts, who was very msthetic in his 
sympathies. 

Soon there was an outcry that a lady had 
fainted—“ayoung American.” 

“Ah, the poor, tender heart,” said one wo¬ 
man, while another, gaunt with hunger, grimly 
helped Emily’s father to carry her to the para¬ 
pet of the bridge. 

“Ah! how dare I faint?” exclaimed she, as 
she came to herself. “ What presumption in 
me? How dare I feel anything ?” 

“Emily—what do you mean, in the name of 
common sense ?” said her father. 

“It’s that girl of Roberts’,” said an Ameri¬ 
can in the crowd to his companion. “ She’s 
crazed about something. He was foolish to 
keep her here—and yet what a bright, strong 
little thing she was, three months ago!” 

Gen. Roberts made his way through the 
crowd of people who cumbered the street with 
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their household goods, as they fled from the 
left bank of the river, Emily continuing to 
murmur, 44 How dare I? It was not for me?” 

The next morning Miss Gilman came in to 
sec her. 44 1 have something to tell you,” said 
she. “Your father asked me to marry him, 
yesterday ” 

Emily started, “Do you love my father, Miss 
Gilman ?” she asked, after a moment. 

It was Miss Gilman's turn to color. Really, 
she had never thought of that. 

“If you do,” continued Emily, “letnothing, 
nothing under Heaven stand between you and 
him. If you do not, and even think of marry¬ 
ing him, you are a very wicked woman. No, 
no, you need not get angry. I mean nothing 
that ought to anger any one; but love and mar¬ 
riage are solemn things to me.” 

44 At ray ago,” commenced Miss Gilman, and 
then she stopped, ashamed of the commonplace 
on her lips. She knew it false. “Emily,” 
she began again, 44 1 respect your father, I 
like him-” 

“Oh ! it is a manage de conversance , then. I 
know nothing about them. May I ask why you 
consult mo ?” 

“Because,” answered Miss Gilman, “I will 
never enter any family without the consent of 
its members.” 

“Oh ! you’ve got as far as that? Well, it’s 
all settled, then. Don’t let us talk any more 
about it.” 

“ But we must talk about it^for one of the 
things spoken of between your father and me 
was (if I should consent to this arrangement,) 
my trying to get you to let go of these dreams, 
for they are draining your life.” 

‘Dreams, do you call them?” said Emily, 
sadly. 

“Yes, dreams; for your mind has—how 
shall I express it?—manipulated the facts till 
they are not the same. Your own love, you 
say yourself, is more vehement and deeper. 
If, now, you met M. Labordiere, would you find 
him the being your morbid regrets paint him ? 
Would his affection for you equal the feeling 
you have nursed yours into?” 

Here Miss Gilman touched a fear that had 
often come to Emily. “Oh,” she groaned, 
“you take from me everything, even what it 
comforts me to think about.” 

44 My dear child, are these visions what you 
are to live upon ? I have seen dreams far 
more baseless than yours steal the elasticity 
and the pith from a young life. If I take your 
mother's place, Emily-” 

Their conversation was interrupted. A few 


hours after Emily was in the street, when an 
ambulance passed her bearing a wounded man. 
God of mercy! Yes, it was his face her gaze 
again rested on, ghastly, the eyes closed, seem¬ 
ingly unconscious. As fast as her shaking 
limbs could carry her, she followed the little 
crowd, and saw the litter disappear into the 
Hotel du Louvre, now become a hospital. 

She hastened to the sister in charge. 44 1 
must go in! I must see him—I mean the Garde 
Mobile who has just been brought in; will you 
allow me to see him ?” N 

“You are his sister?” 

“No.” 

“His fiancee^ then;” said the nun, putting 
out her hand to lay it on Emily’s arm, aud 
then quickly withdrawing it, as if to sympa¬ 
thize with such feelings were a sin in her. 

44 No,” said Emily, onco more. 

44 In that case, mademoiselle, it is impossi¬ 
ble.” 

Emily looked down and writhed in perplex¬ 
ity and grief. 44 It is a long story, I cannot 
tell you, but I must see him.” 

“xVon, mademoiselle,” repeated the sister. 

Emily then bethought herself that few Eu¬ 
ropean doors move not to a golden key. She 
pressed some Napoleons into the sister’s hand. 
“You need much here for your patients, sis¬ 
ter. See, you will let me iu.” 

But she was waved back. “ It is impos¬ 
sible, mademoiselle.*. None can go in but regu¬ 
lar nurses.” 

“I will be a nurse, then. I must take care 
of him.” 

“No, our corps of nurses is full, and all are 
sisters. That also is impossible.” 

“Nothing is impossible,” burst out TIraily. 
“I tell you, you shall not keep me from him. 
Oh! where shall I go ? Who must 1 ask? 
Tell me where I shall apply for a permit, or 
order, or whatever it is ?” 

“ It will be vain, mademoiselle, I assure you ; 
but-” and the nun shrugged her shoulders. 

Emily flew to the bureau designated. 

44 His sister ?” asked the official. 

“ No,” admitted Emily, “but-” 

44 Any relative?” 

“No, but a friend dearer than any. Mon¬ 
sieur, for God’s sake!” 

“It cannot be,” was the inexorable answer. 

She hurried back to the sister. “Oh, while 
I am here, he may be dying. He may die and 
I not see him.” 

“lean set your heart at rest about that,” 
returned the sister, and ringing a hand-bell, 
she gave an order, and soon obtained the in- 
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formation that Victor Labordiere was doing 
well at present, though sorely wounded. 

Emily drove honu as fast as possible. 44 Miss 
Gilmau,” she exclaimed, bursting into that 
lady’s room, 44 if you are to be my mother, now 
is the time for you to do a mother’s part by 
me;” and she told her of her fruitless efforts at 
the ambulance. 44 They all stare at me so—a 
young girl coming on such an errand—it is so 
opposed to French customs, you know. I don’t 
care for that, but they won’t let me in. If 

you, an older person, were with me, perhaps- 

Oh, come! come! Beg them! promise them 
anything!” 

44 My dear, my dear, this unrestrained pas¬ 
sion, these ungoverned impulses!” 

“Ungoverned impulses! Yes, that is what 
some one said to mo before—who was it? Oh ! 

I remember now, his mother. Miss Gilman, I 
ain asking you for my life. Do this for me, 
and you will do more than ray own mother, 
you will open to me a life that will redeem my 
past one, that will keep me from cursing it.” 

44 Emily, Emily! stop! listen! I will do all 
I can. But you must wait till morning. It is 
too late now. And in the meantime you must 
be quiet and sleep, or you will be fit for no¬ 
thing. In the morning I will go with you.” 

44 And all night!” said Emily, in a hollow 
voice. Her eyes looked so wild, her breath 
came in such gasps, as she knelt before Miss 
Gilman, her arms resting on her lap, that the 
latter feared an outburst of hysterical passion; 
but, to her surprise, a sudden calm fell over the 
face, a sort of resolved dignity, and rising, 
Emily said, 44 1 have waited so many nights, 
that I can go through one night more.” 

Just then the roar of a bursting shell shook 
the windows, “Hark!” said Emily, “one of! 
these may settle all difficulties before morning.” j 

44 We are not in their range,” said Miss Gil- ; 
man, 44 and neither is the Louvre.” 

“Perhaps it would be better if we wore,” 
•aid Emily. 

Gen. Roberts tapped at the door and entered. 
“Ah, my daughter, you here? 1 am glad of 
that. Well, are you not going to congratulate 
me ?” and he rubbed his hands and smiled 
consciously. 

Emily gazed at him with her fixed, mourn¬ 
ful gaze. He looked very spruce, he had been 
dyeing his hair a little, this middle-aged lover. 
What a heaven-wide distance between him and 
his daughter! She had mounted up out of 
his world, and stood, yet quivering and quail¬ 
ing, on heights whose rough, searching winds 
were transforming her daily. 


44 Well, have you nothing to say to me ?” he 
repeated. 

44 Old people like us don’t want congratula¬ 
tions,” said Miss Gilman, advancing. 44 Emily 
has come to me, to-day, as she would to her 
own mother, and that is enough.” 

44 Enough! certainly it is,” said Gen. Ro¬ 
berts, kindly, stooping to kiss his daughter, 
who raised her lips to meet his. 

In the morning, Emily said to Miss Gilman, 

44 1 shall first inquire if M. Labordiere has 
sent for his mother, if not, I shall go after 
her.” 

No, it appeared that no one had come or 
been summoned to No. 14, and turning the 
horse’s head they drove to Rue Francois. 
They were shown into a fireless room, and just 
as Madame Labordiere, wrapped in a large 
mantle and furs, appeared at one door, Ma- 
nette, an old servant, came in at another, not 
noticing the visitors. 

44 Voila ,” she said, throwing down a 6mall 
piece of horse-meat and some black bread, on 
an elegant inlaid table, amid the thousand 
costly trifles that filled the etagrrls and spar¬ 
kled in the mirrors. 44 Voila! behold! all I 
could get, and I have stood since before day¬ 
light—five hours—at the butcher’s ! But I am 
am cold—cold !” and she held up her fingers, 
bleeding from the frost. 

44 Mademoiselle,” said Madame Labordiere, 
after Emily had told her errand, concluding 
with, “Yon will have him home, I suppose, 
and, perhaps, you will let me help you nurse 
him.” 

44 Mademoiselle,” motioning toward the ta¬ 
ble which Manette had cleared, “you have 
seen, you have heard ! I could net take care 
of him—oh, mon Dieu /” and Madame Labordi¬ 
ere covered her face with her hands as a shell 
passed over the house and burst, seemingly 
very near. The three women cowered and 
listened to the explosion, and the quick cry of 
44 fire” that followed. The sky was clear, and 
fiercely, pitilessly cold, the quarter very si¬ 
lent ; and each felt in her own soul the horror 
and despair of the shattered home, which an 
instant had laid in ruins. 

Victor had to stay in the hospital, and when 
Emily went there with his mother that day, 
he wa 9 delirious, and only the latter could be 
admitted to him. So it was day after day and 
week after week. She never saw him. 

One day she came to Miss Gilman with a 
gleam of pleasure on her countenance. 44 Will 
you get my father’s consent, or, rather will you 
tell him, I am going to take Miss Stevens' mu* 
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sic-soholars? She is ill, and obliged to give 
them up—and I want some money to buy 
things.” 

“ Why, I would give it to her,” said Gen. 
Roberts, when he heard. 

“ No, no, let her be,” replied Miss Gilman. 
“ She does not wish to take your money. She 
wants to work for him herself.” 

“I don’t know the girl, she has changed in 
a night,” cogitated Gen. Roberts, on his daily 
morning walk to the Mairie , to look at the bul¬ 
letin of the wounded by shells. It was strange 
how quickly these things were adopted into 
the daily life of spectators. 

Miss Stevens had had a large and wealthy 
connection ; and day by day the lessons went 
on, often amid the thunder of the explosions, 
and the clatter of the glass and china in the 
houses; and day by day came the little basket 
of delicacies, for the young, languishing suf¬ 
ferer. As often as Emfcy passed near the 
Louvre, she would steal in, and stand perhaps 
in the passage, close to the opening door of 
the ward, perhaps in the waiting-room, look¬ 
ing at the sister in charge, with large, melan¬ 
choly eyes. “If you only would let me carry 
in a bucket of water!” she sometimes said. 
“If you would only let me scrub the floor!” 

But she was no longer vehement and des¬ 
perate. There was a strength of patience and 
sweetness about her, utterly unknown to her 
character in any former time. She worked 
very hard. Her nerves had been strung up 
to such tension that she almost cried out with 
the pain sometimes. 

The last forty-eight hours of the bombard¬ 
ment were one incessant, appalling flash and 
roar, peopling the air with horror and tumult. 
In the very center of Paris the window-glass 
was clattering, and all movable objects in 
the houses keeping up a continual dance. 
When it ceased, some people were deaf, all 
were numb. A few days afterward, Victor 
Labordiere crept to his home. He had lost 
an arm, he was lame, a ball was yet in his 
lungs, and his health was completely shattered 
for life. 

When Emily Roberts knelt by his couch and 
looked in his face at last, he understood all. 
There was no need of words. He pressed her 
pale, thin fingers to his heart, and then turned 
her spiritualized face to the light, “ I thought 
I could teach you, darling,” he murmured, 
“but you have found another teacher.” 

“Emily, Emily, it cannot be!” exclaimed 
Gen. Roberts, the next morning, when his 
daughter urged something upon him. “You 


don’t realize what you say. Why, you might 
have married any one, almost—might yet,' for 
that matter. We shall be off from here in a 
day or two. I am going down to-morrow to 
see Washburne about a pass.” 

“ Father,” she replied, “you will see M. La¬ 
bordiere, and do as I say.” 

“No, no, I’ll take you down to Mentone, or 
San Remo—somewhere on the Riviera—and 
you’ll grow stronger, and get over all this.” 

“ You may go if you wish, father,” answered 
she, “ but as for me, 1 stay here.” 

“ Are you crazy, Emily ? Don’t you see La¬ 
bordiere is a perfect wreck ?” 

“Father, don’t you see there is but one 
thing left for me to do ?” persisted Emily, with 
steadfast sweetness. “Goto Madame Labor¬ 
diere, and say to her what I have told you.” 

Gen. Roberts went doggedly and sternly. 
But Victor would none of the sacrifice. “I—I 
am not worthy of such devotion ! ” he exclaimed. 
“And I love her too well to permit it. What! 
link her to this poor, hacked body. I were a 
brute to think of it!” 

“But, Victor,” said Emily, when she was 
permitted to plead for herself, “ there is no¬ 
thing else left for me in life; don’t you see 
that, even you ?” 

“ I do not. I hope there will be much. But, 
at all event-s, this must not be. I am not wor¬ 
thy. I, who know it, say it humbly. Mon en¬ 
fant, I talked to you of an heroic life—you have 
got far beyond me now. I can see that at 
least.” 

They were much together. Victor found 
great pleasure and support in Emily’s strength, 
her round, firm cheeks, her strong tread; she 
was pale and worn, Compared to what she used 
to be, but to him it was buoyancy and fresh¬ 
ness. “ You make me very happy, my darling!” 
he often murmured; and Emily would forget 
all the past, and laugh with joy. “You make 
me very happy, darling!” was the tune to 
which all her endeavors were set. She per¬ 
sistently held off at arm’s length from her 
thoughts, from her heart, all idea of what 
might be coming. Looking up to him as a su¬ 
perior being, she would humbly try to gain 
some instruction, remembering her past frivo¬ 
lous years. But Victor had no theories, hardly 
any principles to be reduced to practice. With 
him it had always been “This I must do !” or 
about other thin'gs, the old utterance Emily bad 
heard months ago, “That I cannot do!” He 
was single-hearted as a western hunter. The 
end came suddenly. A sharp attack of pneu¬ 
monia ended Victor Labordiere’s career. 
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Last April two or three American girls were 
seated among the myrtles, on the hill above 
San Remo, and one was saying, “ I t hink Emily 
Roberts’ visit to Paris has been rather a fail¬ 
ure, judging from her looks and manner, don’t 
you? There’s something strange. She went 
with high hopes, and she had good introduc¬ 
tions ; and her father’s affairs threw her into 
French society, and she was pretty, and styl¬ 
ish, and all that. I don’t understand it. She 
hasn’t succeeded.” 

What is success? 

Lower down, in a shaded nook, sat Emily 
Roberts herself, looking far out over the blue 
waves, trying, unconsciously, to know herself. 
She had tried to put a spoke in the wheel of 
fate. The wheels had ground on remorselessly, 
but they had thrown out for her strong, fine 
wheat, to nurture her to Arm, clean, sensitive 
life. She will be happy, I think—she will learn 
to be happy. The other lessons she has learned 
arc like all God’s lessons, not to be traced with i 


I pen, nor graven in stone, but writ, indelibly, on 
| fleshly tables of the heart. 

| How quiet it was here? What a contrast to 
the hissing, deadly roar she had lived in for 
months. Was this drifting away from Paris? 
Sho looked round for something Parisian to 
grasp, and singled out a little turquoise cross— 
a fanciful thing in filagree, from the Palais 
Royal; peculiarly Parisian she would have 
said once, now that was to her a synonym for 
devotion and patience, equal to those of a six¬ 
teenth century Hollander, cutting the dykes. 
Ever after, when Emily Roberts fingers that 
blue cross, will she remember that April 
afternoon at San Remo, and the echo in her 
ears of Victor Labordiere’s, “ That I cannot 
do!” 

“ Talk not of wasted affection ! affection never wasted. 

If it enrich not the heart of another, its waters returning 
Bark to their springs, like the min, shall fill them full of 

refreshment; 

That which the fountain sends forth returns again to the 
fountain.” 


TWO YEARS AGO. 

BY 31 ARY W. MICKLES. 


The skies are gray, and bleak, and chill, 
As on that night, two years ago, 

We stood upon this bridge And watched 
The swollen river's sullen flow; 

Brown billows of the fallen leaves. 

Tossed by the keen Novembor blast, 
Swept by like wraiths of Summer's bloom, 
Low moaning o'er their vanished past. 

Bad was your voico'as that sad hour; 

But, ah! your words were sadder yet; 

A shipwrecked life, whoso hateful bonds 
Break only when death stills regret. 


A shipwrecked life, an early death! 

Thy fete, as then foretold by thee. 

Two years have served to prove, and brought 
Fulfillment of thy prophecy. 

Thy hands, so strong and warm that night, 
O'or frozen heart lie pulseless now; 

Death’s dreamless slumber soaIs the eyes— 
Death’s solemn calm is on the brow. 

And still the river sobs as then; 

The brown leaves flutter through the air; 
But I am standing here, alone— 

Alone in darkness and despair. 


A LEAVE-TAKING. 


BY JOSEPH MALCOLM CAKNE8. 


A year ago we met as friends, 

Our friendship then was fresh and new ; 

But it was pure as light, which lends 
Its radiance to the morning dew. 

Our hearts glowed with a sacred flame, 

A flame which time should ne'er subdue; 

Oh! it should burn on still the same, 
Forever warm, forever true! 

All! we were gay together then. 

For gladness dwelt in all thy heart; 

And we were Bad together when 
Deep sorrow pierced thee with his dart. 


But now those varied lights and shades 
No more thoir wonted round pursue; 
Our friendship from thy memory fades— 
Thy heart, &1as ! is no more truo! 

Yet I’ll not ask thee to recall 
The henrt’s-ease and the violets blue; 
For they have drooped and withered all, 
And faded is their heavenly hue. 

But one lone thought survive them yet; 

I’U speak it with my last adieu: 

Oh ! let thy changed heart ne'er forget. 
My heart was always warm aud true. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Mrs. Carter's party became the grand sen¬ 
sation of a week. Fashionable circles were 
profoundly agitated, by tho great social ques¬ 
tion it evolved. The word “shoddy” became 
inelegantly common in ladies’ conversation. 
Fastidiously exclusive people, whoso fathers 
had raised cabbages, sold milk, and fattened 
pigs on land that time, rather than ability, had 
paved inches deep with gold, smiled signifi¬ 
cantly, or answered with delicate reserve, 
when asked if they would be at the Carters’. 
In fact, superfine jests and aristocratic sneers 
were the order of the day, until Miss Spicer 
made a round of calls through all the windings 
and ramifications of uppertendom, when a mar¬ 
velous change was produced. 

“Of course,” tho young lady said, “Mrs. 
Lambert was going, and openly expressed her¬ 
self as highly pleased with the invitation. Why 
not? Mrs. Carter was enormously wealthy. 
Shoddy, indeed! What of that; after a 
great, civil war, society, like States, must be 
reconstructed.” Mrs. Lambert and herself had 
settled on that, and nothing could move them; 
tho thing must be done in the most liberal 
manner. The arirtocracy of wealth had no 
right to exclude a lady like Mrs. Carter; as 
for the smaller and more exalted circle of 
genius, the lady’s brother, Mr. Ross, stood high 
among the highest there—so the family had a 
double claim to consideration. At any rate 
Mrs. Lambert had accepted, and ordered ono 
of the loveliest dresses for the occasion. In 
fact—though it was not a thing to talk about 
—some of her diamonds were being reset at 
Bell and Beach’s. In years Miss Spicer had 
not seen Mrs. Lambert enter into the spirit of 
a grand toilet with such zest. She was anx¬ 
ious as a girl of sixteen about it. When a royal 
prince was hero she had not cared half so 
much ; but then Mrs. Lambert always did adore 
genius; and Mrs. Carter’s brother was some¬ 
thing really distinguished in that line—painted 
Kke an angel, and in conversation was per¬ 
fectly splendid. 

140 


It was wonderful how much effect these re¬ 
peated conversations of Miss Spicer had upon 
tho great social mind of the metropolis. The 
diverging current turned at once in favor of 
the Carters. Those who had openly called the 
lady vulgar, now found her remarkably styl¬ 
ish—not handsome, but queenly and imposing; 
so generous, too. If she was a little showy 
and all that, it was because a rich, natural 
tasto was likely to develop itself gorgeously 
when plenty of money was at hand. Her party 
would be something perfectly magnificent. 
Her orders for flowers had exhausted every 
green-house for miles around, and the supper 
would be marvelous. It was said that an ar¬ 
tiste had Come out from Paris to preside over 
its preparation. 

All this came from Miss Spicer, who entered 
into tho subject with spirit and imagination 
enough to have given sensatiou for a first-class 
novel. So Mrs. Lambert, sitting still in her 
shaded boudoir, regulated society as she had 
done for years without apparent effort; in 
fact, caring very little about it, except on this 
especial occasion, when she felt a nervous sa¬ 
tisfaction in being the silent and unknown fairy 
who turned tho whole fashionable world into 
Mrs. Carter’s saloons. 

The night came at last, and Mrs. Laurence’s 
humble parlor was not the only one in which 
anxious and beautiful women were adorning 
themselves before their mirrors, though it was 
doubtful if one so small as that hanging be¬ 
tween those parlor windows was consulted dur¬ 
ing the evening ; or if the loftiest and broadest 
gave back a figure of more perfect loveliness. 

Mrs. Lambert stood in her dressing-room, 
radiant with jewels, pallid with nervous ex¬ 
citement. She was still a beautiful woman; 
her mirror reflected that and more, it revealed 
the faint shiver of her hands, the anxious fire 
in her eyes, the swell and contraction of her 
white throat, under its diamond necklace 
Ellen, her maid, had never seen her so 
strangely restless before ; she turned her eyes 
imploringly on the girl, and besought her to 
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Bay honestly if she looked so old as seven-and- 
thirty. The maid clasped her hands. 

“ Indeed, indeed, Mrs. Lambert, you do not 
look it by ten years.*’ 

The proud woman smiled, and touched the 
girl’s shoulder, caressingly, for the first time 
in her life. 

“Look again, Ellen; can yCu see no lines 
on my forehead, no contraction here at my 
throat ?” 

“ Nothing of the kind ; if they were there, I 
should, the diamonds light them up so.” 

“ And my hair. Ah ! Ellen, I see threads of 
white.” 

“That is because you are looking for them ; 
besides, your hair is so glossy and black, the 
least thing shows. A dust of powder, now?” 

“No, no, no! Ho detests- You ought to 

remember that I detest powder. Take the jewels 
of my liair out, they kindle up every defect. 
My dress, too, it looks presumptuously youth¬ 
ful.” 

“Youthful, why not? There will be no 
young lady at the party half so beautiful. Be¬ 
sides, this shade of mauve is neither old or 
young, so delicate and rich ; just a glimpse of 
blue, with a faint blush of roses breaking out, 
as the dress-maker said, when it camo home, 
‘something for point lace flounces to tell upon,* 
says she, * satin thick as a board, sweeping so 
majestic, with the lace floating over like—like 
mist.* That was what she said, but then, of 
course, you know best, ma’am—nobody ever 
had so much taste.” 

Mrs. Lambert was not listening, but un¬ 
clasped her bracelets, and took off her neck¬ 
lace with an air of disgust. 

“One would think I intended to dazzle some 
one,’’she muttered, “as if such things could do 
it.” j 

“Oh, madam ! you are spoiling everything.” i 

Mrs. Lambert looked at herself drearily in 
the glass, her dress had lost its brilliancy—she 
seemed growing dder. \ 

“ Put them on, again,” she said, holding out 
her white arras, as if the glittering jewelry 
held by her maid were manacles of iron. 
“Nothing seems to become me, to-night.” 

“Indeed, madam, I never saw you look so 
lovely; no girl ever had an air like that.” 

This professional flattery was received by 
the lady with a quick feeling of interest. She 
longed to believe the girl; longed to think that 
much of the freshness and dew of her youth 
remained. 

“Ellen,” she said, with an appeal for truth 
in her words, and a piteous shrinking from it 


in her eyes, “no one will look on me with yonr 
partial eyes; suppose you had not seen me 
since I was—well, since I was married to Mr. 
Lambert, you remember that, just a chasm of 
so many years to leap over, would you find me 
so little changed then ?” 

“Indeed, ma’am, and I would!” 

The girl spoke honestly; flattery had become 
second nature to her, and she believed every 
word of it. 

Mrs. Lambert drew a soft, deep breath; she 
had lost faith in her own judgment, and it was 
pleasant to have her doubts swept away, even 
by the speech of a menial. She drew on her 
gloves, and took up her fan, with a bouquet of 
tea-roses that old Stearns had sent up. 

“ Madam, are you ready ?’* 

“Yes, Ivan.” 

The young man stepped into the room with 
an exclamation of surprise at his Btep-mother’s 
beauty. The admiration was genuine; Mrs. 
Lambert’s eyes kindled under it, aqd a warm 
blush swept across her face. 

“It is because you love me, Ivan.” 

“No, it is because I cannot help thinking 
you the loveliest woman in society. I never 
saw but one-” 

The young man broka off, blushing more 
vividly than his mother had done. 

“Well, that one, Ivan?” said the lady, with 
shadows gathering upon her face. “Surely, 
you cannot mean-” 

“ But I do mother; to me there is one other 
—but we will not speak of her. The carriage 
is waiting.” 

Mrs. Lambert allowed Ellen to wrap her in 
a soft, white opera cloak, and bent her head 
for a cloud of zephyr worsted, that fell light as 
snow upon it. At another time, she might have 
felt angry with Ivan for his mention of a girl 
she repudiated. But now she was self-occu¬ 
pied, and scarcely heeded it; so, wrapping the 
snow-white mantle around her, she descended 
to the carriage, with a feeling of anxiety which 
had not possessed her for years. 

An hour before Mrs. Lambert commenced • 
her toilet, Mrs. Carter entered her own private 
sitting-room in full dress, ready for her duties 
as a hostess. Her brother had sent up word 
that he wished to speak with her before the 
guests began to announce, and she was wait¬ 
ing for him with some impatience, for the grand 
epoch was drawing nigh, and she was rather 
anxious about the state of affairs below. She 
was fanning herself with vigor, wondering in 
her heart what Ross could have to say, when 
the artist came in. 
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Then nil the good woman's impatience van¬ 
ished, and she came forward to meet him with 
her usual genial warmth. 

‘‘Now, what is it you want to say, Ross? 
Of course, whatever it is, I am ready to doit; 
but we must talk fast, or there’s no knowing 
what will go on down stairs.” 

“ Let the people take care of that, sister, they 
will know what is proper,” said Ross, smiling 
kindly upon the good woman, who laughed in 
return. 

“ You see I did not wear them after all; just 
a little cluster here, to gather in the black lace 
—that don’t amount to anything, you know.” 

Here Mrs. Carter glanced down at her silver- 
grey satin and soft black lace with something 
like a sigh. It was not at all the toilet she 
had decided on, but Ross, with suggestive in¬ 
sinuations, had toned down the superb conglo¬ 
meration of lace, satin and jewels, into this 
rich, matronly dress, which really made Mrs. 
Carter look almost aristocratic. 

“Nothing could be more becoming,” said 
Ross, in reply to her half-reproachful glance, 
“ I am so pleased that you preferred to wear 
the lace I brought you. As for the brooch, it is 
just enough.” 

“Well, dear, if you think so; Carter rather 
wanted me to flare out a little more, but, of 
course, you know best. Now, what is it you 
want to talk about ? Sit down here, and let 
us tako it comfortable.” 

Ross seated himself upon the couch on 
which Mrs. Carter was sweeping back her gar¬ 
ments to make room for him. 

“ Sister,” he said, with a faint quiver in his 
voice, “I have been thinking that you and I 
would be much happier in this great house, if 
we had some young person to enliven it.” 

Mrs. Carter drew back in her seat, and lifted 
both hands. 

“ Herman Ross, does this mean that you want 
to marry a young wife?” 

Ross smiled and shook his head. 

“ No, sister, I have no thought of marrying 
any one; but I do think of adopting a girl, and 
want you to help me.” 

“Adopting a girl? Why, Ross, that is just 
what I have been thinking of myself—a pretty, 
little, curly-headed child, like one that's in her 
grave. Of course, I’ll help you ; more than that-, 
I’ll do it for you—she shall be mine and Car¬ 
ter’s heiress.” 

“ I was thinking of one who shall be my 
heiress,” said Ross, gently. “ I cannot give her 
millions, bat there will be enough for us both.” 

“Thinking of one—why, who can it be, 


Ross? I had no idea that you had taken a 
fancy to any child.” 

“ Nor have I, this is a young lady.” 

“You? You, Ross? A young lady?” 

“Yes, I will adopt her; all that 1 have, or 
may have, shall, in the end, be hers. What I 
want of you, sister, is motherly protection for 
the girl. You will not refuse her a home?” 

“Refuse her! When did I refuse you any¬ 
thing? But a girl—a young lady—I don’t un¬ 
derstand. Is it any one I know?” 

“You have seen her. You remember the 
young lady who helped select your shawl?” 

“That splendid creature! You adopt her? 

“ Yes, I will adopt her; in fact, you must do 
it in my name.” 

“And she is to live here?” 

“That is what I desire.” 

“ As my daughter?” 

“ Would you be ashamed of her?” 

“Ashamed? Why you and I can make her 
like a princess. She can go out with me inthe 
carriage, write my letters, make calls. She 
shall have a maid of her own—shopping mo¬ 
ney without end.” 

“ There, there, sister, your heart is running 
away with you. We must be kind to the girl 
without spoiling her. She is a sweet, modest 
young creature, rich in feeling, and bright as a 
flower. Let us keep her so.” 

“Of course—of course! Carter will be de¬ 
lighted. He does so like a pretty face, and 
her’s is lovely.” 

“ But he may not consent ?” 

“ He ? Of course he will! All she's got to 
do with Carter is to have his slippers ready, 
and read the newspapers for him, now and 
then; for, between you and me, Carter is not 
much of a reader, on his own hook. Oh, he's 
sure to like it!” 

Ross leaned forward and kissed the flushed 
cheeks, which had become rosier and rosier, 
with the warmth of a generous nature. 

“Then we will consider it settled,” he said. 
“I mentioned it just now, because this even¬ 
ing will be an excellent time for introducing 
her as a friend of the family. That was a part 
of my idea, when I asked you to invite her.” 

“This evening? Well, why not, she can 
help me receive. It will be splendid. I only 
hope she will be dressed properly—that is, like 
the heiress we intend her to be.” 

“ We need not doubt that—now I will go for 
her.” 

“And I’ll just step down and have a talk 
with Carter about it.” 

Ross and bis sister parted here; she went 
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into her husband’s room, and found him in the 
agony of putting on a new dress-coat, rather 
too small, and which fitted him like a straight- 
jacket. 

“ Mrs. Carter—Mrs. Carter, just come and 
give this skirt a pull, won’t you? I feel as if 
corked up in a junk-bottle. Confound All your 
parties, and everything else that takes a fellow 
oat of his frock-coat!” 

“Why, Carter, dear, it’s a lovely fit. Of 
course, you must expect to be tightened up a 
little, at such a time. Only look at me, would 
you ever have believed my waist could have 
been brought down to that, yet I don’t com¬ 
plain. There are things, Carter, for which we 
must suffer.” 

Carter wiped his red face with a towel, there 
being nothing else convenient, at which his 
wife cried out, “Why, Carter!” and ran to a 
drawer, from which she brought a handker¬ 
chief of the finest linen, with an embroidered 
monogram in thecorner, over which Bhe dashed 
a liberal quantity of perfume from a scent- 
bottle, which she shook as if it had been a 
pepper-box. Then she brought out a point lace 
barb, parted over a white, silk cravat, which 
she tied around his stout, red neck, leaving a 
kiss on his cheek when it was arranged to suit 
her. 

All this had its effect. In spite of his coat, 
Carter softened and became amiable. His hair 
had been nicely curle£ at the ends, a thing he 
had submitted to for the first time in his life, 
but, on the whole* rather liked. The diamond 
studs in his bosom glittered like fire-flies, and 
his watch-chain coiled down his white vest like 
a golden serpent hiding its head in his pocket. 

“Now, my dear,” said Mrs. Carter, “just 
stand back and let me look at you.” 

“Well, Mrs. Carter, what have you got to 
say about it?” 

Here Mr. Carter put a thumb into each arm¬ 
hole of ihis white vest, and posed himself su¬ 
perbly. 

Mrs. Carter took a general observation, drew 
nearer, smoothed the sleeves of his coat with 
her plump hand, and observed that better¬ 
looking men might be found in the great city 
of New York, but she had never set eyes on 
them. At which Carter, being a little doubt¬ 
ful of himself, blushed rosily, and attempted a 
dancing step, which proved an ignominious 
failure, his boots being as tight as his coat. 

“ My dear,” said Mrs. Carter, busying her 
hands with the neck-tye again. “ Do you know 
I’ve been thinking of a pleasant surprise for 
you—a very pleasant surprise?” 


“ Indeed, Mrs. Carter, you have given me 
one in this party, which I shan’t get over in 
six months. What is it to be this time ?” 

“ A daughter—a full-grown, lovely daughter. 
What do yon think of that?*’ 

“ A full-grown, lovely daughter, Mrs. Car¬ 
ter? Well, I think you are in want of a 
straight-jacket more than I am, and, after the 
party, this coat shall be made over to you.” 

“But I am in earnest, husband !” 

“So am I, wife, so much in earnest that I 
shouldn’t mind giving up the coat, now.” 

“We have often talked of adopting a little 
girl since you know when.” 

A flush came around Carter’s eyes—he 
turned away from his wife. 

“ It would be a trouble to bring one up, you 
know, dear. Now supposing that done, and a 
girl came naturally into the family, about the 
age she might have been, wouldn’t you rather 
like it ?” 

“ I havn’t thought about it, wife, have you ?” 

“Yes, Carter, and you’ll see this girl, to¬ 
night. I’ve given you the idea, when you’ve 
seen her, just say if she won’t be like a sun¬ 
beam in the house?” 

“Like a what?” Exclaimed Mr. Carter. 

Mrs. Carter blushed and fanned herself ner¬ 
vously. 

“It isn’t my idea, Carter; I found it in a 
magazine story, and remembered it because it 
was so original.” 

“Let that go. If the girl was like a sun¬ 
beam, she’d never get into our house, for fear 
of spoiling the carpets. You’d be the first to 
shut her out, old woman !” 

“Old woman! I don’t liko that, Carter. 
Look at me with your own eyes, from head to 
foot, and say if you are not ashamed of your¬ 
self?” 

“Look at you? Well, I’m a doing it; but 
what on earth have you done with all them 
things from Ball & Black’s; so far I haven't 
seen nothing but the bills. I thought you 
wanted to cut a shine with them, to-night!” 

“Well, so I did, but Ross thought I’d better 
not. You know, Carter, that beauty unadorned 
looks better than overloading.” 

“Oh!” said Carter, “at the magazines 
again.” 

“Ross thinks so, at any rate, so I made my¬ 
self simple, but elegant. Don’t you think so?” 

“Well, I don’t know about that, Rebecca, 
but you’re an all-fired good-looking woman, 
any how !” 

“ Oh, Mr. Carter! all-fired, and just as peo¬ 
ple are coming.” 


Digitized by 


Google 



144 


THE REIGNING BELLE. 


“But it’s only between ourselves, Beccy.” 

“But you might-” 

“No, I mightn’t. What is it, Jacob?” 

“Mr. Boss has come, sir, with the young 
lady, and wants to know if he shall bring her 
up.” 

“ Yes,” answered Carter, after a moment’s 
hesitation, during which he was fitting on a 
cream-colored glove, with all hismight. “Take 
her into Mrs. Carter’s bouder. We’ll be there 
in no time.” 

Jacob went out, and his master tugged away 
at the second glove, which refused to meet at 
the wrist. 

“ Mrs. Carter, will you give a little attention ? 
This confounded button.” 

“Yes, my dear, I know what it is, having 
suffered. There.” 

The glove was closed so tightly that Carter’s 
wrist began to swell above it, but the spirit of 
martyrdom was upon him, and he marched out 
of his room without a word of complaint, re¬ 
solved to perform his social duties to the ut¬ 
termost. . 

Eva Laurence was standing near the win¬ 
dow of that sumptuous little room. Her eyes 
had just fallen on Ruthy’s pictures, framed in 
an exquisite network of gold, and the pleasant 
surprise brightened her face with a smile that 
made Carter hold his breath. 

“This is the young lady,” said Mrs. Carter, 
going up to Eva with a cordial welcome in her 
face. “ Miss Laurence you have never seen 
my husband, but. he has come to make your 
acquaintance.” 

Eva turned and saw a rather stout and rudely- 
formed man coming toward her, with his hand 
extended. 

“ Delighted to see you, Miss—make yourself 
at home, and welcome.” Eva, grateful for the 
warmth of his greeting, laid her hand in his. 

“You are very kind,” she said, modestly; 
“ but Mr. Boss told me I could expect nothing 
that was not pleasant here.” 

“Mr. Ross shall promise nothing for us that 
we will not perform,” answered the host, 
blandly. 

“ My dear, that is a carriage—give me your 
arm. Boss, take care of Miss Eva. Dear me, 
there is a party going up to the dressing-room. 
What if we met them!—oh, the back stairs. 
They are a little dark, but I’ll go first. Carter, 
take care of my train. Ah, this is something 
like!” 

No wonder gave voice to her admiration. 
While she was in her dressing-room, chande¬ 
liers and wax-lights enough to turn night into 


noonday, had been kindled down the vista of 
three splendid rooms, separated from each 
other only by rich, flowing draperies of silk 
and lace, varying and yet harmonious in their 
colors, as tints melt into each other on a sun¬ 
set cloud. In the far distance came the soft 
glow of milky amber, stealing through trans¬ 
parent under-draperies, and throwing a warm 
tinge over the delicate sea-green of the middle 
room. Here all the frescoes were delicate and 
subdued. Flowers seemed to have cast their 
shadows on the ceilings; the carpets were like 
snow, in which blossoms, in rich combinations, 
were sinking. There all was delicate, artistic 
and suggestive. Marble Floras, half the size 
of life, with their arms full of roses, held back 
the draperies which fell tent-like between the 
rooms. Adown the inner lace-folds, flowers 
were so arranged that they seemed floating in 
frosty air. At each window the same effect 
was produced. At one a crouching Venus half 
hid herself in the snow-fall of the curtains: at 
another, some dancing-girl peeped roguishly 
out, as if looking for a partner; a^l this re¬ 
vealed by rainbows of light trembling down 
from the cut-glass chandeliers, formed a pic¬ 
ture which fairly dazzled Eva Laurence, who 
stood in the crimson light of the back room, 
lost and wondering, herself, unconsciously, the 
most beautiful object present. 

Boss, whose genius had created all this, 
looked on her smiling. Never had his rare 
gifts wrought out greater happiness to himself. 
It was like leading this young girl into a para¬ 
dise of his own creation ; one, too, in which ho 
resolved that she should remain all her life, if 
it so pleased her. 

Mrs. Carter gave one glance at the rooms, 
another to make sure that they were still un¬ 
occupied, and flung her arms about Boss, kiss¬ 
ing him on both cheeks. 

“ Let them search, let them say what they 
please, they’ll find nothing like shodfly here,” 
she said, triumphantly. 

Mrs. Carter was right. Never was the union 
of wealth and genius more perfect in its work. 
The guests were taken by surprise. Those 
who came with covert, sneers, forgot criticism 
in admiration. Everything was splendid, 
everything complete. 

A legion of fairies could have devised 
nothing more perfect. Nor was the effect di¬ 
minished when the host and hostess took their 
places; both were observant, subdued and 
careful. Man^ of their guests were nearly 
as rich as themselves. The war, in its fearful 
levelization, had given them plenty of company. 
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If anything, Mrs. Carter was a little over 
zealous in her hospitality. She presented Eva 
Laurence sometimes more than ouce to the 
same guest. She was rather ostentatious of 
her brother, but people were prepared to like 
him, and forgave that. 

The crowd grew denser and more brilliant 
as the evening wore on; diamonds shamed the 
light from the chandeliers; the glow of rich 
colors became almost oppressive. The crowd 
scattered itself across the broad hall and into 
the rooms beyond. In one, there was dancing 
and such music as makes the blood leap and 
thrill in young veins; another closed in the 
supper-tables, where servauts were still at 
work like bees in a flower-garden. The hum 
of sweet voices, the chime of suppressed laugh¬ 
ter, the flash of some witty reply gave zest and 
piquancy to the scene. 

At first Eva was half frigh*ened. She felt 
like a bird fluttering in a gilded cage. The 
scene was unlike anything she had ever wit¬ 
nessed, and her own share in it seemed like a 
fraud. More than once she was presented to 
the very persons who had commanded her ser¬ 
vices at the warerooms. Some of the lace 
floating around those superb dresses had passed 
through her hands She felt keenly the look 
of surprise with which she wa9 occasionally 
regarded, and wished herself at home. 

“What can it mean?” “Is she a relative?” 
“How strange!” Eva heard these low-toned 
observations frequently ; her sensitive ear was 
keenly on the alert for them. She felt alone 
in that wilderness of people. 

Among the last of the guests was Mrs. Lam¬ 
bert, with Ivan and Miss Spicer. The lady 
had lost something of her usual graceful re¬ 
pose, and her eyes shone under the light of 
her clustering diamonds. Ross was speaking 
in a low voice to Eva when this lady came up 
to pay her respects to the hostess. An expres¬ 
sion of tender interest was on his face, and the 
girl answered it with a grateful smile. The 
woman’s heart stopped beating; a deadly faint¬ 
ness seized upon her for a moment: she went 
"blind; voices greeted her on all sides; she 
could not move through a throng like that 
without pausing every instant to receive the 
homage of her satellites. But this evening she 
passed on, hearing nothing, seeing nothing but 
those two faces. Still the habit of society was 
upon her. Her salutations had their usual 
grace, she spoke blandly to the hostess and the 
host* bent her head to Ross, and ignored Eva 
utterly. The girl blushed, and felt the pain 
0 f coming tears, for Ivan Lambert was 
Vol. LX.—10 


with his mother. Would be too repudiate 
her ? 

No, the young man bent before her as if she 
had been a princess, and would have spoken, 
but Mrs. Lambert, who leaued on his arm, 
turned abruptly away. She felt the shiver 
that ran through her frame, and saw the dia¬ 
monds on her bosom heave and fall, as if she 
panted for breath. Others noticed how pale 
she was, and detected the delicate shade of 
rouge, thrown into relief by that pallor—a 
thing they had never dreamed of before. 

Ivan led the lady to a sofa, around which 
her friends thronged, full of anxious inquiries, 
each concealing a compliment. 

“It was nothing,” the lady said, “her foot 
had slipped in getting out of the carriage, and 
gave her pain for a moment. That was 
all.” 

This really seemed to be true. The lady 
had a strong will and indomitable pride. The 
blood came back to her face fresh and vivid, 
her eyes grew bright as stars. She, who s«l- 
dom went beyond a smile, laughed now a low, 
sweet laugh, that penetrated the crowd with an 
under cadence that thrilled it. No young girl 
ever felt a power of jealousy like that. The 
maturity of a passion was there, breaking 
through all power of concealment. 

The crowd did not care to search for the 
cause of this brilliant animation, or some one 
there might have read that proud heart, in all 
its fire and pain, and she could not have helped 
it. As it was, her lips had never been so elo¬ 
quent, her features so gracefully impressive. 
The circle around her was lost in admiration. 
Miss Spicer seized upon young Lambert in her 
usual abrupt fashion. 

“Come!” she said, “ madame lias no need 
of us, she has become a fixed star, and l’rn 
tired to death of revolving. Mrs. Carter has 
got to introduce me to the great genius. Every¬ 
body says he is so charming, so distinguished 
and inaccessible—none of the girls can get a 
smile from him ; but I shall, you may bet high 
on that!” 

Ivan suffered himself to be dragged back to 
the great drawing-room : for he hoped now to 
speak with Eva; but just as he reached the 
place where she had been standing, Ross led 
her into the crowd. Miss Spicer saw her in¬ 
tended prey move off, and began to reproach 
Ivan. 

“There he goes! and that creature on his 
arm ! I wonder if he wants a shawl tried on. 
Such innovations! As if the Carters hadn’t 
enough of a pull to get themselves into society, 
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but they must attempt to empty Broadway of 
its shop-girls.” 

By this time Miss Spicer was close to the 
hostess, whom she addressed with vigor. 

“Mrs. Csirter, I have got such a quarrel with 
you. When am I to be introduced to that 
brother of your's? Can’t you see that I’m 
half in love with him already; a dozen of us 
quarreling which shall bo first—genius is so 
uncommon and so enticing. Is it true, Mrs. 
Carter, that you moan to give him lots of 
raon?y? People say co; but that’s of no con¬ 
sequence to such of us as c&n afford to do as 
we please—for genius, after all, isn’t half so 
common as money. But when am I to be intro¬ 
duced?” 

“Oh!” said Mrs. Carter, delighted. “If you 
had come a minuto sooner! He just went 
away with Miss Laurence.” 

“Oh, yes! I saw it—that shop-girl. I beg 
ten thousand pardons ! but truth is truth ! lias 
carried him off! Now tell me—how did she 
happen to get here? Lots of us girls are 
dying to know ?” 

Mrs. Carter drew herself up .with some de¬ 
gree of dignity. 

“If yeu speak of Miss Laurence,” sho said, 
“her father was my brother’s old friend.” 

“An old friend? Why ho was nothing but 
a policeman. I have taken pains to inquire.” 

“ Still ho was an honest and honorable man.” 

“Every inch of him,” said Carter, stoutly. 
“My roof covers no better man to-night.” 

“As for the young lady,” joined in Mrs. 
Carter, taking fresh courage, “she is likely to 
, become nearer to us than a friend. Isn’t that 
so, Mr. Carter?” 

Carter hesitated a moment, feeling as if his 
wife had entrapped him into a premature com¬ 
pliance with her wishes; but he spoke at last, 
resolutely enough. 

“Yes, Mrs. C., there is no harm in saying 
that, if Ross stands his chance for a share of 
my property, tho young lady will enjoy it 
equally with him.” 

-v_^_Miss Spicer pursed up her lips and almost 
emitted a whistle, 

“So, that’s the way the wind blows,” she 
said. “Won’t it be fun to tell the girls!” 

“ Miss Spicer, we are keeping Mrs Carter’s 
guests from her,” said Ivan, observing a couple 
fighting th-ur way through the crowd. 

“Just like me, always in sosfebody’s path !” 
exclaimed the girl, drawing back, but still 
keeping near the hostess. “Mercy on mo! 
who are those people ? Stupendons! Do look!” 

The two people wero Mr. and Mrs. Smith, 


she in the gLry and amplitude of her moire 
antique, with the yellow feather in her hair, 
an addition Kate Gorman had insisted on with 
spirit, declaring that no mistress of hers was to 
be put down by them Laurence girls while she 
was to the fore. So, with her feather all Afloat, 
and her dress sweeping out gorgeously, Mrs. 
Smith came up and dropped a voluminous 
curtsy before her old friend, who stooped down, 
like a queen, and, with both hands, lifted the 
grocer s wife out of the depths of her obeisance. 
Then Carter and Smith shook hands, and Baid, 
“IIow do you do?” with solemn gravity, while 
their wives dropped into conversation about 
the children at home; and Miss Spicer hovered 
near, taking voluminous mental notes. 

“Oh, my! this is fun alive!” said the young 
lady. “I only wish your mother had been 
here to see that curtsy. Wasn’t it sublime? 
I‘ve seen girls making cheeses before this, but 
a grown woman, and stout at that, is excru¬ 
ciating! Do take me away, Ivan, or I shall say 
something dreadful!” 

Young Lambert gladly led tho girl back to 
his mother, who still occupied her place on the 
sofa, and had increased her circle of admirers. 
Miss Spicer took a vacant place by her friend, 
who was talking brilliantly. 

“Oh, Mrs. Lambert, do stop one minute, and 
hear what I’ve got to tell you,” whispered the 
young lady, impatient to impart her news. 

Mrs. Lambeet turned from the gay throng 
around her and listened. 

“lie is going to marry her!” 

“lie? Who?” 

Tho color left Mrs. Lambert’s lips as she 
asked the question, and a cold shiver ran over 
her. 

“ Who ? Why Ross, the genius—Mrs. Car¬ 
ter’s brother.” 

“Well?” 

“ He is going to marry that Laurence girl. 
Mrs. Carter told m*5 so herself.” 

“ She told you so?” 

Tho woman’s voice was low and hoarse; 
those who had listened to her a minute before 
would not have known it. 

“Yes, and her husband repeated it; lie is 
going to give them all his money in the end. 
Isn’t it disgusting?” 

“ Did they tell you this?” 

“ Indeed they did. He is with her now. I 
saw them going toward the dancing-room.” 

Mrs. Lambert arose, took the arm of a gentle¬ 
man nearest her, and moved toward the dancers. 

| She did not speAk, could not, in fact, for a 
I hand seemed tightening about her throat. 
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Over the black-walnut floor, with its mosaic 
border of satin-wood circling the room a yard 
deep, a maze of dancers were whirling in and 
out, swaying gracefully to the music, as young 
trees bend to the wind. Among them was Ross 
and Eva Laurence, her hand was upon his 
shoulder, his arm circled her waist, yet scarcely 
touched it. He was still in the prime of manly 
beauty, and the girl was loveliness itself. She 
was dancing with all the spirit and grace 
of one to whom the exercise was a delightful 
novelty; axd he seemed to feel the glow of her 
linppinness in every nerve of his body. When 
the; rested, he stooped over her lovingly, and 
smiled as she lifted her eyes to his. If ever 
ex.quisite tenderness softened a human face, the 
woman who watched his so eagerly, saw' it 
there. Oh! how she hated that girt! With 
what bitter despair she gazed on the man. 

A sort of fascinat ion possessed Mrs. Lambert; 
she lingered in the room, and seemed absorbed 
by a scene that had long since ceased to 
interest her; but her observation wa9 fixed on 
one couple; she saw every look, watched every 
motion with a strange gleam in her eyes, and 
an ominous compression of her lips. 


At last the music ceased, and Ross was lead-, 
ing his partner to a seat, when Ivan Lambert 
came up, and claimed her. Then her face 
changed like a shaded rose struck by the 
sunshine; a delicate glow swept over it; her 
eyes drooped when his hand touched her waist; 
she leaned toward him as a flower bending on 
its stalk. 

Mrs. Lambert saw this, and drew a deep 
breath. “Youth,” she whispered to herself, 
“ turns to yo'th. I will not believe it.” 

Mrs. Lambert turned, and caw that Ross stood 
beside her. She drew her hand from the gentle¬ 
man who had led her to the room, bent her head 
in dismissal, and touched Ross upon the am* 

Did he shrink, or was that a thrill of plea¬ 
sure that followed her touch ? She would have 
given the world to know. Her hand grew 
bolder, and laid itself on his arm. lie yielded 
to its pressure, and moved away. 

In a wing of the mansion was a conservatory J 
full of flowering plants, and lighted with lamps l 
that swung to and fro among the flowers, lik^ 
mammoth pearls all on fire. Toward this place 
Mrs. Lambert led her companion. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 


MOONLIGHT ON DONNER LAKE. 

BY MBS. E. N. MUNTINQTON. 


A clear, bright lake, by mountains bound, 
And framed by swaying pines around; 

A flood of moonlight on the lake, 

Save where the pines black shndows make, 
O’er rugged rocks their image throw, 
Inking the smiling wave balow. 

The air is full of goldun haze, 

Dreamy and soft, like liquid lays; 

A glory from another sphere, 

Seems lent to cast its halo here. 

Oh, golden hour! 

How ri«h thy dower! 


Six friends are sailing on the lake, 

The waters ruffled in their wake, 

And chatting gayly as they glide # 
Gracefully o’er the gleaming tide, 

Now whore the lilies grow, and now, 
Whero moonlight rests upon each brow; 
Forgetful they that day had care, 

Or that the morrow's toil they share; 
Remembering naught but the great bliss 
Of charming hour, and scene like this. 
Oh, happy heart 1 
How blest thou art! 


THE GARDEN-WALL. 

'B7 JOHN L. COLLINS. 


May Merle came to the garden-wall, 

Where the roses clustered rich and rare* 

Seeking the fairest among them all, 

To tie that night in her shining hair. 

And many a stem to greet her bent— 

The bud and the full-blown alike hung low, 

As if the wealth of thetr hue and scent, 

Would be lavished woll on her brow of snow. 

But, slighting the sweet ones smiling nigh. 

Though their fragrant breath did her praises coll, 


Sho longed for a proud rose hanging high, 

And far from her reach by the garden-wall* 

The brightest she rudely thrust aside, 

And their petals tore with impatient scorn, 

Till she grasped her prize in triumphant pri>! — 

And her hand was pierced by a hidden tho: u. 

** Ah, thus!” she cried, as the red blood flowed, 

“ To our foolish pride do we victims fail 
And her cheeks with shame and anger glowed. 

As she wept her wound by the garden-wall 1 M 

/ 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 


BY EMILY H. MAY. 



from the lightest buff, or gray, to brown, lead, j 
etc., at from twenty-five to fifty cents per yard. 
The costume which we give this month, is of \ 
light buff, the lower-skirt perfectly plain, j 
The waist and upper-skirt are in one, in the < 
form of a pellisse, with a basque set in at the 
back and sides. The trimming is simple, being ; 
only slashed at distances of six inches, and j 
bound with brown alpaca braid; a narrower 
braid is sewn on above the binding. Coat j 

148 


A Walking, or Traveling-Dress, of Linen, 
is our first pattern for this month. These 
linens now come in every variety of shade, 


sleeves. The pellisse may either be buttoned 
down in front, or fastened with hooks and 
loops. Twelve yards of linen will be required 
for this dress. 

Our next pattern is of a House-Dress of 
striped and plain percale. The skirt is of the 
striped percale, green and white, blue and 
white, or two shades of brown or gray. If 
white is in the striped material, then the waist 
is of plain white, trimmed, as seen, with the 
striped material. If brown or gray, then use 
the lightest shade of either for the waist, trim¬ 
ming, as before, with the stripe. The skirt is 
only a little longer than the fashionable walk¬ 
ing-skirt; ancf the effect of these combinations 
of material is exceedingly pretty and novel. 
Nine yards of striped, and three yards of plain, 
will be requisite. The American percales, a 
yard wide, sell at twenty-five cents per yard. 
French chintz, from thirty-five to fifty cents. 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 


The two following engravings represent a 
Search suit for a little boy four to five years 
old. It may be made either of plain or colored 


poplin, or plaid serge, or white pique. If the 
latter, trim with black braid. The skirt is cut 
bias, and very full, and plaited in deep plaits, 
put on to a band at the waist, with shoulder- 
straps ; but we suggest an under-body as better. 
The jacket is cut like a lady’s basque in the 
back, with side-bodies, and straight in front, 
and somewhat loose. The lower part of the 




jacket is cut in five deep points, which are trim¬ 
med with two or three rows of worsted braid, 
and three buttons upon each point. The braid 
continues up the front and round the neck, 
where it is finished with a cambric ruffle. This 
is a very pretty and simple style for a little boy. 

We give engravings of two over-skirts, suit¬ 
able either for little girls, or their older sisters. 
They would be pretty in white muslin, or black 






We close with the engruvingof a hodv: a very 
pretty affair to wear at this season of the year. 


silk; or they may be used as patterns for the 
upper-skirts of a complete suit, making the 
under skirt entirely plain, which latter is be¬ 
coming quite universal for little misses. 


We give next, a House-Apron for a young 
lady, which needs very little description. It 
is made of white, or buff linen, edged with 
Hamburg edging. Such an apron is both 
serviceable and pretty, and protects the dress 
during household duties. 
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TIDY IN NETTING AND DARNING. 


BY MBS. JAN K WEAVER. 



Tiie ground-work of this beautiful Tidy sign is then darned, the white squares with 
must be netted, commencing from one loop, untwisted cotton, and the shaded squares with 
It is then washed and well stiffened with thread in point de toUe. The cover may be 
starch, or put into a square frame. The de* finished off with a fringe. 


EMBROIDERED SLIPPER. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 

In the front of the number is a pattern for 
an Embroidered Slipper, to be made of gray 
cashmere. One design shows the front part, 
the other the heel. The embroidery is worked 
lod 


in different colors of purse silk and gold thread, 
in chain stitch overcast, point russe, and knot¬ 
ted stitch. This makes a neat and attractive 
slipper. 
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PILLOW-CASE, WITH EMBROIDERED EDGE. 


A pillow-case of linen, ornamented with a j finished at each corner with a handsome satin 
pretty pattern in embroidery at the edge, and j bow, with embroidered edge. 



COUVRE-PIED, CARRIAGE-BLANKET, ETC. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 

In the front of the number, we give a pattern , shade. It is advisable to have a separate reel 
for a couvre-pied, carriage-blanket, etc., etc. j for the latter, as in returning; at the begin- 
It is a very handsome design, and can be made ; ning of another color, the wool is left hanging 
available for many purposes. j until it is required in the next row. Work 

The materials are;—Wood tricot hook, No. 13, J four rows like the last; to these follow five 
bell guftge, bone crochet hook, No. 16, bell \ rows, in which the middle is a little square of 
guage, Berlin wool, three shades—violet, black, i five stitches in the darkest shade; and for this, 
white—yellow filoselle, back ditto, fleecy. j in the sixth stitch, the thread of the second 
Each separate square requires three and a \ shade is taken up. For these stitches of the 
half skeins of wool for the foundation of tricot, j spcond shade, separated in this manner, a 
Each square is worked separately, and com- j second little reel will be desirable. When five 
menced with a chain of twenty-five stitches rows with three shades are finished, work again 
with a larger hook. The three shades cf violet five rows in two shades, and finish the square 
appear within each other. Work five rows in j with five rows of the lightest shade. The white 
tricot of the lightest shade; lay on the second \ squares are of the same size, and also worked 
shade in the sixth row for the sixth stitch, and J in tricot, commencing with a chain of twenty- 
work with it fifteen stitches; the remaining five five stitches, and afterward ornamented with a 
stitches of this row are worked with the lightest ' double cross stitch (with black silk threads 
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girl’s tight-fitting tunic. 


twice over each other in the form of <a star, 
crosswise.) The little pansies stand out in re¬ 
lief upon the light ground (see design.) These 
have five petals—three in the darkest, two in 
the lightest shade. 

With the bone hook, for each leaf, make a 
chain of seven stitches; pass over the two last, 
and crochet in the following four treble and 
one double, and round this work a row, the 
first and last stitch of which must be double 
the remainder trebles. At the upper rounding 
increase a few stitches, and finish the petal at 
the under point with one single. The veins and 
middle are formed of loose, yellow silk stitches. 
The little flowers are laid slanting upon the 
middle of the square, and invisibly fastened at 
the points. The squares are fastened with a 
thread of wool upon the right side. The joining 
is hidden by little crochet picots, consisting of 
.three chain and one double in the first; these 


picots are worked into the stiches of the foun¬ 
dation. Twelve picots are worked round the 
inner dark square, turning outward, twenty- 
nino round the second shade, and fifty-four 
round the outer edge of the square. For these 
use the lightest color, and let the scallops turn 
inward to rest upon the white ground. Similar 
picots of the two darkest colors ornament the 
little square inside the other squares. The 
spaces between the picots are stitched over 
\ with yellow silk. The number of squares and 
| size of lining, which may be knitted with fleecy, 
; are regulated by the size of the cover. The 
| outer edges of both parts are sewn together 
with wool. For the heading for the fringe, 

I ' which is of the second shade of violet, crochet 
scallops consisting of five chain, one double, 
working always into the third stitch of the 
edge. The fringe consists of eight threads five 
inches long, in the darkest shade. 


GIRL’S TIGHT-FITTING TUNIC. 

BT EMILT H MAX 



We give, this month, a pattern for a charm¬ 
ing tight-fitting tunic for a girl of ten or 
eleven years old. We also give a diagram 
on the following page by which it may be 
c ut out. 


\ This tunic is of silk, and has flounces at the 
edge, and a bow placed at the back. It is 
raised at the back by two plaited folds, on 
which a largo bow is arranged. The round 
' skirt has velvet bias placed lengthways on the 
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front, and is trimmed with a flat plaiting on j The tunic is composed of four pieces, as win 
the back widths. 1 be seen by examining the diagram, viz: 


No. 1. Front of Tunic. 

j No. 4. Sleeve. 

No. 2. Back of Tunic. 

! This is U particularly seasonable and stylish 

No. 3. Side-Piece. 

! affair. 
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EDITOR'S TABLE 


KDITORIA L CHIT-CHAT. 

Waits nr Business.—T he New York Evening Poet, of 
which the veteran poet, W. C. Bryant, if principal editor, 
baa always been foremost in all measure* of reform. We, 
therefore, quote, with more than usual confidence, some 
remarks, which appeared in the Poet, lately, in reference 
to the much-vexed question of women a* workers at handi¬ 
crafts, etc., etc. 

The great fault of women, who seek employment, says the 
Post, i* that they do not recognize the fact, that, in order to 
succeed, they must have more or less preliminary prepara¬ 
tion for the work, and that theymnst stick to their task, as 
men hare to do. in all weathers, well or ill, unless almost 
absolutely bed-rid<len. As to the first, no carpenter, brick¬ 
layer, doctor, lawyer, clerk, Merchant, or member of any 
other handicraft or profession, ventures to take it np without ; 
more or less preparation: the competition, in fact, is so great, I 
that, unless he Is a thorongh master of his business, he gene- ; 
rally comes to loss, if not to absolute ruin. So, when once ; 
he takes up his trade, he kecpe at work, day in and day out, ' 
whether he feels like it or not. Now we know something | 
ef the occupations at which women work; we employ a ! 
great many on this magazine; bnt if there conies a rainy J 
day, or a picnic is on band, or (here has been a party the night ! 
liefure, not half the vomeu appear at work. 44 They do not J 
fed like work," they say; and they think that this Is an ! 
all-sufficient excuse. Yet what man thinks so, in a similar 
ease ? What father stays at home from work, because he 
“does not feel like It?” 

Mr. Bryant, for we snpposo he is the author of the article 
we quote, goes on to say: 44 Remember that when you en¬ 
gage in business, when you enter the labor market, you 
necessarily come in competition with men. Men aro slaves; 
they must work, for they liave families to support, or for¬ 
tunes to make, or enterprises to advance; and they do not 
expect to marry. That Is to say, marriage will only com¬ 
pel them to work more persistently, and force them to bo 
more prompt, more accurate, more regular. These men, 
these slaves und ;r the lash of all kinds of necessities, you ! 
have for opponents; tl»»y cannot give place to y.»u if ‘hey 
would, for they are in tho labor market, just as you aro. If 
they work harder, twttcr, un i f ir moro hours than you do, 
they will boat you; and your sex cannot help you.” 

Mr. Bryant continuesOne man succeeds beyond an¬ 
other just in this way. It is not luck, it is not good friondj 
—for though friendship may push a man along, it cannot 
keep him from falling back. It Is hard work, unmitigated, 
unceasing, thorough; it is because A works harder, and 
Letter, and longer than Z, that he stands at the top, while 
Z grumbles at the bottom of the ladder. You cannot eat 
your cako and have it; try to get that homely proverb by 
heart, and yon will have done much for success. Id another 
aud more comfortable world this will donbtloss be changed, 
and wo shull all rejoice. But In this world, which revolves 
once In twenty-four hours ou its axis, and circumnavigates 
the sun once in a year, everything is fixed, regular, unde¬ 
viating; and most things are unpleasant, and the opposite 
of what reasonable and sensible beings would like them 
to be." 

Mr. Bryant concludes os follow:—“Finally, if yon get 
a good offer, marry. Thus you will exchange many masters 
for one; and if you have the least tact, you will presently 
be the master of that one, without his in the least inspecting 
it. There are, on the whole, few things a woman can do so 
- well os to marry. Possibly this Is because her sex has been j 
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for so many thousand years trained to that; possibly it may 
be because this is, after all, her true calling; but, however 
that may be, it is certain that, as society is now constituted, 
and will for some time to come remain, it is the calling in 
which a woman on the whole has the greatest promise of 
success." 

It may be mid, that ooe reason why women cannot, in 
some pursuits, work as steadfastly as men, is that tbe r 
nervous organization is more delicate, and that consequently 
days must come when it is impossible for them to work, 
without, at least, positive suffering. Bnt this is the very 
point. Their organisation unfits them, comparatively, for 
many tilings, because to do those things, day in and day oat, 
is intolerable to them. So, on the other hand, there are 
things which, to the majority of women, are not near so 
irksome as to men, the tendence of children being ooe. for a 
woman has a divine patience with a child, and an insight 
into its character, which man, as a class, lias not. Does not 
this suggest the solution of the whole problem? 

To Maze Good Ice-Creak. —This is the season when ice¬ 
cream fe in particular favor, and one or two suggestions as 
to maklug it. therefore, may be welcome. To make lemon 
ice-cream, take ono quart of cream, two lemons (the jnioe of 
ono aud the grated peel of one and a half) and two cups of 
sugar. Sweeten the cream, beat the lemon gradually into 
it, and put it at once iuto the freezer. The freezer should 
be tho best patent one yon can procure, there being several 
we believe, and all very nearly alike in merit. Freeze 
rapidly, or tho add will turn the milk. Use rock-salt, not 
common salt Orange ice-cream may be made in the same 
way. For pine-apple ice-cream, take one qnart of cream, 
one large, ripe, pine-apple, and one pound of powdered 
sugar. Slice the pine-apple thin, and scatter the sugar be¬ 
tween the slices: cover it, and let the fruit steep three 
hours. Then cut, or chop it up in tho sugar, and strain it 
through a hair-sieve, or bag of double, coarse lace. Bec.t 
\ gradually into the cream, and freeze as rapidly as poaaiLtr. 

* Peach ice-cream may l»e made in the same way, with two or 
> throe 1 uindfula of freshly-cut bits of the fruit itinvd in 
! when the cream is half frozen. 

Ip You Would Keep Flowers for evening wear, you mu*t 
; be up early, and gather them before the sun Is on them, and, 

! if possible, while they are still wet with dew. Place them 
in watqr in a shady place, and just before they are wanted 
cut a short piece off the stalk with a sharp pair of scissor*— 
a knife will not do: then, if possible, keep them in oue> of 
the tubes used by gentlemen for their button-holes ; if not, 
seal the ends of the stalks. Some persons cun wear natural 
flowers much better than others; if the skin is hot aud damp 
they will soou fade, and only hard-wooded plants should l*e 
chosen. For azaleas, scarlet geraniums, etc., a drop of from 
should be placed In the center of each flower to keep them 
from shaking. 

The New Sttlb op Dresstno the ITaie, such ns we have 
illustrated in this number, aud gave engravings of in the 
July numbor also, was first introduced to tho Americas 
public by “ Peterson.” Throe years ago, when paniors csuue 
up, we were, in a like manner, ahead of all oar ootem- 
ponudes. If you wish for the newest styles, look in ** Peter¬ 
son:" If you wish to be misled, go elsewhere. We atop at 
no expense to excel in fashions, as well as In fngn^up 
and stories. “ Forward, always forward!" is our motto. 
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Additions made to clubs at the price paid by the rest of 
tli« club. But iu such cases, the uew subscriber, or sub* 
sort ben, must begiu with the same number as the rest of 
tbo club. All clubs must begiu with either the Jauuary 
or July numbers. Single subscribers may begiu with any 
month. Siugle subscriptions for six months, from July, 
1571, to December, 1871, inclusive, taken for one dollar. 

Our Next Novelet will be “The Tragedy of a Quiet Life,” 
by the author of “ Kathleeu’s Love-Story.” Of this latter 
tale, the Clarkstown (Mo.) Democrat said, “ It is oue of the 
finest we have ever read.” Scored of other newspapers pro¬ 
nounced a similar enlogium. The coming story is not less 
beautifully told. We shall begin it in the September num¬ 
ber, and finish it in the November. 

Advertisements inserted in this Magazine at reasonable 
prices. “ Peterson’s Magazine" is the best advertising me¬ 
dium in the United States; for it has the largest circulation 
of any monthly publication, and goes to every county, 
village, and cross-road4. Address Peterson’s Magazine, 306 
Chostnut street, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Catalogues of T. B. Peterson A Drothers, publications, 
the best list of cheap novles in the United States, sent, gratis, 
if written for. If you want good, yet cheap editions of Scott, 
Dickons, Lever, or of any other popular writer, send for this 
oatalogue. 

Literary Matter Unsurpassed.— Tho Huntingdon (Tcnn.) 
Courier says of tliii Magazine, “Its literary matter is un¬ 
surpassed. It is unquestionably tho best two dollar maga- 
tine published.” 

People ark Governed best though their affections. You 
can lead a man, woman, or child, when you cannot drivo 
them. 

More for tiib Monet.—T he Mount Joy (Pa.) Ileruld says 
of this Magazine, “ It gives nioro for the mouey than any 
ether.” 

Our Steel Engraving, this r.onth, is from an original 
picture, by one of tho most eminent Trench artists. 


REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

Ralph, the Heir. By Anthony Trollope. 1 vol., 8 vo. New 
York: Harper <£ Brothers. —Anthony Trollope is always 
readable, and sometimes even more than that. In tho pre¬ 
sent novel, he has struck out quite a new character, Neufitt, 
the breeches-makor, a character that would have made the 
reputation of any novelist of less ability. Polly, Neafltt's 
daughter, is also a good hit. So, in a less degree, Is Moggs, 
her lover, the boot-maker. Ralph, himself, is something of 
a failure. There is tho usual amount of love-making iu the 
story, and, as in all Trollope’s fictions, there is a happy end¬ 
ing. The A'olumo is handsomely illustrated. 

Light. By Jacob Abbott. 1 vol., 12 mo. New York : Har¬ 
per c£ Brothers. —This, like its predecessor in the same so- 
ries, “ Heat,” is an attempt to teach science to the young in 
a conversational and familiar way. As a rule, these “ short 
cuts to learning” do not succeed But Mr. Abbott is singu¬ 
larly gifted, and has triumphed over all obstacles. If the 
ether volumes of tho series are as good as the first two, they 
will form an invaluable addition to o.nr popular literature* 
The volume is profusely illustrated with engravings. 

Strife. By Mrs. E. D. Wallace. 1 vol.,yZmo. PhUada: 
H. C. Rogers <6 Co. Claxton, Remsen (t Hiff cl finger .—A spi¬ 
rited, racy writer Is Mrs. Wallace, and In this romanco of 
Germany and Italy she has done more tlian Justice to her¬ 
self, and achieved a distinction as a novelist. 


The Blockade of Phalsburg. By Erckmann-Chatrain, 
1 vol., 12 mo. New York: Charles Scribner & Co. —This novel 
is the Joint composition of two French authors, who, fer 
many years, have been Avriting, so to siieak, in partnership. 
Au experiment, that generally fails, has, in this case, suc¬ 
ceeded. Tho present story is of tlio year 1814, and turns on 
the siege of Phalsburg, a French town, which thou, as after¬ 
ward, iu 1870, was blockaded by a foreign foe. The tale is 
full of action, and belongs, iu some respects, to. tho very 
highest order of fiction. It is a cheap edition. 

Bench and Bar: A Complete Digest of the Wit, Humor, 
Asperities and Amenities of the Law. By L. J. Bigelow, 
Counsellor at Law. With Portraits and Illustrations. 1 vol., 
8 vo. New York: Ihrpcr <t Brothers. — A book after our 
own heart. The title-page well describes the character of 
the work. The volumo is full of anecdotes to amuse and in¬ 
formation to instruct. It Is just the book for a cultivated 
mind, ou a hot summer day, wheu the intellect, without 
wishing to go entirely to sleep, prefers tho gny to tho seri¬ 
ous, and yet docs not desire entirely to iguore what Is useful. 

Ilans Breitmann in Europe. With Other New Ballads. 
By Charles O. Lclund. 1 vo/., 8 vo. T. B. Peterson rf 
Brothers. —Tho new ballads, in this edition, are not less 
meritorious than those, which, in a former publication, 
made Hans Breitmann famous. Haus has lately boon in 
Holland, and his descriptions of tho Hague, Leyden, and 
Amsterdam, are simply inimitable. IIo has also visited 
Bavaria and Italy “takiu’ notes,"* as Bums says, every- 
Avhero. A glossary accompanies tho volumo. If you would 
enjoy a hearty laugh, and over real Avit, get this now volume. 

Little Men: Life at Plum field with Jo's Boys. By Louisa 
M. Alcott. 1 vol., 1G mo. Boston: Roberts Brothers. —Few 
American fictions have made such a sensation as “Little 
Women” aud “ An Old-Fashioned Girl,” and as this new 
story is quite equal to either of its predecessors, it ought to 
be equally popular. It is a great mist alto to say that lito- 
raturo is a poor profession. Let an author malco a “ hit,” as 
Miss Alcolt has mado, ami fortuue aud fame come together. 

Versatilities. By R. H. Newell. 1 vol., 12mo. Boston : 
Lee <t Shepard. —This is a volumo of verse, by R. II. New¬ 
ell, better known to tho American public os Orphous C. 
Kerr. Ono of tho cleverest parts is a bit of satire ou tho so- 
called poems which haA'e, sprung up, all over tho country, in 
imitation of Bret Ilarto. Mr. NoavcII is particularly skillful 
iu handling the Auglo-African dialect of tho South. 

Common Sense in the Household: A Manual of Practical 
Housekeeping. By Marion Harland. 1 vol., 12 mo. New 
York: Charles Scribner ft Cb.—This is the result of an experi¬ 
ence, for fifteen years, in housekeeping, and is a book in 
every way to be recommended. Every receipt in it has been 
brought to tho test of common sense, and has been triod. 

Condensed Novels. By Bret Harte. 1 vol., 16 mo. Boston : 
James R. Osgood <t Co. —The imitations of style, in these 
travesties of popular novelists, are vory upt. The burlesques 
first appeared some time ago, and before the author was so 
widely known as iioav. They are uow re-published, with 
illustrations by S. Eytingc, Jr. Unlike most things of the 
kind, tlieso travesties are free from malico. 

Arthur O'Leary. By Charles Lever. 1 vol., 8 vo. Philadm: 
T. B. Peterson <t Brothers. —A cheap, yet neat edition 
of one of Lever’s most Inughablo novels. For summer read¬ 
ing, this author Is incomparable. 

Married in Both Worlds. By Mrs. A. E. rbrter. 1 vol., 
16 mo. Boston: Lee ft Shepard. —A well-written story, with 
a very excellent moral, pure in tone, and full of religious 
sentiments. 

Blanche Gilroy. By Mrs. Margaret Hosmcr. 1 vol., 12 
mo. Philada : J. B. Lippincott <£ On. —Mrs. nosmer is one 
of onr most popular American novelists, and her pnwrnit 
book, which is a girl’s story, is perhaps her best. 
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OUR ARM-CIIAIR. 

Eooxomy and Taste.— Tho Piqua (Ohio) Democrat says of 
this Magazine, “ The tales and romances are the very best 
out. The double-size colored steel fashion-plate is superb; 
and, !n addition, there are some fifty wood cuts of dresses, 
bonnets, collars, etc., etc. One of the most valuable articles 
is our “Every-Day Dresses,” illustrated with engravings, 
showing how stylish and fashionable dresses may be eco¬ 
nomically made at home.” • 

TflE Novels or Lever, now being re-published, in cheap 
editions, by T. B. Pctorson & Brother*., 30G Chestnut street, 
Philada., are the best of their kind in tho English language. 
For broad, rollicking fun they have no equals. Havo you 
read them? If not, buy “Charles O'Malley,” or “Ilarry 
Lorrequer,” as a specimen, and our word for it, you will buy 
all the rest. 

Cheapest and Best.— The Wilmington (Delaware) Tribune 
says of this magazino. “Although ‘Petersou’ is but two 
dollars a year. It gives as large an amount of reading, and 
as many engravings, os any of the three dollar magazines. 


ROSES AND ROSE-GARDENS. 

January will bring storm and cruel frost. We must 
make up our minds to somo losses among the old and young, 
the worn-out in our rose-gardens, aud the weakly bud, per- 
haps the best we could obtain of some new variety, or of 
somo delicate tea, among our briers; but, with our ground 
well-drained, uml our rose-trees well secured and mulched, 
wo need not fear for the hale and strong. 

February the cry is, “All in to begin,” as it used to be the 
showman’s, whon wo went to the fair, for no more rose-trees 
can be planted when this month has passed. 

March is tho month for onr final pruning. We say final, 
because all the longer shoots will havo boen previously 
shortened in Octobor. Different varieties will, of course, 
require different treatment; and the intentions of the opera¬ 
tor, as well as the habit of tho tree, will direct the manipu¬ 
lation of tho knife. 8ome roses, of very vigorous growth, ; 
such ns Blarii 2 and Charles Lawson, Triomphe de Bayenx ;j 
and Persian Yellow, will not flowor at all if they are closely 
pruned. They will need little more excision than that 
which they have already received—only the removal of any 
weak or inured wood. Ten or twelve eyes may be loft on 
the healthy shoots. With the rose-trees generally tho ques¬ 
tion is, does the owner wish for number or size, quantity or 
quality? If the former, let him leave five, if the latter, 
three eyes, on the strong laterals, of course, cutting out the 
infirm. Look over the budded briers. Rub off incipieut 
laterals, aud pull up suckers. Breaks on the budded shoot 
should bo all removed, save one farthest from tho bud, 
which should be left awhiie to mako the running— 1 .1 j 
draw up tho sap. See to your stakes when the stormy ; 
winds blow, and toward tho end of tho month dig in tho ! 
manure left about the newly-planted rose-trees and briers. 
Take from the latter all the lower growth and suckers, 
leaving the three strongest laterals nearest to the top. In 
the rose-garden lighten the surface of soil, if requisite, with 
digging-fork or hoe. 

April .—Prune Tea-scented, Noisette, and Bourbon Roses, 
observing the previous rule—that is, cutting very abstemi¬ 
ously, when the growth is vigorous, as witli Marechal Nicl, 
Gloire de Dijon, Climbing Devonietisis, and Souvenir d’un 
Ami. Toward the end of this month the rose-grub must be 
nought for constantly and closely. The search must be con¬ 
tinued during the early part of 

May, and the pest will be found hidden In the cnrled 
leaf, from which he would presently attack the roee. Of all 
the months this to the Rusarian brings most anxiety. No¬ 


thing so adverse to his roses as late vernal frosts, cold, 
starving nights in May. The sap Is checked, the circular 
tiou of rose-blood is impeded, and weakness and drscase 
follow inevitably. The trees, which were growing luxu- 
riently, suddenly cease to make further progress. They look 
well to the eye; tho inexperienced apprehends no injury ; 
but the disease is there, and the symptoms will soon show 
themselves. Cut in tho budded laterals on the briers clone 
ts tho bud, and take away all suckers and fresh growth 
upon the brior itself. Have your stakes firmly driven into 
the ground by the side of each stock, and rising about two 
feet above it. Watch the growth of the bud, securing the 
| young, tender shoot with bast to tho stake, so that it may 
bo safe against sudden gusts, and look out at tl.e same time 
for the grub. Examine the new growth of your established 
rose-trees, and when you think that it is too abundant, rub 
off here and there those breaking buds, which might 
weaken the plant, and prevent a wholesome circulation of 
air through the crowded “head” of tho rose-tree. Order 
your selection of new roses in pots from the nursery, and 
keep them under glass for a time, so that iu 
June you may bud them on somo of your most forward 
stocks; and then, by turning them out of their pots Into 
tho open ground, and by encouraging them in every way to 
make a fresh growth, you may obtain a second supply 
buds in the autumn, when yon will know more as to their 
merits. If May has been genial, June will be glorious. If 
not, wo shall have the aphis , honey-dew, mildew, rust , lari a 
of saw-fly. There is no cure. You may brush; you may 
powder; you may syringe; you may dip; you may mix 
your tsbocco-water—your decoction of quassia; but where 
the aphis lias onco taken possession, you shall not see tho 
rose in its integrity. Tho injury was done before the aphis 
camo. But there Is something better than cure—tRere is 
prevention. Tho aphis finds no food when the rose tree is in 
perfect health; it will not taste tho sap which is pure and 
| untainted; it Is a leech which sucks bad blood only. If 
situation, soil, and supervision bo such as I have suggested, 
nothing but weather of unusual severity will bring aphis 
or harm to tho rose. Tho final application of manure, *s 
previously recommended, should simultaneously be laid ea 
? the surface of the soil. 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

Every receipt in this Cook-Book has been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

MEATS AND POULTRY. 

Fried Veal with Tomatoes .^Cut some veal in thin dices, 
season it, and fry it of a nice brown. Havo ready soiue 
tomatoes which have been stewed very dry; pass tbea 
through a sieve to take out the seeds, then put them into 
the pan in which the meat has beeu fried, and add butter 
enough to mako a rich gravy. Pour them hot over ft* 
veal, and serve it Beef is excellent cooked in the sam# 
way. 

Lamb Stewed with Onions .—This is a French dish. Ted 
some onions, cut them in slices, and put them in your stew- 
pan ; cut off the ends of the chops, pound them, and by 
them in with the onions and some popper and salt. Put is 
as much water uS will cook them; let them stew slowly tift 
they are tender, then add a piece of butter rolled in floor is 
thicken the gravy. 

Salad de Volatile .—Take a fowl dressed tho day before, 
either whole or cut. Remove the flesh in nice slic< 
Arrange them with taste, with a lettuce cut up. This sbouM 
be placed at the bottom of a dish or salad-Um l. Add c*h* 
lettuces. Garnish with anchovies cut in slips. Season wirb 
the sauce usually made for salads. This dish may bwmade 
with game. 
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Poultrg Salad .—Take a cold roast fowl aud cut it up. Put 
it iuto a deep dish or salad-bowl. Mingle it with bits of the 
hearts of lettuce. Aid hard egg*, anchovies, cut in strips, 
gherkins, and herbs. Vinegar and other sauce may be added 
after it comes to table. 

To tbok a Tough Chicken .—Truss it neatly, stuff it with 
sausage and bread-crumbs; mix some flour and butter, 
taking due care that it does not color in the pan, for it must 
be white; plump your chicken in this, and add a little water, 
or soup, if you have it. Put carrots, cut in half, tops of 
celery, chives, parsley, etc., then cover cIosp, so that all air 
may be excluded, and keep it simmering two hours and a, 
quarter; it will turn out white and plump; place the vege¬ 
tables round it, stir in an egg to thicken the sauce, off the 
fire, and your dish will make you blush. 

DESSERTS. 

Crtam-Pies .—Three pints of new' milk,'eight eggs, half a 
cup of butter, two tablespoonfuls of flour, one cup of sugar; 
beat the butter and flour together, and the sugar and yolks 
of eggs; let tho milk get warm by setting it in warm water 
on the stove; a small pail is nice to put the milk in; set 
this in a kettle of boiling wator, then add the butter and 
flour; stir a few minutes, then add sugar and yolks of eggs; 
stir until a little thick, then flavor with manilla; (this is 
the only kind of flavoring used for these pies, as lemon, 
etc., are not good for this;) take the pail from the kettle; 
have a crust made as follows: one teacupful of water, one 
teaenpful of lard, a pinch of salt; mix tills soft enough to 
roll out for pie-pan; have but one crust to the pies, they 
need uo upper-crust; beat the whites of eggs, and one table- 
spoonful of sugar, to a froth. After the pies aro baked, spread 
this over tho top, and put tho pies back in the oven a lew j 
minutes, letting the egg brown a little. This makes fine pies. ! 

Chicken*Jelly .—For chicken-jelly, take a large chicken, j 
cut It up into very small pieces, bruise the bonus, and put ; 
the whole into a stone jar with a cover that will make it ! 
water-tight. Set the jar in a large kettle of boiling water, 
and keep it boiling for four hours. Then strain off the 
liquid, and season it slightly with salt and pepper, and mace, 
or with loaf-sugar an 1 lemon-juice, according to the taste of 
the iH*rson for whom it is intended. Return tho fragments 
of the chicken to the jar, and set it again In a kettle of boil¬ 
ing wator. You will find that you can collect nearly as 
much jelly by the second boiling. This jelly may be made 
of an old fowl. 

Gococ.n id-Pudding .—Stir one pound of loaf-sugar and a 
quart >r of a pound of butter to a cream; tako the yolks of 
twelve eggs and tho whites of six, and when beaten sepa¬ 
rately and light, add them to the butter aud sugar; and 
then put in one pound of grated cocoanut; lastly, put in 
four tablespoonfuls of rose-water, four of cream, and the juice 
of two lemons; bake in puff-paste, and sift lonf-sugar over 
after it comes from the oven. 

Ice-Pudding. —Take tho yolks of fourteen eggs, one pint 
of raw cream, aud a pinch of salt; mix well, and lK>iI for one 
hour in a well-buttered mould, then ice it. For the sauce, 
take half a piut of sherry, half a pound of powdered sugar, 
the juice and rind of a lemon; boil nil together till it be¬ 
comes a thick syrup; when cold, pour It over the pudding. 

Flouting hi and. —The juice of two lemons, the whites of 
two eggs, three tablespoonfuls of currant-jelly, and twenty 
medium-sized lumps of loaf-sugar; mix and boat them to a 
stiff froth. Put it into the middle of the dish, and dress it 
with sweetmeats. Just before it is to be served, pour cream 
enough in the dish to float it 

CAKES, ETC. 

Scotch CjI-c .—One pound of flour, half a pound of butter, 
clarified, half a pound of lump-sugar, one ounce of almonds, 
two ounces of lemon-peel. Mix together into a paste; 
butter, and put it out into a flat dish. Bake in a slow oven. 
Strew i Lwd th comflts. 


Home-Made Yeast —Two ounces of the best hops, four 
quarts of water, one pound of flour, three pounds of potatoes, 
half a pound of brown sugar, and one small handful of salt. 
Monday morning boil two ounces tf best hops in four quarts 
of water for half an hour; strain it and let the liquor cool 
down to new milk warmth, then put in a small handful 
of salt, and half a pound of brown sugar; beat up one pound 
of the best flour with some of the liquor, and then mix all 
well together. On Wednesday add three pounds of potatoes, 
boiled, and then mashed, to stand till Thursday, then strain 
it and put it iuto bottles, and it is ready for use. It must 
be stirred frequently while it is making, and kept near the 
fire. Before using shake the bottle well up. It will k**ep in 
a cool place for two months, and it is best at the lattor part 
of the time. The beauty of this yeast is, that it ferments 
spontaneously, not requiring the aid of other yeast; and, 
if care be taken, it will ferment well in the earthen bowl in 
which it is made. It takes four days to make, and thirty 
minutes to boil. 

Alm/md Ice for a Calce .—Tf it is wished to ice a cake, as is 
done for bride cake, a layer of almonds must first be spread 
over the cake rxcording to the following receipt:—Take the 
whites of three very fresh eggs, anil beat them to a strong 
froth; bruize ono pound of Jordan almonds very fine, wi‘h 
rose-water enough to prevent their oiling, in a mortar, and 
mix them with the white of eggs very lightly together; mix 
in by degrees one pound of loaf-sugar, finely sifted. When 
the cake is taken from the oven, lay this mixture on very 
smoothly. Let it dry gradually, and when dry enough, pro¬ 
ceed to sugar-ice it. 

Cross- Buns .—Rub four ounces of butter into two pounds 
of flour, and four ounces of pounded sugar. Put into a cup 
of yeast a spoonful or two of milk, and mix ; then add to the 
ingredients with as much more milk ns may be required to 
make them into a light paste, nn ounce and a half of 
ground allspice, cinnamon, and mace. Make this paste 
into bnns, and place them before the fire to ri*e. Wb-n 
this process is about half accomplished, press the form of a 
crass in the center of each bun with a mould. They must 
be quickly baked. 

Sugar Ice .—Beat two pounds of double-refined sugar, and 
two ounces of starch; sift through a gauze sieve, then beat 
the whites of fivo fresh eggs till they are a perfect froth, 
adding tho sugar little by little. When all the sugar lias 
been put in, continue to beat it half an hour longer; thui 
lay it over tho almond icing, and spread it very even with a 
broad knife. If it is put ou as soon as the cake comes out 
of tli 2 oven, it will be hard by the time the cake is cold. 


FASHIONS FOR AUGUST. 

Fio. i.— Evemmo-Dresr op Light-Blue Gauze.—T he skirt 
is trimmed with six flounces, plainly hemmed; the tun.c 
and low basque waist are of white gauze, trimmed wish a 
ruffle of the same, the ruflle being edged with a row of blue 
scalloped silk; the-capo is composed entirely of a ruflle like 
tho trimming on the tunic. 

Fio. ii.— Walking-Dress of Almond-Colored MonAiR.— 
The skirt is trimmed with one deep ruffle, edged at the 
bottom by a niching of the mohair, and confined about two 
inches below the top by a series of bows put on a pulling o' 
the material. The top of the flounce is lined with brown 
silk, which just shows above the edge. The coat basque is 
deep behind, trimmed with a ruffle of tho material, whirl: 
is headed by a bias band, corded with brown silk. Long, 
loose eleeves, trimmed to correspond with the basque. Ha; 
of yellow straw, with almond-colored and brown feathers, 
and long, brow n veil. 

Fio. hi.—Walking-Costume for the Sprinos.— The under 
dress is of cherry colored and white striped mohair; th* 


Digitized by v^ooQLe 




158 


FA8HION8 FOR AUGUST. 


waist and slcaves are quite plain. The skirt has one deep, 
straight flounce, wi/i a very full, pointed quilling of pearl- 
colored silk above the flounce. The upper-skirt opens in 
front, is cut in points, and is full and long at the back. The 
silk sleeves reiich only to the elbew, and, like the skirt, are 
trimmed with a full, pinked-out ruchiug. A tiny hat, 
covered ami trimmed with white lace, and ornamented by a 
rfed rose in front. 

Fio. iv.—E vening-Dress op a vert Delicate Pearl- 
Colored Gren adine. —The skirt has one deep rufHe headed by 
a bias band put on between two quillings of grenadine. The 
upper-skirt, which is short and round in frout, and long and 
very much puffed behind, is trimmed with a ruffle which is 
deeper on the front, and has a heading, but is narrower and 
plainer behind. This tunic is looped up with sprays of roses. 
Low waist, trimmed with roses, the same flowers in the hair. 

Fio. v.—E vening-Dress of Gold-Colored Gauze.— The 
skirt is trimmed with three straight flouncefe, pat on with 
a narrow, black velvet ribbon. The upper-skirt is cut in 
points in front and at the sides, but is Nngand full behind; 
it is trimmed with a narrow ruffle of the gauze, headed by a 
band of black velvet, and is trimmed with black velvet 
butterfly bows. Low vaist, trimmed to correspond with 
the tunic. Butterfly in the hair. 

Fio. vi.—Walking-Dress op Gray Poplin, trimmed around 
the bottom with a deep, black tassel fringe, above which the 
skirt is ornamented with black velvet, put on in points, and 
Idack braid embroidery. The upper-skirt, which is deep in 
front, is cut up at the sides and at the bark, and with the 
basque trimmed like the lower-skirt. 

Fig. vii.—Home-Dress op Green and White Striped 
Silk. —The petticoat is trimmed with eight rows of green 
velvet ribbon, put on in groups; the waist and tunic are of 
white muslin, spotted with green. The tunic Is short, very 
lunch pnffed, and trimmed with a ruffle of the material. A 
flehn of wliite organdy crosses on the bosom. 

Fig. viii.—'Traveling-Dress of Dark-Cray Mohair.— The 
skirt is trimmed with five plain ruffles; the upper-skirt Is 
of lighter-colored gray mohair, trimmed with a band of the 
darker shade, like the petticoat. The sacque, which fits into 
the figure partially, is of the color of the upper-skirt, and 
trimmed in the same way. There is a plain waist, like the 
under skirt, with long, close sleeves, worn under the sacque. 

Fio. ix.—Back View op the Traveling-Dress, just 
Described. 

General Remarks.— We give, this month, onr usua! 
variety of bonnets, hats, etc., all of the latest models; and 
yet the variety is so great that one cannot say that any¬ 
thing is the fashion, when so many charming things are 
before ns to select frem. It will be seen that bonnets are 
growing larger and a good deal trimmed—feathers, flowers, 
and lace, all are used. Hats are usually worn high, but 
some persons, to whom the lower crown is the more becom¬ 
ing, adopt that style. Our “ in-door sacque” Is made of fine, 
red cloth, without sleeves, Hnd is edged with black velvet. 
The high pocket is also defined by a band of black velvet. 
The sacque laps a little to the left side, from which.depends 
cord And tassels, which are fastened to the right side. 

The Polonaises aro very popular for white and buff linen 
suite. They are made in many white materials, and worn 
over silk skirts. When bishop s lawn is selected, a cross 
hand of the same, and a frill or ruche forms the trimming; 
embnVdered frills and insertion decorate Nainsook muslin, 
and either Duchosse or Valensiennes lace is used on Swiss 
muslin Polonaises. These white over-dresses look exceed- 
iugly well over black silk skirts, and similar skirts are worn 
under Polonaises of buff linen and ecru linen; the trim¬ 
mings for these are Flemish guipure, nrn<’e of unbleached 
linen. There are several forms of Polonnises—the one with 
apron front, and the other with postillion basques, are the two 
favortaqntf the latter is the more becoming to stoat figures. 


There is no change in the width and length of skirts this 
spring—we allude to those belonging to costumes. They 
are flat and gored in front and at the sides, and full at th« 
back. The length is a matter of taste; those who desire 
comfort and convenience, wear a skirt that just escapes the 
ground, while others order it to trail an inch or two on the 
ground; they measure from three and a half to four ynrde 
round the edge. All costumes are inode either with an over¬ 
skirt or a Polonaise, which has the saihc effect. 

The Decided cliauge in the I*air has been naturally in¬ 
duced by the alteration in the form of bounets. The altered 
shape differs so entirely from the diadem bonnets of last 
summer, and from the chapeau complet of the winter and 
autumn, that we could not but expect the sudden fall of tbn 
chignon—the sudden deposition of the heavy coronet of 
braids. It is not to bo supposed that the present modes will 
continue long in fashion, unless the reign of simplicity has 
begun in earnest in Europe as well as in Paris. The long 
wave of hair, kept in place by a net, is charming enly for 
young or young-looking persons, and is Ill-adapted for care¬ 
worn faces. 

The Long Braids will be found more becoming than the 
waves of hair, and a coronet a la grecque may be worn with 
these, but by no means any other kind of coronet. Tho 
long braids spring from beneath the l-andeaux of hair, worn 
low over the forehead, and are carried down the head, which 
they outline. Those wh*se faces will not bear the ordeal of 
this-coiffure, roll the hair off the temples over a small fna- 
zotte. And place the braids over this rouleau ; but tho waved 
chignon is the vogue of the day. To preserve the dress 
from contact with this wave of hair, the old-fashioued fichu 
is revived. It is worn crossed over the I>o9om, and fastened 
with brooch or breastpin. The fichu is varied in material; 
the most fashionablo are crepe de chine for morning, and, 
for young ladies, white muslin, edge* with Valenciennos 
lace, is used. 

Ornaments are chbfly of enamel upon gold, silver, or 
copper, and tho cinque-cento style still prevails; even the 
form of this jewelry is exciting an influence on ordinary 
gold, os bijouterie, lockets, brooches, and rings, are modeled 
in this style, and tho Marquise ring, in particular, nmy be 
cited as an Instance of this. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fi«. i.— Dress of Blue and W fiite Striped Linos for a 
Girl. —Tho petticoat is tmtrimmed, but tiro white linos over¬ 
dress is ruffled with the blue and white linos. White hat. 
with blue plume. 

Fio. ii. — Dress op White Pique for a Little Girl.— The 
skirt, tunic, and berthc, are all braided in black. Straw hut, 
trimmed with field-flowers and black velvet. 

Fio. hi.—Dress of White Percale for a CniLD.—The 
bottom of the skirt has a bias band of red and white striped 
percale; the low waist is worn over a high, loose waist of 
cambric, made with long sleeves. 

Fio. iv.—Dress of Lilac-Colored Mohair for a Young 
Girl.—T he petticoat is made with three flounces, edged 
with black velvet. Over-dress of white muslin, trimmed 
with ruffling of the same. Straw hat, trimmed with violet. 

Fio. r.— Dress of Green and White Striped Foulaid.— 
The under-skirt is trimmed with two bands of white ribbon, 
each edged with green velvet; tho upper-skirt is scalloped 
and bound with green velvet, and In each scallop is a velvet- 
covered button. Low, square waist, trimmed like the lower 
skirt, ami worn over a thin, white muslin under-watet. 
Chinese straw hat, trimmed with green velvet. 

Fig. vi.—Knickerbockkr Surr of Fawn-Colored Kerst- 
merr for a Boy.—T ho jacket is deep, rounded-off in front, 
and open over a white vest. 


Digitized by i^ooQle 



ADVERTISEMENTS 


COLGATE & CO.’S 

CASHMERE BOUQUET SOAR 
has a navel but very delightful per¬ 
fume, and is in every respect superior 
for TOILET USE. 

Sold by dealers in perfumery and 
Toilet Articles • 


EGAR, how made in 10 hours, without drugs. 
Particulars 10 cents. V. SAUK, Cromwell, Conn. 


KIDDER’S PASTILLES. Villi' 

Price 40c. by mail. Stowlll k Co., Charlestown, Mass. 


WILL THEY WEAR? 

Plaikvxlu, Ct., April 22,1871. 
Mr. E. M. Lay, Agent* Hartford: 

Dear Sir— The Seven Florence Machines bought of you 
more than three years ago have been run regularly, by 
power, from ten to twelve hours a day, by beginners as 
well as by experienced operatives. At a total expense for 
repairs (for the seven machines) of less than five dollars for 
tlie whole time. They often run for months without the 
least alteration or attention. Of all the machines in the 
market for general work give us the 

FLORENCE. 

' pLAmmLE lrra co. 




AVOID tie HOT WORK af PRESERVING! 


Our Jars can be CLOSED MANY TIME8 MORE RAPIDLY and 
'Opened More Readily than any others. The Lids are but one piece 
mul may be used many times, and fit any of onr Jars. Cheaper Prices 
arc additional advantage. TIN TOPS are MOST RELIABLE, and 
not being in contact with, they cannot injure the fruit GLASS LIDS 
WILL V.'ARP in making, and it cannot be entirely prevented or de¬ 
tected. Our “CROWN” JARS with Central Pressure overcome 
many inequalities, and wo recommend them as TIIB BEST GLASS 
LID JARS. But we advise all to 

ASK FOR PROTECTOR JARS. 

If nearest storekeeper cannot supply, write to us for circular and prices. 
We allow Liberal Discount to cover expense. 

COHANSEY GLASS MANUFACTURING CO. 

99 South Seventh Street, Philadelphia. 
M««rfkc<iJr.rt of FRUIT JARS, WINDOW GLASS, BOTTLES AND VIALS. 



RIMMEL’S PERFUMERY 

PARIS, LONDON AND BRUSSELS, 

SOLD BY ALL D RUG GISTS. 

Summer Specialties. 

TOILET VINEGAR, 

Superior to Kan do C(dogno for 
alt Tmlet and Sanitary purposes. 
Purified extract of 

LIKE JUICE AM GLYCERINS, 

For cleansing the Hair and giv¬ 
ing it a beautiful gloss irithout 
greasing it. Fxquisitely cool and 
refreshing. 

Special Representatives for United States. 

EDWARDES & RUSSELL, No. 3K Vesoy Street, N. Y. 

Iladame Toy’s Corset Skirt Supporter 

Is superior to all 
(’or wets for 
Health, Conifort 
and Style. 

I.a dy Agents 
wanted in all 
Northern and 
Western States. 

thI 

PANAMA 
SKELETON 
OORSET 
Is not excelled for Summer Wear. 

Attvolo k Bwvinc,, 56 Lispenard Street, New York; D. 
B. Fid* A Co., Chicago; Agents for the Supporters, 

HARMON, BALDWIN & FOY, 

Sole Manufacturers, New Haven, Connecticut. 





mirs astui oil 

First Premium and Diploma at 
American Institute Fair, 1869 and 
1870, for SAFEST and BEST IL¬ 
LUMINATING OIL. Oil House of 

CHAS. PRATT, N. Y. 
Established 1770. 


E'. cry 6n6y nmsl Have rt. fti THoaorowt.T 
watkr-puoof, protect* clothing, retain* 
linen diaper, avoids pins, permit* circu¬ 
lation of air. Recommended by physicians 
and all mothers whose children nave worn 
them. Made In 4 lixei—j, smallest ; 4 
largest—cxclnrlvuly bvEUREKA DIAPER 
Cd., Ml Broadway, K. Y. Sample mailed 
on receipt of f 1. Sold also by Stewart, 
Clitlin, Lord Si Taylor, Arnold & Constable 
and first-class Infants Clothing, Fancy and 
V v floods Store*. Alii for PURER A PTAPFR; wee thev bear stamp of 
EUREKA PATENT DIAPER CO. Take no other, /gents wanted. 



ALL WOMEN ARE HOT BEAUTIFUL, 

but all may have a pretty complexion and a soft skin by 
the u«*e of Hagnn’s Magnolia Balm. Instead of a face cov¬ 
ered with c-’ar*e Pimples, Sunburn, Moth-Patches, Ac., 6lie 
may possess a pearl-like complexion, the envy of her sox, 
and the admiration of the othor. Its effects are wonderful. 
Nothing so transforms a rustic girl into a city belle ns this 
Balm. It imparts a youthful bloom to the countenano, 
and really makes a lady of 26 appear lmt 18. In connec¬ 
tion with the Balm, use Lyon’s Celebrated Kathairon. the 
oldest, the best and must popular hair dressing In the 
world. It causes the hair to grow luxuriantly, aod pre¬ 
vents it from falling off and turning gray. 
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GET UP YOUR CLUBS I NEW VOLUME WITH JULY NUMBER I 


PETERSON’S MAGAZINE 


^CHEAPEST AND BEST OF ALL.«®Sr 


The July number begins a new volume, affording a good opportunity for persons to subscribe that £n 
not want back numbers. Those , however , who wish back numbers to January inclusive can be supplied. N. B.—Always 
say with what number you wish to begin. 


“ PETERSON'S MAGAZINE ” gives more for the money , and of a better quality , than any other. It contains every 
year, nearly 1000 page?, 14 steel plates, 12 double Bized mammoth colored steel fashion plates, and about 1000 Wixid 
engravings—and all this for only TWO DOLLARS A YEAR, or a dollar less than Magazines of its class 


TERMS—ALWAYS IN ADVANCE. 


1 Copy for one year, 

2 Copies, “ 

3 “ “ 

A “ « 


$ 2.00 

4.00 

5.00 

6.00 


5 Copies, one year, 

6 “ “ 

8 44 41 

14 “ 


$ 8.00 

/and 1 to getter \ Q CA 
V op of t'lut*. ) V'OV 

(^upofCtub^O 12.00 

ri of Cmb!* 1 " ) 20.C0 


PREMIUMS FOR CLUBS! 1 EXTRAORDINARY INDUCEMENTS!! 


To every person gettiug up a Club of two, three, four, five, six, eight, or fourteen, at the above prices, tho 
premium engraving, “Washington at the Battle of Trenton,” will be sent grafts. To persons getting up Club* cf 
five, six, eight, or fourteen at the al>ovc prices, an extra copy of the Magazine, in addition to the premium engraving , 
will bo sent I.v mmittinq, get a Post-Office order, or a draft on Philadelphia or York; if neither or.e of 

these can be had, send Greenbacks, or notes of National Banks. In the latter case, it is best to register your lelUr. 
N. B.—Clubs may begin with either the January or July numbers. Address , Ihst-paid, 

CHARLES J PETERSON. 

Specimens sent gratis to those wishing to get up Clubs. No. 306 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


MSS. SOUTHWOBTH’S NEW BOOK. 

TRIED FOR IIER LIFE.— Third Edition. Evcm/hrxly 
reading and recommending it. TRIED FOR HER LIFE. 
A Sequel to “Cruel os the Grave.” By Mrs. Emma D. E. 
N. SOOTHWOliTH. Complete in one large duodecimo 
volume. Price $1.75 in cloth; or $1.50 in paper cover. 
HANS BREITMANN’8 NEW BOOK. 

HANS BREITMANN IN EUROPE. WITH TWENTY 
NEW BALLADS, containing Breitmann’s Travels and Ex¬ 
periences in Paris, in Belgium, in Holland, in Munich, in 
Germany, in Italy, in Rome, where Breitiuanu Interviews 
the Pope; also Breitmannat a Picnic, and Breitmann as a 
Trumpeter. Every Ballad in this volume will set you in a 
roar, for each one is fully equal, if not superior to “ Hans 
Breitmann’s Party.” With a Portrait of Breitmann on the 
cover. One volume, tinted paper. Price Seventy-five cents. 
HANS BREITMANN’S OTHER BOOKS. 

We have a 7 so just issued nmo and beautiful editions of the 
previous works of “ IIans BkI itmann. Price 75 cents each. 

HANS BREIf MANN'S PARTY, with other Ballads. 
Being the “ First Series of the Breitmann Ballads." 

HANS BREITMANN ABOUT TOWN, and other Ballads. 
Being the “ Second Series of the Breitmann Ballads .” 

IIANS BREITMANN IN CHURCH, with other Ballads. 
Being the “ Third Series of the Beeitmmn Ballads" 

HANS BREITMANN AS AN UIILAN, with other Ballads. 
Being the “ lfourth Series of the Breitmann Ballads .” 

HANS BREITMANN’S BALLADS. 

nANS BREITMANN’S BALLADS are now issued com¬ 
plete in two volumes, bound in morocco cloth, gilt, bevelled 
boards. Price $5.00 a set; or price of Volume Two is Two 
Dollars; or price of Volume One is Threo Dollars. 

VOLUME ONE contains “Huns Breitmann's Party, with 
Other Ballads,” “IIans Breitmann About Town, and other 
Ballads,” and “IIans Breitmann in Church, and other New 
Ballads,” bring the “ First" “ Second” and. “ Third Semes" 
of the “ Breitmann Ballads ,” bound in Morocco cloth, gilt, 
bevelled boards. Price Three Dollars. 

VOLUME TWO contains “Hans Breitmann as nn Uhlan, 
with Other Now Ballads,” and “ Hans Breitumun's Travels 
in Europe, with Other New Ballads,'’ being Vie “ fourth ” 
and “ Fifth Series" of the “ Breitmann B dlads" bound in 
morocco cloth, gilt, bevelled boards. Price Two Dollars. 

•#* Above Books are for sale by all Booksellers , or will 
be smt post-paid on receipt of price by the lbtblishcrs , 

T. B. PETERSON A BROTHERS, 

308 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


A NEW SUBSCRIPTION BOOK. 

TO THE DAUGHTERS AND SONS OF TEMPERANCE. 


SOLD ONLY BY CANVASSERS. 


EXCLUSIVE TERRITORY. LIBERAL DISCOUNTS. 


T. S. Arthur's Great Temperance Stories. 


S IIS NIGHTS 

WITH THE 

WASHINGTONIANS; 

AND OTHER TEMPERANCE TALES. 

BY T. S. ARTHUR. 

Author of " Ton Might* In a Bar Boom.” 

Complete in One Large Roynl Octavo Volume, with Por¬ 
trait and Autograph of the Author, and Eleven largo, full 
page illustrations on tinted paper; contains nearly 6*4 
pages, printed on fine white paper, from large, new. clear, 
and open type, and hound in a handsome and durable man¬ 
ner. Cloth, $3 50; Red Roan, $4.50; Turkey antique, $o.*' 

We offer extra inducements to experienced Agents, Cler¬ 
gymen, Teachers, Students, and energetic Young Men and 
Ladies. The character of the Book and popularity of it* 
author, not only secure the aid of Ministers and the Pres*, 
but the influence of good men and women everywhere. Min¬ 
isters of all denominations will endorse and recommend it. 
A copy of it will be found to bo a welcome visitor to every 
hou*e and cottage in the land. The illustrations and snpe’-b 
binding make it an ornomeut to any home, while the pr:*-* 
is so low as to l»e wathin the reach of every family. stem! 
for canvassers’ circular and special terms. 

Address the Publishers, stating where yon saw this, 

T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS. 

306 Chestnut Street Philadelphia, Pa. 

TO GENERAL AGENT8!!—Write us for terms,and state 
extent of territory that you can work thoroughly aad 

“SM 
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4. 0 ye tears! 0 ye tears! ve relieve me of my pain, 

The barren rock of pride nus been stricken once again; 

Like the rock that Moses smote amid Horeb’s burning sand, 
It yields the flowing water, to make gladness in the land. 

0 ye tears ! O ye tears ! 

5. There is light upon my path ! there is sunshine in my heart, 
And the leaf and fruit of life shall not utterly depart; 

Ye restore to me Ihe freshness and the bloom of long ago, 

O ye tears ! 0 happy tears! I am thankful that ye flow. 

0 ye tears ! happy tears ! 


Digitized by 


Google 


Y % « 
























































































PETERSON’S MAGAZINE 


Vol. LX. PHILADELPHIA, SEPTEMBER, 1871. No. 8. 


THE FATAL QUARREL. 

BY WINNIE WOODBRIDGB. 


“But I say you shall not.” 

“And I say I will.” 

The speakers were husband and wife. The 
former leaned on the mantel-piece, and frowned 
angrily, looking down at the latter as he spoke. 
The wife still sitting by the tea-table, for that 
meal had just been finished, did not glance up, 
as she answered, but went on talking to her 
lap-dog in termB of fond endearment, and feed¬ 
ing it with sugar. 

Yes! they were husband and wife. Seven 
years before, Carrie Dayton, just eighteen, 
freshly freed from the trammels of a boarding- 
school, had launched forth into society, with a 
head full of romantic ideas of love and mar¬ 
riage. There she had met with Harry Aylmer. 
To her he seemed almost a god, so far superior 
to all others, that very speedily she found her¬ 
self thinking more of him than any other ad¬ 
mirer, and listening with beating pulses to his 
manly tones. He was nearing his thirtieth 
year, and was already somewhat world-worn; 
for, being wealthy, he had not been confined to 
the dull routine of a business-life, but had 
roamed the world at large, traveling in all 
lands, tasting every cup of pleasure; but he 
was still very handsome, and his manners in 
society were perfect. Men had envied him, 
women had loved him—and this man had grown 
weary of it all. But under the proud, cold 
smile, was hidden away a warm heart, some¬ 
what crusted over with selfishness, it is true, 
but it was there. And when he met Carrie 
Dayton, he felt that he had encountered his 
fate. To him there was something irresistible 
in her bright freshness and beauty, and in the 
winning gayety of her artless manners. Then 
the polished marble of her fair skin; the golden 
eurls that fell around her shoulders; the bright 
blue eye, full of light, these all possessed rare 
attractions for this man, whose heart had been 
ao long untouched. Day after day found him 

Vol. LX.—12 


at her side, putting forth every effort to make 
himself agreeable. So, after a few brief 
months, they were married, and went forth 
to tread life’s journey together. They traveled 
for awhile, and the young bride, delighted with 
the new scenes opened up before her, was 
hardly conscious of the fact that his will, not 
her wishes, guided and controlled all their 
movements. It was very sweet to obey one 
she loved so fondly. At last they settled in a 
home of their own, replete with every comfort 
and luxury—and life began in earnest. 

Now came the crisis. From early childhood, 
Harry Aylmer had shown himself possessed of 
an iron will, stern and unyielding. Carrie, 
too, had a will of her own. For the first few 
months of marriage it was very pleasant for 
her to have him will for her—and gracefully 
she yielded; but at length the reins were drawn 
too tight, the intense selfishness of the hus¬ 
band became apparent even to Carrie—and 
there began to grow up a.spirit of rebellion, 
on her part, a desire to judge for herself some¬ 
times, and to act accordingly. Matters grew 
from bad to worse. This opposition of wills, 
occurring only at long intervals at first, became 
frequent at last; both regretting it in cooler 
moments, yet neither confessing it to the other: 
he thinking she ought to trust his judgment 
entirely, she carrying ever in her heart a 
sense of injustice done her. 

Those pleasant little courtesies, which serve 
to keep love burning brightly on the domestic 
altar, were by degrees utterly neglected, and 
the lamp of lpve grew dim. After the lapse of 
some three years, however, a beautiful babe 
lay on the mother’s bosom; a bright, wee 
flower, with its amber rings of hair, its pure, 
white skin, and heavenly blue eyes—a very 
miniature of the mother who bore it. Recon¬ 
ciliation ensued, not spoken, but tacitly agreed 
upon. Husband and wife seemed drawn to- 
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getbcr by this little golden link, and while the 
little angel gladdened their home, happiness 
remained. 

But a bitter time came, which should hare 
served' to unite those severed hearts more 
closely. The child sickened and died. When 
the stricken parents bowed over their dead, 
each mentally resolved to be all in all to each 
other, that no shadow should come between 
them; but the lips spoke not of the resolve made 
in their own strength—pride kept them silent. 

As the months passed on, the old spirit re¬ 
vived in each; and now, after a few years of 
wedded life, behold the pair whom “ God had 
joined together,” living in almost constant 
enmity—each heart hardened and cold, never 
a loving word or caress, only silence or up¬ 
braiding. 

So matters stood at the time our story opened. 
The cozy room, with its rich furniture, looked 
very inviting. Nothing was lacking that taste 
could desire, or wealth supply. But the light 
from the glowing fire fell upon the fair face of 
the wife, where discontent lay like a dark 
shadow, while the red lip curled in apparent 
contempt or indifference. A heavy frown dark¬ 
ened the husband's brow; the firm set of the 
lips, and the curve of the dilated nostril, showed 
his excessive anger. 

Mr. and Mrs. Aylmer had been asked to an 
evening party, and both had expected to go. 
But the husband had come home out of humor, 
which he proceeded to vent on his wife, con¬ 
cluding by saying he should not go to the 
party. Mrs. Aylmer, vexed at his manner 
even more than at his words, had replied, 
tartly, that she should go without him. “The 
Invitation has been accepted : we have no good 
season for staying away ; and I, for one, intend 
to go.” 

“ But I say you shall not,” said tho husband, 
pushing his chair angrily back from the tea- 
table, standing up, taking a turn across the 
floor, and then going to the mantel-piece, 
where he stood, as we have described, looking 
gloomily down on his wife. 

“And I say I will,*’ was the retort, as the 
speaker turned away from the table, but re¬ 
tained her seat, and began to fondle her lap- 
dog. This was too much for the husband. The 
cool indifference cut him to the heart. With a 
smothered oajh he flung himself out of the 
room, put on his hat in the hall, and went off 
to his club. 

When the outer door was heard banging after 
him, Mrs. Aylmer rose from her chair, an 
angry light in her eye. 


“I only half meant it,” she said, “but now 
I will go. If he had only asked me to remain 
kindly; if he had said he was sick, or even 
tired; if he had smiled on me, I would have 
staid at home. But 1 will not be ordered.” 

Never had she dressed with more care. 
Never had she looked more beautiful than 
when she entered her carriage to drive to 
the ball. 

After a couple of hours the husband came 
home, for by this time his anger was over, and 
he felt rather ashamed of himself. His rage 
returned, however, when he found that Mrs. 
Aylmer had really gone, for he had persuaded 
himself that, after all, she would remain. “ How 
dare she defy me thus?” he cried, angrily. 
But, after awhile, came calmer thoughts. His 
mind began to wander over past years. He 
dreamed of the bright maiden he bad wooed 
so perBeveringly, and who came to him in all 
her young beauty. The stern face softened 
as the sweet vision came up before him. He 
thbught of the golden head that had nestled 
on his breast, of the blue eyes that had bright¬ 
ened at his approach, of the warm kisses that 
had melted away the ice that had crusted 
around his heart. He remembered bow sub¬ 
missive she had been until he had driven her 
to rebellion by his exacting selfishness. Then 
came to him the memory of their child, and of 
the happy hourB they bad spent watching its 
unfolding beauties. His heart yearned for 
the mother of his babe. Memory, with her 
busy fingers, had unlocked the chambers of bis 
heart, and her softening influence was doing 
its work. 

He began to see, at last, how he had wronged 
and injured the wife he should have cherished. 
He sprang from his seat, and walked rapidly 
to and fro. “This shall be so no longer,” he 
cried. “ I will beg her forgiveness; I will win 
back my darling’s love. She shall lie on my 
heart, as in the olden time.” 

The hour grew late, and he began to wonder 
why she did not return. Opening the door, he 
looked into the deserted street. A strange 
dread stole over him, for nearer and nearer 
came the sound of wheels, driven rapidly. 
Hastening down, as the carriage reached the 
door, he was confronted by a man who sprang 
out, exclaiming, breathlessly, “ Mr. Aylmer, 
if you would see your wife alive, come with 
me.” And forcing the terror-stricken hasband 
into the vehicle, they were whirled away. 

Returning from the party, Carrie Aylmer 
sat alone ip her carriage, not thinking of the 
gay scene she had left, but of her unhappy 
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married life. She was taking to herself much 
blame that she had not been more submissive, 
more forbearing, and wondering if it were too 
late to undo the evil. Tender thoughts of the 
husband, once so dear, were stealing into her 
heart. Suddenly there came a sound of men 
running, the cry of “fire!” the whirr of the 
engine, the rear and plunge of horses, the in¬ 
effectual efforts of the driver to control them, 
then she was thrown violently forward, and all 
was darkness 

When the repentant husband reached the 
side of his wife, death had sealed her eyes 
Some one had lifted her fair form and borne 
it into the nearest house, but medical aid was 
useless, the vital spark bad fled. The injury 
was internal, and not a blemish broke the pure 
white surface of the marble face. 

Carrie Aylmer had never looked lovelier 


i than now, when she lay there in her gala robes. 

\ Her dress of pale-blue silk, with its frost-work 
| of lace and pearls, only madei more pallid the 
5 rounded form, lately so full of life and health. 

\ She had passed away without pain, and very 
| placid was the sweet face, fast growing cold in 
> death 

\ Words cannot picture that Btrong man’s 
* agony He flung himself beside the body, and 
j his voice grew hoarse with pleading for one 
) more look, one single word of forgiveness, 
j Alas 1 none came1 

j Years afterward, a grave was dug by stranger 
j hands, in a far distant land. None there knew 
; that the lonely, broken-heArted man, whose 
\ last resting-place it was, had, when alive, 
1 borne the name of Harry Aylmer, and had 
J spent his days, ever since that terrible night, 
I in vain remorse for that Fatal Quarrel. 
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Scorched and shattered, yet grim, she stands, 

A battle-ship wrecked on the sulph’rons sands; 
The smoko of her torment hides tho sky! 

And the nations gather to see her die; 

And from earth and deep goes up the cry, 

“Ohl Babylon, great Babylon.” 

She sate as a queen in her scarlet fine, 

And the kings and princes they drank her wine. 
And wantouod with her. But now, behold! 

Her pearls are dross; and the feast is cold; 

And her chambers damp with green, grave-mould. 
Oh! Babylou, false Babylon. 

And the merchants afar off, wail—“The great, 
The mighty city is desolate !” 

The Tyre of nations; the mart and den 


Of sorceries fonl: where again and again 
They traded in bodies aud souls of men.** 

Oh 1 Babylon, great Babylon. 

And a voice from heaven was heard, that cried, 
“ Now Qod hath remembered her sin and pride f 
Let her plagues come down in a day, a breath. 
Let sorrow, and hunger, and Are, and death— 
The Lord God Judgcth," the stern voice saith. 
Oh! Babylon, proud Babylon. 

Black and shattered and grim she lies! 

But awful spectres are in the skies. 

Are they birds of prey; or phantoms dreud; 

Of ghosts of nations lost and fled. 

That wail and wail and wail for the dead ? 

Oh! Babylon, great Babylon. 
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Wi say our days are spent in sloth, 

Aud all our deeds are done in sin; 

Yet, careless of the life within, 

Wo cannot shake our habits off. 

And so we form resol vos too weak 
To rous? from rest tin latent Are; 

We lose at last e'en the desire. 

Nor gain the peace that we would seek. 

Tho peace that com* with holy guise. 

And soothes tin weanr, throbbing brain. 

Winn showers, like Snmmer’s sobblug rain, 

Would gather in our misty oyesj 
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The peace that follows days well spent, 
With oft a word of kindly tone 
To grieve sad hearts that grieve alone, 

Aud win them o'er to sweet oontent. 

That follows fresh on loving deeds. 

Or blest forbearance when a foe 
An arrow places In his bow 

To pierce tho heart until it bleeds. 

This heavenly peace, whose reign supreme 
Can mako our passlug moments blest. 
And while we journey toward the West; 

Can make this life more than a dfeam. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Thb rector of Coombe-Ashley raised his eyes 
from the manuscript over which he had been 
poring all the morning, and tnrned his face to 
the door with a half-wearied air of listening 
attention. There was a sound as of light feet 
in the ball below, and he was listening to hear 
if they would pass the parlor, and come up the 
stair-case. Yes, they were coming, for the next 
instant thejr were springing up the old oaken 
stairs with a gay, soft patter, and in a minute 
more they stopped at the half-open door. 

“ May I come in, papa ? ” said a fresh, girlish 
voice. “Or are you too busy? I have some¬ 
thing to tell you.” 

His rugged face softened wonderfully at the 
musical sound, which was the sweetest in all 
the world to him ; but his quiet nature would not 
let his tone express more than simple words. 

“Come in Prue,” he said, and then she en¬ 
tered. 

Such a bright young face as she brought to 
lighten the dim old room, with its piles of 
dingy papers, and shelves of dingy books; 
such a fresh, sweet, bonny young face! Once 
or twice in a lifetime, perhaps, one meets with 
such a face as this little plainly-dressed Prue. 
The big, brown eyes had the innocent, untried 
look of a child’s, the round, white chin, with 
the soft dimple in it, might have been a baby’s; 
the sweet, serious mouth was as tenderly in¬ 
nocent as the veriest child’s on earth. After 
all, of course, she was scarcely a woman yet, 
being little more than seventeen; but still 
there are few girls who preserve that simple 
tenderness of expression even through seven¬ 
teen years. It is quite possible that her 
quaintly quiet life had made the rector’s 
daughter less of a woman than she would other¬ 
wise have been. Making pies and broth for 
sick pensioners, and turning half-worn dresses, 
had been the greatest of her responsibilities; 
visiting the poor of the parish, and occasion¬ 
ally calling in timid state upon her father's 
patroness, Lady Strathspey, the greatest of her 
dissipations. Accordingly, at seventeen, pretty 
Prue Renfrew was as fresh and ignorant of 
worldliness as a child of seven, and as ready 
to be pleased, rfnd as anxious to please, sb few 
children of seven are in this age of civilisation. 
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There was a little touch of excited pleasure 
on her face as she came into the room, and it 
made her look very petty indeed as she pulled 
off her well-worn little, gloves, and unbuttoned 
her little rough coat. 

“Guess who I have seen?” she said at Inst, 
coming behind her father to lean over his arm¬ 
chair. “Just guess, papa.” 

“Who?” he asked, looking up at her with a 
touch of a smile on his reticent Scottish mouth. 
He was a Scotchman, the Rev. David Ren¬ 
frew, and, like most Scotchmen, grave almost 
to taciturnity ; but this one ewe lamb of his 
lonely, hard-working life, was the light of bis 
eyes. “Who was it, Prue?” he asked. 

She shook her brown head with a little 
laugh. 

“Guess,” she said. “Somebody very im¬ 
portant, to us at least; somebody very hand¬ 
some.” 

“Old Donald Ross,” with a dry humor in his 
voice. 

“Now, papa! Somebody very grand. Surely 
you can gue«s now.” 

He shook his head. 

She broke into a sweet little laugh of tri¬ 
umph. 

“ I knew you couldn’t. Well, I have seen— 
my lord.” 

He started a thought nervously. In his 
quiet, restrained wRy he had a nervous, awk¬ 
ward dread of this long-absent patron of his. 

“Not Lord Strathspey?” 

“Yes, Lord Strathspey. He is very grand 
and handsome, papa”—stroking his grizzled 
hair with a timid little sigh. “ The grandest 
person I ever saw, I think.” 

“ Where did you see him ?” he asked. 

“ On the Brae. I had just come out of 
Donald’s cottage, when he passed by. He 
stopped a moment to look at me, I think, for 
he was looking when I saw him first, and he 
bowed to me. I wish I had had my best dress 
on,” naively. “ This one is so shabby,, you 
see.” 

Her father gUnced down at the garment in 
question, and echoed the faint sigh with which 
she had ended her words. 

It was rather shabby, if the truth was to be 
I told. Shabby dresses were no novelty to this 
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pretty young creature, with her innocent vanity, i 
Even the sober browns and grays which usually { 
made up her limited wardrobe, were always j 
turned and furbished until their fictitious new¬ 
ness became more than questionable, and her 
quiet little brown walking-dress was as well 
worn as it wus precise in its neatness. 

It had been a long-cherished hope of this { 
business-like little Prue’s, that Lord Straths 
pey’s return would make matters better; and 
just now her small, brown head was full of it. 

“ I wonder if he will come here to see you 
papa,” she said at last. “ He ought to, you 
know.” 

She had taken a seat then, and having pro¬ 
duced a before invisible work-basket, was 
stitching demurely on a new wristband. 

“I think he ought to, you know,” she went 
on sagely, “ I don’t think he would be doing 
his duty if he did not show some interest in the 
parish after neglecting it so long. Why he has 
not been here since—dear me! since I was 
quite young. For ten years, I should think. 
Has he papa?” 

“No,” with a faint smile. “He was sixteen 
when he left Scotland, and you were seven. 

I doubt if you have ever seen him before, 
Prue.” 

“Yes, I have,” nodding her brown head. 
“I saw him in church once. That was how I 
knew him to-day. I remembered his face. I 
think I remembered it because it is so beau¬ 
tiful. It is beautiful—ever so beautiful,” and 
a soft little blush rose to her checks. 

To tell the truth, Lord Strathspey was some¬ 
thing of a hero to his rector’s daughter. She 
had remembered the handsome, boyish face she 
bad seen in the grand velvet-hassocked pew ns 
something to be admired with a tender sort of 
reverential awe. She had always been afraid 
of Lady Strathspey, and her stately ways; but 
her distant, secret admiration of her young 
hero had something half affectionate in it, in 
spite of what appeared, to her simplicity, his 
grandeur. As she had grown older, her re¬ 
membrance of him had grown fainter ; but it 
had been a remembrance still, and had helped 
her to recognize him when they met, even 
though he bad become a matured man, in the 
prime of life—and the boyish face was lost for¬ 
ever. Then, again, she had heard so much 
about it. The few of his tenantry, who had 
seen him in their short visits to London, had 
brought back wondrous accounts of his grace, 
and learning, and debonair ways. “My son,” 
in Lady Strathspey’s eyes, was almost a demi¬ 
god—a noble young demi-god, to be bowed 


down to, and worshiped, at a respectful dis¬ 
tance by his inferiors. The tenants, who ha $ 
not seen him, had certainly heard of hio| 
enough, for “ my son’s wishes,” and “ his lord¬ 
ship’s plans,” ruled Coombe-Ashley as com¬ 
pletely as any despot’s iron hand, though, of 
course, in a milder degree. It had been a 
great trial to her stately ladyship, the people 
said, that Strathspey had cared so little for 
Coombe-Ashley, and had been so long a 
stranger to it, and a sojourner in foreign lands; 
and it was a great happiness to her, everyone 
knew, that he had, at last, acceded to her 
wishes, and decided to spend, at least the win¬ 
ter, on his long-neglected estate. 

Just now innocent brown-eyed Prue was 
wondering if she should, at last, have a nearer 
view of this hero. Her thoughts were a cur¬ 
ious mixture of romance and practicability. 
Perhaps he would come to the rectory, and 
then, of course, she would be obliged to meet 
him; for, long before bread and butter, and 
short dresses,'were things of the past, she 
had been her father’s help-meet, and the child¬ 
ish mistress of the little brown-gabled house. 
Then, of course, if he was as generous as peo¬ 
ple said he was, he would see how wretchedly- 
paid for the hard-labor of his rector had been ; 

and then- Well, perhaps, it would be easier 

to buy the quiet little dresses and hats, and pos¬ 
sibly a time might come when her own gloves 
and papa’s would not have to be mended so 
often. Having got to this turn of thought, she 
looked up at her father quietly. He had turned 
to the manuscript again, and was working as 
hard as ever. How grave bis face was, and 
how gray he was getting, and how many weary 
hours he was obliged to spend over those dread¬ 
ful books—for the poor pittance had to be 
worked out in more ways than one. 

“Papa,” she said, softly, “don’t yon sup¬ 
pose—” and then hesitated a little. 

He raised his head, as he always did, at the 
sound of her voice. 

“What is it, my bairn?” he asked. “My 
bairn” was the quiet pet name ho had given 
her, from the first mournful hour when he had 
received her from her young mother’s dying 
arms ; and there was something almost touch¬ 
ing in the quaint sound, as it came from his 
grave lips. 

“Don’t you suppose that Lord Strathspey's 
coming home will make a difference ?” 

“ In what ?” 

“ In—well—make a difference to you. Per¬ 
haps he will give you sorao more money,” sho 
said wisely. “He ought to.” 
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“Perhaps he will/* returned the rector, half 
grave, half smiling. “What do you want, 
Prae ?” 

She laid her work down, and came behind 
his chair, clasping her arms round his neck, 
and laying her soft cheek on his grizzled head, 
with an odd little caressing nestle, like a 
baby’s. 

“I want a hundred things,” she said, half 
laughing. “I want a dressing-gown for you, 
and something nice for Jamie Macdonnel, and 
a grand new dress to wear on Sundays. Lord 
Strathspey will be at church, you know, and— 
Well, I believe that is all.” And she ended 
with a face a thought more serious than it had 
been when she began, for she was stricken 
with a sudden recollection of the questionable 
appearance of her best attire. 

“ Couldn’t we manage to do something about 
the new dress, Prue ?” he asked, with an odd 
anxiety in his face, or an anxiety which was 
odd in a man of his kind: but they had held 
these economical consultations* for years to¬ 
gether, and to diplomatize seriously over the 
purchase of the hardly-earned girlish gar¬ 
ments, was nothing new. 

She shook her head with a certain sweet 
gravity. 

“Oh, dear me!” she said, seriously, “wo 
could’nt think of it. You see there are all 
those people to be visited next week, and one 
can’t go without taking them something. Oh, 
dear me, no !” 

He touched her soft brown hair with a re¬ 
gretful sigh. “Poor little bairn!” he said, 
“You have a hard life.” 

She drew’her arms tighter round his neck, 
in a closer caress. 

“No, 1 haven’t,” she said, lovingly. “It is 
you who have the hard life, poor busy darling. 
I’m very happy. I don’t care about Lord 
Strathspey. I dare say he won’t look at me ; 
and,'besides, my dress is not so ugly, after all.” 

But, for all that, when she ran up sairs, 
after dinner, to her pretty white bed-rooin, 
she took the questionable garment out of the 
wardrobe, and reviewed it with some anxiety. 
It was not the dress so much, but she had a 
childish awe of these stately Strathspeys, and 
a childish desire to appear well in their eyes. 

And, in the meantime. Lord Strathspey had 
gone back to the Coombe, with a curiously- 
pleased recollection of a tender, girlish-face, 
and a pair of big, innocent brown eyes, with a 
curious childish sweetness in them. 

He was not a very good man, this Angus 
Lord Strathspey, and, certainly, not willfully a 


bad man ; but, for all that, he was just the 
sort of person to commit a wrong, through the 
careless light-handedness, which was his chief 
characteristic. This very carelessness it was 
which had made him a stranger to his mother’s 
home so long. The foreign lands, in which he 
had spentso many years, had pleased him well 
enough to hold him rover; and, as he had no 
very conscientious scruples on the subject of 
his responsibilities, and was in nowise in¬ 
clined to regard life seriously, he naturally 
made a point—of pleasing himself, l was going 
to say ; but I think I can improve upon the 
phrase, by saying, allowing himself to be 
pleased. The quiet little figure on the hill¬ 
side had pleased him, and the innocent faee, 
and almost childish eyes, had struck him as 
something refreshing. Who did the innocent 
face belong to? He had no distinct recollec¬ 
tion of having seen it before, and yet it seemed 
almost, familiar to him. He broached the sub¬ 
ject to his mother after dinner, when he rose 
to light his segar; and he held a fuse to his 
“weed,” and puffed away enjoyably, as he de¬ 
scribed “the little apparition.” 

“ A little creature”—he said between the 
puffs, “ like a brownie. A pretty child, with 
an innoeent face, and a shabby dress on. Who 
is she?” 

“My dear Angus,” expostulated her lady¬ 
ship, “your child is a young lady. I think 
you must mean little Miss Renfrew, the rec¬ 
tor’s daughter—and she is nearly eighteen 
years old.” 

His lordship laughed. He had a mo si cal 
laugh, by the way, with a clear, refined ring in 
its tone ; but this laugh waB only the least 
of his attractions. 

“Is she?” he said. “She has the face of a 
child of eight. I think I must go and see Ren¬ 
frew.” 

“Angus,” said Lady Strathspey. 

He laughed again; but colored a little, 
nevertheless. 

“What is her name?” he asked. 

“Prudence, I believe,” replied her ladyship, 
gravely; “and I really can’t permit you to 
go and talk nonsense to her, Angus. She is a 
good, contented little thing—as good as she is 
pretty; so the poor people say.” 

Strathspey knocked the ash from his segar 
with a smile. “ She must be good enough, 
then,” he said, with a thrill in his voice. 
“ Those great, innocent eyes of hers are as 
beautiful as an angel’s.” 

He did not say much more on the subject; 
but it was not forgotten, it is certain, though 
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though he did not call at the rectory that week. 
Perhaps his mother’s evident disapproval had 
something to do with it, or, perhaps, his time 
was fully occupied. At any rate, Prue’s de¬ 
mure touches of toilet were lost for a few days 
at least. In her awe of him, she had been 
staidly anxious to be in readiness, and had 
watched the road almost fearfully; but Satur¬ 
day came, and Lord Strathspey had not made 
his appearance. 

But on Sunday, at church, she saw him 
again. She had almost forgotten him, for the 
time being; but, rasing her head, after the 
first prayer, she caught a sudden glimpse of 
the handsome Saxon face, with its clear eyes, 
and the big, golden mustache. He was look¬ 
ing At her, she discovered to her great con¬ 
fusion, and, in her momentary embarrassment, 
the sensitive color mounted even to her white 
temples. Strathspey smiled at the blush, it 
was so undisguised and innocent. This little 
Miss Renfrew was something of a novelty, it 
■truck him ; and the timid brown eyes, with 
the fluttered look in them, were even prettier 
than he had imagined. 

He saw more of the rector’s daughter that 
morning, than he heard of the rector’s sermon. 
The small figure, which seemed almost lost in 
the big square pew, struck him with an odd 
sense of its childishness, and, half uncon¬ 
sciously, he found himself following the soft 
low voice os it sounded the response. Ho 
could not help fancying, with a sort of amuse¬ 
ment, that she felt some qualms of conscience 
on the subject of her first glance, she sat so 
quietly in one corner of the big pew, her 
pretty church-service in her hand, and her 
brown eyes upraised to her father. 

They left the church almost together, it 
chanced, when the service was concluded, and, 
on her way down the aisle, Prue saw the tall 
form before her, and as she passed out of the 
stone-porch, Lady Strathspey turned and 
bowed to her, and then, Strathspey himself, 
turning also, raised his hat with a fair, shapely 
hand, and remained standing for a momeut 
looking after her, smiling faintly. 

During the last week Prue had lived in a 
constant state of over-awed expectation; but, I 
by the middle of the next, as the visitor had ! 
not made his appearance, the feeling wore off, ] 
and she neglected to watch the road altogether. < 
He was not coming, she told herself. Perhaps j 
he did not care to come, and then she drew a ] 
little sigh at the thought of her castles in the ] 
air. She discussed him gravely with Marjory, j 
who was her household general and constant ] 


adviser, aud, next to her father, nearer to the 
innocent young creature’s heart than any one 
in the world. 

“He is very handsome, Marjory,” she would 
say naively, “and very grand; but I think, if 
he had cared about us at all, or about the poor 
people either, he would have called to see papa 
before now.” 

But whether he cared for the poor people or 
not-, he came at last, though it would have been 
useless watching the road for his coming, for 
his visit was the oddest of surprises. 

It was late in the evening when he called, 
and Prue was in the dining-room alone. The 
lamps had not been brought in, for the rector 
was absent, and there was no light but the 
blaze of the fire, which revealed to Strathspey, 
with the opening of the door, the most natural 
little picture he had seen in his life. 

Prue was kneeling upon the hearth, demure, 
in a dusky little home-dreBs; her neglected 
work-basket stood upon the table ; her soft, dis¬ 
ordered hair fell loosely around her half-child¬ 
ish figure, and with the ribbon which had tied 
it, she was teazing a sober gray cat of Mar¬ 
jory's, at whose dignified discomfiture she 
was laughing softly. 

It was rather a difficult matter to meet seri¬ 
ously the horrified face she turned to her - 
visitor, as she started up with Marjory’s fa¬ 
miliar in her arms, when his name was an¬ 
nounced. It seemed so dreadful to her staid 
sense of the proprieties, to be discovered in 
such a position. I have no doubt, that, if she 
might have had her own way, he would have 
found her ready to receive him in all the 
strength of timid decorousness with which 
she tried, poor child, to do honor to her 
father’s calling, and so, no doubt, would have 
impressed him with an amused feeling of 
awkwardness; but now, taken by surprise as 
she was, she only looked wonderfully like a 
pretty child, and met him with the humblest 
little air in the world. In her reverence for 
his magnificence, she almost felt %s if she had 
done him some injury, or annoyed him in some 
manner. 

He advanced to meet her, holding his hat in 
kis fair ungloved hand—a faint smile scarcely 
controllable, even by his self-possession, touch¬ 
ing his lips. 

What a grave offence the little contre temps 
evidently was to her, poor little thing, and 
how pretty her fluttered embarrassment made 
her. 

“Miss Renfrew, I conclude?” he said, ques- 
tioningly, and, on receiving her timid bow of 
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acquiescence, be extended the fair band with 
good-natured unceremoniousness. 

“Iam Strathspey,” he said. “I think we 
know each other a little already, Miss Ren¬ 
frew, and I for one am more than pleased to 
improve the acquaintance.” 

Ilia careless gracefulness of manner set her 
more at ease. It was a peculiarity of bis to be 
easy and unembarrassed on all occasions, and 
it was one of the peculiarities which made him 
always popular. Just new it helped Prue to 
recover her self-possession sufficiently to re¬ 
turn his greeting with the little touch of sober 
dignity which was natural to her. 

She was very sorry that her father was not 
at home, she told him. He would be disap¬ 
pointed. Probably, if his lordship would be 
seated, and allow her to ring for lights, he 
would not be long absent. 

“He had only one or two calls to make, I 
believe,” she added, “and he is never very 
late.” 

Strathspey smiled. The touch of grave dig¬ 
nity pleased him as much as her innocent 
young face had done. Looking down at her 
small figure, he could not help being impressed 
as much as if she had been some child playing 
the serious, oft-repeated game, of being a 
woman. 

“I shall be glad to avail myself of your in¬ 
vitation,” he said. “Indeed, I don’t know 
whether, upon the whole, my visit was not in¬ 
tended for you, Miss Renfrew. 

The brown eyes opened with a serious timi¬ 
dity, which was like distress. What was ho 
going to say ? 

“I haver been a rover so long, you see,” he 
explained, “that I dare say my tenants feel 
that I have neglected them a little. My mother 
tells me that you have been very kind to the 
poor people—quite a Lady Bountiful, in fact, 
and I am anxious to thank you for it, if my 
thanks are worth anything.” 

'She blushed slightly, in her innocent sur¬ 
prise at his praises. She had lived her quiet 
life so wholly for these people, that she had 
never dreamed of being thanked for her labors. 

“ We—papa and I—try to take care of them,” 
she returned, simply; “ but I don’t think I have 
done anything worth thanks. What I do is so 
little among so many, you know,” with a de¬ 
precating upraising of her eyes. 

“What you have done, I cannot sufficiently 
thank you for,” he said, something like a thrill 
of admiration roused by her sweet face. “ Lady 
Strathspey says, you ought to be a reproach to 
my self-indulgence. It is my duty to look 


after these people, she tells me,” smiling a 
little, “ so, as the nearest way out of a diffi¬ 
culty, I thought I would refer to you. If you 
will only promise to tell me what they want, 
Miss Renfrew, and call upon me for any as¬ 
sistance which is required, you will relieve me 
wonderfully. I am not what people call an 
energetic person, I believe, and my responsi¬ 
bilities are too much for me.” 

“I will promise that papa will,” she said, 
with grave naivete, “ and I am sure the people 
will be very thankful. Some of them are very 
poor indeed, and—we are not very rich our¬ 
selves.” 

She had overcome her first awe of him b 7 
this time. She was too thoroughly simply 
girl-like to be conscious for any length of time; 
and, besides, it pleased her so much to know 
that her pensioners were to be well-cared for 
at last. Though it had never occurred to her 
the life she had led, since she had been old 
enough to assume any responsibility, had 
really been a hard one. The work which had 
fallen into her young hands had been never- 
ending, and, in the eyes of any one less sim¬ 
ple and tender, would have appeared the most 
thankless of labor. They were not all plea¬ 
santness, these long rounds of visits to poor, 
ailing, and sometimes not very grateful peo* 
pie ; but poor little Prue had a staid conscien¬ 
tious scrupulousness on the subject of her 
duties, and would no more have thonglit of 
shirking one of them, than of doing anything 
else widely foreign to her affectionate nature. 
Strathspey found this out in the course of the 
evening, and the soft-voiced little creature's 
serious Bense of her responsibilities, almost 
amused him. Her quaint affection for her 
father, was one of these responsibilities, he 
discovered. It was not the commonplace love 
of a commonplace girl; it was something 
more novel—something which was more the 
result of long companionship and trial-sharing; 
and it made her visitor feel that he had come 
upon a new phase of life. 

“You see,” she explained, simply, “We are 
not like anybody else—we are more to each 
other; papa has nobody but me, and 1 ha^e 
nobody but papa.” 

It was difficult to believe his watch, Strath¬ 
spey thought, when he referred to it at last. 
Time had flown so fast, and so pleasantly he 
acknowledged to himself, looking down at the 
girlish face, with its sweet, serious eyes, and 
frame of falling hair, like brown autumn leaves. 
It was a thought odd, too, that an evening spent 
as this had been, discussing broth and blankets. 
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and rheumatic old Women, with a quiet little 
girl, should have pleased him so much; but it 
had pleased him, and his face showed his en¬ 
joyment of it when he shook hands with her. 

“You must let us see you at the Coorabe,” 
he said. “ You are a great favorite of my 
mother’s, Miss Renfrew, and the old place is 
dull enough at present. Heaven knows. Don’t 
forget your charitable promise of assistance 
either, and thank you for the pleasantest even¬ 
ing I have spent for years.” 

When he was gone, Prue went back to her 
favorite seat upon the hearth-rug, and aban¬ 
doned herself to her thoughts, in a flood of ad¬ 
miring happiness. She had seen the hero. 
He had been and gone, and his visit had pro¬ 
bably been the greatest excitement in her life. 
She gave herself up to her admiration entirely. 
She thought of every word he had 'uttered, 
and of every gesture he had made, going over 
his graceful speeches again and again. She 
thought of his handsome face, and his musical, 
indolent voice; nay, even of the crested seal¬ 
ring on his white hand, and the big blonde 
mustache; and, when the rector returned, he 
found her still upon the hearth, resting her 
round chin upon the palm of her hand, and 
gaxing into the fire with softly-flushed cheeks. 

“Oh, papa!” she said, turning as ne en¬ 
tered, “I am so glad you have come. Some¬ 
body has been here to see you, and guess who 
it was—Lord Strathspey.” 


CHAPTER II. 

The Renfrews heard a great deal of Strath¬ 
spey in the weeks that followed. To tell the 
truth, when he had discovered that things 
were not in such bad order after all, and that 
he was not to be troubled with any particular 
abundance of business detail, he was not 
averse to sauntering over his estate on sunny 
mornings, and dropping into the cottages with 
a few pleasant words, or good-natured jests 
for the inmates ; and he was also not averse to 
being listened to, and looked up to, with the 
honest admiration and respect with which the 
good people regarded him. 11 A braW young 
fellow, the laird is,” the most taciturn of them 
said—and it was quite natural that they should 
be so impressed. A certain careless bonhomie 
had been born with, the man, and, together 
with his handsome face, it won people into be¬ 
lieving in him, and taking his good qualities 
for granted. If his experience had bored him 
in the slightest degree, it is quite probable 
that his visits would not have been repeated ; 


not from any real ill-nature, but simply be¬ 
cause his good impulses were of a negative 
order, and he had an easy knack of avoiding 
annoyances; but it so chanced that there was 
a sort of novelty about it, and then it pleased 

his mother, and-Well, shall I tell the truth 

of this man, who was less a hero than anything 
else, and say, that he had a faint amused idea 
that the little creature with the brown eyes 
would hear of his bounteousness, and exalt 
him in her innocent way. 

They had no great wants, these poor hard- 
living, simple people ; and, to a man in his posi¬ 
tion, it was easy enough to supply, here and 
there, their simple meals. So it came about, 
that Prue heard his praises everywhere, and, 
hearing them, listened with a thrill of delight. 

He came again to the rectory, in the course 
of a few days, and, as before, his visit was 
something of a surprise. Prue was in the 
kitchen, ns she often was, making some little 
delicacy for one of her pensioners—the Jamie 
Mncdonnel of whom she had spoken to her 
father. The boy had been a cripple for years, 
and since her very childhood, Prue had re¬ 
garded him as her chief care. She was very 
deeply interested in her work, for it was one 
of her principal characteristics to bo ns earn¬ 
est in a small way over tarts and dusters, as 
< ie was over greater things. Perhaps, in all 
uer life, she had never performed any simple 
action without a certain degree of conscien¬ 
tious thoughtfulness—it was so natural to her 
to be simply conscientious and thoughtful. 
She was so deeply engaged in this case, that 
she almost forgot everything else ; and it was 
not very long before Marjory, arranging her 
master’s room, heard the sweet, quiet voice 
from the kitchen speaking to her. 

“I think they are done now, Marjory. 
Which shelf is the raspberry-jam on, if you 
please ?” 

Marjory laid down her duster, and came 
into the kitchen at once; but, reaching the 
door, she stopped with an expression of scan¬ 
dalized astonishment. 

“Miss Prue!” she exclaimed, “For Gude- 
ness sake!” 

Prue turned her flushed young face from the 
open oven, before which she was kneeling in a 
sober sort of approval of her handiwork, and, 
turning, blushed more deeply than ever at the 
discovery she made. 

Strathspey was standing at the open side* 
door, smiling a little, as if he had discovered 
something new ; but still not without a certain 
appreciation of the novelty in his eyes. 
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There was something almost like apologetic 
appeal in Prue’s face as she rose. 

“Oh, dear!” she said, with unconscious 
piteousness, “I am so sorry; pray excuse me. 
I was making pies, and I did not see you.” 

“Excuse me” he said, laughing in spite of 
himself. “ It is I who ought to ask pardon. I 
could not make you hear, Miss Prudence, and 
I really was obliged to take the liberty of com¬ 
ing round here. I shall have a better appe¬ 
tite for pies in future, however. The old 
nursery rhyme is true, after all, I see— 

* Tho Queen of Heart*, she made some tarts. 

All on a summer day.’ 

May I come in ?” 

“Into the parlor, you may,** she answered, 
• slyly glancing down at her bare, childishly 
white arms, and big apron. “ Not into here, 
if you please. Marjory will show you the way. 
Papa is at home, I believe.” 

He did not remain long enough to add to her 
embarrassment, only long enough to say a few 
•graceful words, and then he followed Marjory ; 
but he remained a sufficient length of time 
—even though it was only a few seconds—to 
intimate to her that his visit was not for her 
father alone, and that he should be disap¬ 
pointed if she did not join them. 

Of course, she could do nothing else. She 
had always assisted her father to receive his 
visitors, and so, in a short time, Strathspey 
turned at the sound of the opening door, to 
see the little figure, in its trim, homely dress, 
enter quietly. 

Her father stretched out his hand to her, 
and drew her to his side caressingly, with the 
old softening of his rugged Scottish face. 

“You have seen my little girl before, my 
lord!” he said. 

Strathspey bowed, his eyes kindling at tho 
sight of the glow of quiet color which rose on 
the girlish cheeks. 

“Prue and I are not like father and bAirn, 
are we, Prue?” said the rector, smiling a 
thought sadly, as he touched her brown hair. 
“ We are something nearer to each ether; but 
X am afraid I make a dull life of it for her 
sometimes, poor child.” 

It was a pleasant morning to Prue. Months 
after she looked back, and wondered if it was 
possible that she had ever been the girl who 
sat at her father's side, listening to the clear, 
indolent voice, and glancing up now and then 
at the handsome face to admire it. He had 
come to discuss some improvements he intended 
making in the church, and there was an eager 
sweetness in her eyes as she took part in the 


conversation. It seemed that Strathrpey ap¬ 
pealed to her as often as to her father; and, 
as to the rector himself, he turned to bis young 
helpmeet, at every «ther word, with as seri¬ 
ous a confidence in her softly-spoken sugges¬ 
tions, as if she had been the oldest inhabitant 
of the parish. “Prue can tell us ; Prue knows 
all about it,” he would say every moment, 
showing that she was an absolute necessity to 
him, as, indeed, she was. Strathspey found 
himself smiling more than once at her, with 
her grave little ways, and the half-childish, 
half-womanly air of protection and advice, 
which seemed so natural to her in her inter¬ 
course with her father. Every man, woman, 
and child, in the place seemed to share her 
thoughtful interest and carefulness. 

“ How did you learn to know all these peo¬ 
ple so Well ?” Strathspey asked her on one oc¬ 
casion, when she had given them a much-de¬ 
sired piece of information. 

“I visit them,” she answered, simply. “I 
am obliged to go to see everybody, you know.” 

“Is it becanse you like to go?” he asked, 
actually almost touched by his fancy of this 
gentle little creature, living her innocent life, 
in such constant loneliness and labor. 

She blushed faintly under his earnest eye, 
and looked down. 

“Sometimes it is because I like to do it,” 
was her naive reply, “ and sometimes it is be¬ 
canse I think I ought to.” 

She was called out of the room by Marjory, 
shortly after this, on the behalf of some poor 
woman, who was waiting for her in the kit¬ 
chen, so he only caught a glimpse of her as he 
passed out; and she looked up from the basket 
she was filling, to bid him a sweet good-morn¬ 
ing ; but he went away with a half-tender 
smile on his lips, and a curious feeling of pity 
for her, and admiration of her kindly, gentle 
ways, filling his mind. 

Prue went back to the room, when she had 
finished her work, and, as she entered, she 
saw her father standing at the window, and 
she fancied that his face had a look of relief 
upon it. She went to him, and clasped her 
hands through his arm, in the quiet carressing 
fashion, which never failed to show itself when 
she was near him. 

“ Don’t you think the people will be better 
for his coming back, papa, dear?” she said. 

“Yes,” he answered. “And we shall be 
better, too, my bairn, or, so he says.” 

I She looked up with a little glow of gratefbl 
relief. 

“ Oh, papa 1 Did he say so really ?” 
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“ Yes,” said the rector “ He tells me that he 
bad never thought of the matter before, until 
he accidentally happened to have his notice 
called to it, and now he wishes to repair the 
wrong he considers has been done me.” 

The big, innocent eyes glared like a little 
child’s, as Prue nestled on her father’s arm. 

“How good he is!” she said, softly. “How 
good he is!” 

And then her sweet gratefulness fell into 
silence, and lay in her heart, the germ of a fair 
flower, to burst, in after days, into passionate 
blooming. 

The life in the brown-gabled rectory was 
a very quiet one, so quiet, indeed, that but for 
her responsibilities, the rector’s daughter 
would have been as completely lost to the outer 
world, as if she had been shut up in seme en¬ 
chanted castle. The rector was often absent, 
and, as little or no company came to the house, 
Maijory and her young companion lived their 
lives almost like ogries and fairy princess. 
But, after this second visit of Lord Strathpey’s, 
a gradual change came about. In the course 
of a few weeks, hardly a day passed without 
the tall, graceful figure lounging up the gravel- 
walk, the handsome, careless face, always 
touched with a sort of amused admiration of 
grave, childish eyes and gentle voice. He 
called on the rector to discuss the improve¬ 
ments he was making on the church ; he called 
on Prue to ask advice; he called to talk to her 
about Jamie Macdonnel, with whom he had 
struck up a sort of friendship; and last, 
though by no means least, he called to while 
away the hours, which, now and then, hung 
heavily at Coombe-Ashley. Why not? The 
innocent little creature touched and amused 
him with her faithful conscientiousness, and, 
truth to tell, sometimes thrilled him not a little 
with her unconscious gravity and tender words. 
He brought her fruit and flowers, too, some¬ 
times—hot-house grapes and nectarines, and 
bouquets of hot-house flowers; and, when she 
thanked him, he would laugh in his careless, 
musical fashion, at her pretty gratitude. 

“ Don’t thank me,” he would say, with a sort 
of indolent enjoyment of her. “ Thank Lady 
Strathspey—her hot-house furnishes them, not 
mine, Miss Prue.” But once he added sud¬ 
denly, “No; thank me. I believe I must 
claim your thanks, after all, even if I don’t de- i 
serve them. They are so sweet to me.” And 
Prue stopped, with a swift beat of her child¬ 
ish heart, and looked up at him gravely, and 
then looked down, the soft color creeping up¬ 
ward, even to the folds of her brown hair, 


i No one had ever uttered such words to her 
before; no one had ever smiled down into her 
eyes with the tenderness which touched this 
fair, handsome face, and she remembered ihe 
words, and dreamed over them with a child¬ 
like. thrill of happy wonder at their meaning. 
It never occurred to her that they were care¬ 
less words, carelessly uttered. 

Strathspey had smiled to himself, in his 
amusement at her blush and gravity As I 
said at first, he allowed himself to be pleased, 
and the poor, ignorant child was pleasing him. 
He never paused to think where he was lead¬ 
ing her to, he never asked himself what the 
result would be. It was enough that the days 
were dull at the Coombe, and that the rector’s 
daughter made them pass less heavily. 

“The little innocent!” he said to himself, as 
ho sauntered home that evening. “ How sweet 
she looked! How sweet she is really ! She 
almost looked as if she believed me. I wonder 
if she did?” 

But she had believed him seriously and ten¬ 
derly enough. How could the poor, earnest, 
conscientious, truth-telling child do otherwise. 
Her old pleasure in his kindness was growing 
slowly into something newer and deeper. She 
never tried to fathom it—she was not woman 
enough for that; she only thrilled, and glowed, 
and dreamed, as if she had been a very child, 
reading a strange story, dwelling on every 
word, and forgetting that an end must come. 

Her tell-tale face, with its blush, and droop¬ 
ing eyes, brought him again and again. A 
girl of seventeen, who was so thoroughly un¬ 
read in worldliness, as this young creature, 
was a novelty to him, even though he had seen 
women of all countries and orders. Her grave, 
softly-spoken, “ My lord,” gave him a vague 
thrill of pleasure, every time it was uttered, 
it sonnded so like the sweet speech of a child. 
In time, the people who knew them, began to 
watch for the two figures, passing together, tfie 
handsome head bending low over the little 
straw hat, as they walked, for it rarely hap¬ 
pened that she went out without meeting him 
somewhere or other. Sometimes it was upon 
the moor, with his rifle in his hand, and his 
game-bag slung over his shoulder; sometimes 
it was sauntering through the lanes, with a 
rather bored expression on his face, and some¬ 
thing like a wearied frown knitting his white 
forehead; but, wherever he was, or however 
intense the boredom had been, he never failed 
to brighten when he spoke to her. Sometimes 
he walked on a little by her side, talking grace¬ 
ful nonsense to her, and watching her bsight, 
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serious little face. It was so easy to talk 
graceful nonsense to her, and so easy to bring 
that grave, shy silence upon her, which amused, 
even while it touched him. Her very sim¬ 
plicity of belief was her great charm for him. 
It was such a refreshing, curious thing to 9 ee 
her droop her brown eye9, over the old plati¬ 
tudes, which other women would have laughed 
at, for the reason that they had heard them a 
hundred times before. But Prue had not heard 
them a hundred times before—she had not 
even heard them once. She had read of such 
things, perhaps, in the one or two quaint 
novels she had met with in her father’s library, 
and the men who said them had always been 
terribly in earnest in their love-making. How, 
I ask, could she be anything but sweetly sori- 
ous, when this hero of hers, who was, in her 
eyes, the most magnificent of created beings, 
told her that his happiest hours were spent at 
her side, and that she helped him from the 
boredom of Coombe-Ashley, when nothing else 
could. So it went on, and she listened nnd be¬ 
lieved, and wondered that her romantic hap¬ 
piness was not a dream; and, looking up at 
him, and seeing with her own truthful, igno¬ 
rant eyes, saw no further than the careless, 
smiling lips, and graceful speeches. Her 
father, full of his labors, and blindly uncon¬ 
scious, only saw that the sweet face was grow¬ 
ing sweeter, the soft voice softer, and the gen¬ 
tle, tender ways more winning every day, and 
so was content in her happiness. She never 
returned, after an absence, without stopping 
in his room for a few minutes; but thinking 
of her only as the “ bairn” he had cherished 
in his sad heart, and carried in his arras, it 
never struck him as singular, that she rarely 
came in without mentioning his patron’s name. 
44 1 saw Lord Strathspey, papa, dear,” she 
would say. “ He was at Donald Ross’s.” Or, 
sometimes, “ Who do you suppose I met on the 
Brae? His lordship; and he told me to tell 
you that he would call to see you to-night, 
about the church, if you were at liberty.” 

Now and then, instead of bringing his 
flowers himself. Strathspey sent them by one 
of the servants of ihe Coombe, and, in that 
case, there was always a graceful message, or 
a dashing note, stamped with his crest of a 
gray falcon, and signed, 44 Your friend, Strath¬ 
spey.” And, on one of these occasions, the 
rector looked up from his sermon, after the 
door had closed upon the messenger, to see 
Prue standing at the window, with the gravest 
of young faces, the flowers in one hand, the 
open note in the other. 


“What is it, my bairn?” he asked. 

She turned with a little start, not coloring, 
only looking a shade more thoughtful than was 
even usual with her. 

44 1 was only thinking,” she said. 

44 Of what?” he asked again. 

A tinge of color rose into her cheeks then. 

44 1 hardly know, papa,” she said, softly. 

Perhaps it was the only time she had con¬ 
cealed anything from him in all her life; nay, 
I am sure it was, but it was not so easy, in her 
girlish ignorance and uncertainty, to tell him 
that she was dreaming over the note she held 
in her hand. 

44 Coombe-Ashley is boring me again, Miss 
Prue,” her hero said, 44 so I send you a bouquet, 
as a herald of my intention to throw myself 
on your mercy for the hundredth time. I 
wonder if you care enough for me, to wear a 
cluster of these white fuchsias in your hair to¬ 
night. Strathspey.” 

She put the flowers into her prettiest vase, 
with the tender silence upon her. It was too 
much for her, poor child, this careless, 44 1 
wonder if yon care for me enough,” over which 
—if she had only known the truth—the writer 
had smiled at his indolent fancy of how the 
little thing would droop her shining eyes over 
it, and flush in her loveable, half-frightened 
way. 

She dreamed of it through all the day, and, 
when night came, she went up to her room to 
dress, and, when she had finished, looked at 
herself in the glass, as she had never looked 
at herself before. The new dress had come in 
its good time ; but it was not a very grand one, 
though really the brightest she had ever worn, 
being a gay little tartan plaid, almost coquet¬ 
tish in its brilliancy of color. It was wonder¬ 
fully becoming, too—the very contrast neces¬ 
sary to her brown eyes, and snowy skin; and 
the knot of scarlet ribbon in her hair was 
almost artistic. It was not much of a toilet, 
after all; but when, after fastening the droop¬ 
ing white fuchsias in the ribbon, she stepped 
back from the mirror, to look at herself, I 
think it quite probable, that there was not a 
woman in the land who might not have envied 
the pure, sweet, dark-eyed face of the rec¬ 
tor’s little daughter. 

When Strathspey came, the parlor was 
bright with fire and lamp-light, and, in the 
rector’s chair, the slender young figure waited 
patiently. Such a face as it was which turned 
toward him—softly bright—expectant; every¬ 
thing, yet still sobered, as it always was, 
with that touoh of innocent gravity and ra- 
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serve, which always seemed like an uncon- “Did you wear them because I asked you 
scious shadow of her father's deeper reticence, to do so ?” he said 

“Papa was obliged to go out,” she began, ; She did not blush as he had expected she 
with a faint little effort at self-possession would; nay, her face was almost pale, he fan- 
“He was very sorry, and be told me to apologize ; cied, and she did not look up at him even— 
to you.” And there she stepped, for the hand- only answered lowly and softly like a child, 
some eyes were smiling her down with their “Yes, my lord ” 

glow of tender pleasure. He went back to his seat smiling. Had Lady 

Inwardly, Strathspey was rejoicing in the Strathspey been right, in saying that he muBt 
absence which Prue had thought required an not talk nonsense to her. What would her 
apology. The bright room, and the soft voice, ladyship say if she heard his pretty speeches? 
would be more enjoyable without the grave For a moment he was not quite comfortable, 
face looking on. He took his seat near her, ; through a vague feeling, that perhaps this in- 
with a certain sense of novel enjoyment of his nocent amusement of his was not so innocent 
position. He wanted to talk to her, to please after all. Still, there are few men who would 
her, and make her show her pleasure in her have found it easy to resist the temptation, 
simple way; he wanted to see the big, dark- and Strathspey was not one of them. The 
brown eyes fill with that fluttered, tender 
timorousness, and he addressed himself well 
to his werk. It was so easy to please her, 
poor little thing, and it was so easy to make 
himself a hero and a demi-god in her ignorant j He paused at the door, as he bade her good- 
eyes; and, besides, her grave, believing igno- \ night; and, as she waited in her shy, silent | 

ranee was sufficiently refreshing to him to j way for him to relieve the fingers he held, her t 

throws novel grace into his manner of de- > upraised speechful eyes tempted him once 
scribing old scenes, which, but for this sense J more. Such a soft, slender little hand as it was 
of their being so new to her, would have been > to hold—such a soft, slender, fair little hand! 
worn out and threadbare. \ “ Is there a spell upon the room, that I never 

He did not speak of the flowers at first; but ( want to leave it,” he said, half-jestingly, half- 

St was not very long, before rising from his j tenderly, “ or is it that you always make me 
seat to get a book from a side-table, he stopped j so happy ?” And then with his good-night, 
Dear her chair, and touched the white cluster j he raised the fair, little hand to his lips, and 

with his hand. i kissed it. (to be continued.) 


faint impression was as soon dead as born, and, 
the next moment, he was smiling at her blushes 
again, and making fresh speeches, more gallant 1 
and careless than he had ever uttered before. j 


COMB SING OF LOVE! 

BY W. BBirXTON. 


Come, sing to me of sterling love, 

A wild and gladsome strain; 

To fall like sunshine from above, 

That dances on the main; 

To fall and play within my soul, 

In feelings deep and strong; 

Till all the golden billows roll 
To love's majestic song! 

Come, sing of some heroic maid, 

That saw congenial heart; 

And though his path in darkness laid, 

She could not, would not part; 

Bnt still with constant care was true, 

And after struggle* long, 

Was joined to him, with honor due; 

Come, sing this love in soug! 

Come, sing the freedom, wealth, and worth 
That love alone can give; 

Unfold the heaven o’erarching earth, 
Where loving spirits live. 

1 VoL LX.—13 


Oh! tell the (ale, till hearts are fired, 

To crush unfaithful wrong; 

And by the sense of love Inspired, 

Delight in true love's song I 

Come, sing the tears, the sighs, and groans, 
Neglected love has known; 

Detail the sad, heart-rending moans, 

When love from earth has flown; 

And break oar cold, unmanly pride, 

Reveal love’s angel throng; 

And teach ns faith, where we deride, 

By love’s melodious song. 

Nay, sing no more, my heart is sad, 

It cannot bear the strain; 

And yet I trow, ’tis truly glad. 

That such pure lovee remain! 

Oh, yes ! true love still blesses all, 

Who fear to do it wrong, 

And list to hear its gracious call— 

Its everlasting song! 


/ 
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BY DAISY VBNTNOB. 


Shb sat there in the window, with her pretty 
hands clasped idly in her lap, the soft Sep¬ 
tember sun throwing a golden ray on her 
bright hair; sat thinking, and calling herself 
all manner of epithets, of which “ insane” was, 
perhaps, the mildest. And yet, lookiug at 
Sophy Schuyler’s arch, lovely face, you would 
have thought him a fortunate man who could 
call that wistful, troubled smile into the gray 
eyes which filled their liquid depths just then. 

“ It’s all in a tangle,” thought Sophy; which, 
being, translated, meant that she was partly 
engaged to* one man, and awaking to the con¬ 
sciousness that she was growing rather too 
deeply interested in another. In stories, the 
heroines have a marvelous way of slipping out 
of such dilemmas; but the girls in real life are 
apt to find them more serious matters, and this 
particular girl had contrived to place herself 
iu a most unfortunate position; for Vaughan 
Hesketh, the unlucky man to whom she fancied 
she owed allegiance, was an artist, and poor, 
while Owen Nugent was a wealthy bachelor j 
whom half the girls in town were crazy about, j 
Of course, this was reversing the order of 
things. Sophy ought to have clung to her poor 
suitor, and disdained the wealthy one; but, 
alas! she was possessed with quite a contrary 
demon; and iC happened in this wise. 

Sophy was an orphan, perilously pretty, and 
destined to be the heiress of a very rich old 
grandfather, who vainly endeavored to keep 
her in order, and frowned darkly over his gold 
spectacles upon all her lovers. I am sorry to 
say that aunt Cynthia, grandpa’s sister, and 
some fifteen years his junior, abetted her will¬ 
ful little niece in half her naughtiness; and, if 
it had not been for the good lady’s very cul¬ 
pable sofL-beartedness in the present instance, 
Sophy would hardly have gone so far with 
Vaughan Hesketh. 

Aunt Cynthia and Sophy had come up to 
Catskill quite early in the season, and among 
the guests at the boarding-house where they 
were located was this artist. Hesketh was 
very handsome; then he understood the world 
and women better than most men, and had 
fascinating manners, and great, mournful eyes, 
with a poetical way of expressing himself that 
did him good service; and finding this young, 
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fresh girl, (with an aroma of grandpa Schuy¬ 
ler’s fortune about her,) picturesque and pretty 
enough for a “study,” he proceeded to study 
her in another way, and played the role of a 
man wearied, misappreciated, and lonely— 
wouldn’t she just try to comfort and console 
him a little, poor fellow! 

Sophy was too much of a novice in that style 
of game to accept it in any way but au pied de 
la lettre; she began to pity him, (which was 
exactly what he meant her to do,) and then— 
j and then—oh ! the old story. She worked her- 
I self up into a perfect fever over his imaginary 
j woes; she spent two sleepless nights for fear 
he didn’t love her; and, finally, when the decla¬ 
ration came, and he made an artistic and pic¬ 
turesque scene over it, to her intense bewilder¬ 
ment, Sophy was not half as happy os she had 
imagined she would be. 

Aunt Cynthia had gone over to the enemy; 
that is, she had been as much bewitched as 
her niece with Hesketh’s beautiful eyes; and 
she petted Sophy, and kept all her treoi«r about 
grandfather’s objections to herself. What 
grandpa would say to this penniless artist— 
who, although he moved in very good society 
in town, gave but a very sketchy account of 
himself when the poetry and romance were 
sifted out of the story—what grandpa would 
say lay heavily upon Sophy’s conscience; and 
the weight of that question did by no means 
diminish when Owen Nugent appeared one 
morning, fresh from a walking tour abroad, 
and armed with a letter of introduction to aunt 
Cynthia from no less a personage than grandpa 
Schuyler himself. 

In personal appearance the two men were 
widely dissimilar. Nugent was not near as 
handsome a man as Ilcsketh; but there was 
something better than mere beauty in the 
broad, white forehead, and the frank, blue 
eyes that met your’s so clearly; and his phynq*e 
was certainly superb. He towered half a head 
above most of the other gentlemen in the house, 
and, like most very large, powerful men, his 
manner toward women was peculiarly gentle 
and deferential. And Sophy, little, bewitching 
Sophy, with her yellow hair, and lovely, child's j 
eyes, had attracted him curiously from the | 
very first. 
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There was another essential difference be¬ 
tween the two men. Hesketh sentimentalized 
over his “sad story,” which, between our¬ 
selves, was a clever adaptation of the last 
French novel he had read into real life; but 
Nugent really had a history, although it was 
never spoken of. The summer roses bloomed 
above a little grave where, years ago, he had 
buried the love of his boyhood; and even now, 
it was some faint, shadowy resemblance to the 
sweet-faced New England girl, that brought 
the softest tones in his always musical voice, 
when he spoke to Sophy. But it is only the 
ordinary way of the world to be caught by 
outside show and glitter; that Sophy’s un¬ 
sophisticated eyes were dazzled by it is not to 
be wondered at. 

Sophy would have gone on sometime longer, 
probably, in a vague state of discontent and 
uneasiness, scolding herself because Vaughan’s 
society did not give her unalloyed pleasure, if 
Florence Cochrane had not come to Catskill, in 
all her radiant, successful beauty, fresh from 
a score of.triumphs at Newport. Miss Coch¬ 
rane was a belle of several years standing, 
and understood herself, as the phrase goes, 
thoroughly; that is, she had accidentally heard 
of Owen Nugent’s return from Europe, and his 
presence at Catskill—and nothing but moun¬ 
tain air would content the beauty after that 
intelligence. So her obedient mamma gave a 
mild assent to the plan; and Florence, conscious 
beauty as she was, had never looked hand¬ 
somer than when she walked out on the piazza 
the evening of her arrival, and renewed her 
former acquaintance with Nugent, as he was 
walking up and down with Sophy's hand on 
his arm. 

For two weeks past Florence had posed, 
smiled, and angled for the golden prize, while 
Nugent seemed provokingly unconscious of 
the entire proceeding. To be sure, he was 
with her half the time, (it would have been a 
difficult matter to avoid her without undue 
rudeness,) and Sophy, missed his little atten¬ 
tions, and wondered why it gave her an odd 
twinge of something she had never felt before, 
when she saw him playing chess with the beauty 
every evening. And to-night, as she satin the 
window, she was speculating whether Vaughan 
'would engross her all the time upon the trip 
which they were expecting to take up the 
mountain next day; or if—and here Sophy 
blushed alarmingly, and went away from the 
window, to nestle a cluster of roses in her 
blonde hair. 

She came down to tea looking very bewitch¬ 


ing, in her fresh, girlish loveliness, and found 
Florence singing, “ Non ti Scordar ” exquisitely, 
while she looked naively up into Owen Nugent’s 
face. 

“Sophy!” and aunt CynthiA looked a trifle 
discomposed. “I have had a letter from 
grandpa.” 

“Yes;” and Sophy stretched out her hand 
for it with the laziest little yawn imaginable. 
Hesketh stooped over the back of her chair. 

“No bad news, ma belle,” he said, in an 
undertone. 

“Why,” and Sophy’s face was a reflec¬ 
tion of aunt Cynthia’s perplexity, “grandpa’s 
coming himself. Dear me! what a new idea! 
I never knew him to exist without Dr. Gray 
for a week.” 

And then the blood rushed up into her face 
as she remembered her dilemma, and how 
dreadfully gruff grandpa’s voice could be when 
he was displeased. Hesketh saw the Color, and 
divined what called it up, and set himself to 
quiet her with a fine tact that eased her in 
spite of herself. And yet, with a dash of self¬ 
contempt, Sophy found that she was covertly 
watching the pair by the piAno, and even felt 
thankful when the tea came, and effectually 
broke up the tete-a-tete. 

The mountain party assembled early the 
next morning, but they did not get off without 
several secret heartburnings. Hesketh, very 
much to his annoyance, fouud that he was, as 
it were, obliged to go in aunt Cynthia’s wagon; 
and that much-enduring lady was separated 
from Sophy, and compelled to matronize Flor¬ 
ence and Aunot Osborne, a very tall, afcilow 
young woman, whose rather too easy manners 
were forgiven, because of her papa’s millions 
down in Wall street. And Sophy being, un¬ 
happily, wedged in between Mrs. CochrAn and 
a priggish Bostonian, named Clay, became 
more resigned to her situation when Owen 
Nugent climbed up by the driver, directly be¬ 
hind her. 

The day was a superb one, and the party 
arrived at their destination in due course of 
time, and concluded to take a stroll before 
dinner. And they drifted off in twos and 
fours, with exasperating disregard of their 
chaperones, until those good ladies finally 
went back to the piazza for a quiet gossip, and 
left the young people to wade through the 
mazes of their several flirtations *s pleased 
them best. 

Hesketh was a good deal piqued with Sophy 
for her innocent gayety on the way up. Every 
time her blithe, girlish laugh echoed down the 
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path, he chose to feel personally aggrieved 
because she could be merry when any one but 
himself was beside her; and therefore, when 
she lingered a little, and looked rather wist¬ 
fully up at him as they started forth from the 
hotel, he pretended not to see the glance, but 
went on flirting with Aunot Osborne. Aunot 
admired the handsome artist, and was privately 
exulting at drawing him away from Sophy— 
so the pair pursued their ramble very con¬ 
tentedly. And, somehow, Sophy dropped be¬ 
hind, and Mr Clay was more of a prig than 
ever, she thought, when she saw Florence’s 
blue feather disappear in the distance, with 
Nugent in attendance. 

The party got separated, of oourse, and 
Sophy artfully contrived to send Mr. Clay back 
with a message to aunt Cynthia, and then she 
strayed on alone, and very narrowly escaped 
coming to serious grief. She was going along 
the edge of a lovely little ravine, pausing now 
and then to admire its beauty, when suddenly 
somebody said, just behind her, 

“ I penny for your thoughts, Miss Sophy.” 

The voice startled her, she stepped on a 
round pebble, which turned treacherously 
under foot; she felt herself falling—gave a 
gasping cry—and then oblivion! 

A warm hand olasped hers as she trembled 
back into consciousness. 

“ My dear child!” Owen Nugent’s voice was 
a tritlc unsteady. “ Are you hurt by my terri¬ 
ble carelessness?” Sophy essayed to stand 
upright. 

“ I believe I felt a little faint,” said she, the 
color rushing back to the pale face as she 
realized against whose shoulder she leaned. 
“How shall we ever get up, Mr. Nugent?” 
He smiled. She had, fortunately, escaped the 
rocks, and landed on a little green ledge, un¬ 
hurt ; they were about midway, and the ascent 
was not very great. 

“ I think I could carry you up,” he said, 
quite gravely. “You are not a very great 
’‘•-•ight, you know.” She laughed. 

“No; but I think I will try to climb it with 
your assistance?” and she put her hand in bis 
with a child’s simplicity. They were full ten 
minutes climbing, however, for Nugent would 
not let her go fast, and watched her steps with 
such solicitude that her varying color came 
and went more fitfully than ever. By-and-by 
they reached the top. 

“ I don’t know what I should have done 
without you,” Sophy said, with a shy, happy 
glance, that utterly upset his discretion. “ I 
wish I could thank you properly.” 


“Do not,” he said, softly; then, quite ab¬ 
ruptly, “ Will you solve a problem that 1 have 
been asking myself all the morning? Do you 
think, in time, I could make you love me?” 

Every particle of color died out of the lovely 
face. “ Mr. Nugent!” and shft burst info tears. 

“ My dear child! have I frightened you ?” he 
asked, a pained look crossing his face. 

“No! yes!” she answered, vaguely, terrified 
because of a guilty throb of joy in her heart, 
which she instinctively felt ought not to be 
there. 

“Oh! you don’t understand! What would 
Vaughan say?” 

“Have you given him a right to say any¬ 
thing?” Nugent’s tone was sterner. 

“I—at least he would think he had,” she 
faltered out, feeling utterly wretched. 

“ My dear!” he touched the little, cold hand 
with his lips. “ Do not look so troubled. I 

must not lose your friendship-” He broke off 

abruptly. There stood Hesketh and Florence. 

“Truants! We have had such a hunt fer 
you!” cried the beauty, with an angry sparkle 
of her eyes. Hesketh slipped Sophy’s hand 
within his own. 

“How dared that- man kiss your hand!” he 
said, in a wrathful undertone, as they followed 
the others. 

“Vaughan!” 

“Oh, my love ! do not you desert me! 1 have 
no one left in the wide world to care for me if 
you do.” 

And Sophy felt miserably guilty, and de¬ 
scended into the valley of humiliation, and 
Vaughan talked desperate stuff, and persuaded 
her (and himself very nearly) that she was his 
sole hope of redemption, while his thoughts, 
carrying on the double train that they often 
do, were busy speculating whether Sophy 
Schuyler, with her Carlo Dolei face, and pros¬ 
pective fortune, was as rich a prize as sallow 
Aunot Osborne, with half a million already her 
own. And for the rest of the day his mind ran 
upon a certain old proverb, which demonstrates 
the superiority of a bird'in the hand, with curi¬ 
ous pertinacity. 

“ What in the world have you been about, 
Cynthia?” asked grandpa Schuyler, the next 
morning, as he sat- in his easy-chair on the 
piazza, and watched the party of young people 
at a little distance. “I sent Sophy off to get 
a few roses in her cheeks, and I’ll be hanged if 
I see any improvement in that respect.” 

“ Why, brother,” said poor aunt Cynthia, at 
her wits’ end, “ Sophy is perfectly well, and 
enjoyed herself very much.” 


Digitized by 


Google 


j 



CURED BY AN EARTHQUAKE. 


189 


“Hum!” said grandpa, reflectingly. Sophy’s 
tears and misgivings of the previous day did 
make her rather pale that morning; but when 
the old gentleman called her, she came and 
stood behind her aunt with cheeks whose grow¬ 
ing blushes he certainly eould not complain of. 

“Sophy, who is yonder handsome fellow in 
the Vandyke style—the one who seems smitten 
with that saffron colored young woman?’* 

“ Aunot Osborne ? Oh! you mean Mr. Hes- 
keth, grandpa. Shall I bring him here, and 
introduce him? He has painted a water-color, 
which I think would please you.” 

Grandpa’s quick, restless blue eyes, saw a 
good deal more than Sophy dreamed they did 
in that face of hers, and Vaughan had to bring 
his utmost gravity to aid him in the stern 
scrutiny that he felt he was receiving. But 
grandpa treated him with fine, stately courtesy; 
praised his water-color with a delicate appre¬ 
ciation, that pleased the artist; told him a racy 
story or two, and an old-time anecdote of Sir 
Joshua Reynolds—and read him at a glance! 

Poor aunt Cynthia! When grandpa went to 
his room for his nap, he cross-examined her 
mercilessly, and involved her in a mass of con¬ 
tradictions before she half realized the fact. 
But, for some singular reason, Sophy did not 
receive the lecture, or questioning, which her 
guilty conscience told her she deserved; and 
the only remarkable thing which transpired 
that afternoon was, that grandpa took quite a 
stroll (for him) down the village-street, lean¬ 
ing on Owen Nugent’s arm, talking animatedly 
all the time. And when Sophy gave him her 
good-night kiss, the old gentleman pinched her 
pretty pink ear, and told her, in an odd, gruff 
voice, that she was a “simple little goose,” 
and that he should take her back to town 
shortly. 

But the next day grandpa was attacked by a 
most untimely tit of the gout; and Dr. Gray was 
sent for in haste, and prohibited his stirring 
for a week, at the smallest calculation. And 
Hesketh played his double game of devotion to 
Sophy and Aunot Osborne very skillfully, while 
Florenoe engrossed most of Nugent’s time, ex¬ 
cept the rare moments when he slipped away 
from her to perform some kindly, unobtrusive 
act for Sophy. And, between grandpa’s growls 
and her sleepless nights, Hesketh’s passion for 
melodrama, and Nugent’s protesting tender¬ 
ness, Sophy was growing a ghost of her former 
lovely self. 

The weather, for some days, had been eccen¬ 
tric, to the dire bewilderment of all weather- 
prophets. Such stifling hot mornings for Oc¬ 


tober, and torrents of rain at nightfall, with 
mists and damps at all hours of the diiy. 
Grandpa swore at the atmosphere as being the 
cause of his gout, and the company caged up 
in the house, groaned dismally, and began to 
talk of a flight to town. Therefore, when Sun¬ 
day morning dawned without an actual storm, 
people congratulated themselves, and declared 
their intention of going to church, and being 
pious, regardless of the dull, heavy air. 

Sophy was late, and when she came down at 
la9t, she hurried Hesketh off down the hill, and 
got into church after service had begun. The 
little edifice was very full, and she walked 
hesitatingly up the aisle, feeling grateful when 
Nugent’s hand quietly opened a pew-door next 
his own for them, and she sunk down into a 
corner farthest away from Hesketh. Florence's 
blue feather nodding in front of her, beside 
Nugent’s broad shoulder, distracted her atten¬ 
tion for awhile; but when the choir of lovely 
voices joined in a chaunt, (they were a party 
of musical amateurs from the hotel, not singers 
indigenous to the place, reader mine,) solemn 
and subdued as the music was* Sophy’s head 
drooped forward between her hands, and she 
began to weep softly. . Sitting there, phe real¬ 
ized with a sudden flash of self-understanding, 
that Bhe could not, must not marry this man, 
who had so bewitched her girlish senses. Could 
she ever stand in a holy place like this, and 
give him the most solemn vows that can be 
spoken? Sophy shivered, and grew faint at 
the bare thought. No, she would not bear it 
another day; she would tell Hesketh to-night, 
and then, if he wasn’t generous enough to re¬ 
lease her, she would confess the whole matter 
to grandpa; his wrath was better than the bur¬ 
den of a secret engagement to & man whom she 
was beginning to realize she did not love. 

Suddenly, the church seemed to grow darker; 
the gaslights on the altar quivered ; the ground 
beneath her feet shook violently, and the walls 
seemed to totter at their very foundation. The 
music ended in a prolonged shriek; people 
sprang to their feet; women screamed and 
fainted; and everybody rushed into the aisles, 
crowding and crushing each other in their 
panic. Had the end of the world oome? What 
was about to happen? Sophy’s soul rushed 
to her lips in onfe agonized shriek, 

“Owen! Owen! Where are you? Oh, come!” 

Hesketh, with the frantic terror which some¬ 
times seizes men in an unknown danger, was 
far in advance of the struggling crowd in the 
aisle; but Sophy’s light form was lifted from 
the seat, and a voice said, tenderly, 
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GIVE ME REST! 


“My own darling! It is a slight earth¬ 
quake—trust me!” 

Sophy closed her eyes; in all her terror, one 
hot throb of joy thrilled her aa no joy had ever 
done before. If they perished, they would die 
together. The air blowing on her face, and a 
gust of rain-drops, revived her; she opened her 
soft eyes. 

“Owen, before we die, just let me tell you—” 

“ What, love ?” For Sophy hardly knew what 
she Was saying. 

“ That I am- Oh! do you love me so very 

much ?” 

He set her down out of hia arms, and right 
there, in the village-street, he kissed her till 
the lovely face was rosy. 

An hour or two later, grandpa Schuyler, 
sitting in his easy-chair, surveyed Sophy with 
an odd smile as he gave the floor an approving 
pat with his gold-headed cane. 

“Hum!” said he, slowly, looking from Nu¬ 
gent’s happy face to the glowing, downcast one 
at his sido. “We have experienced a remark¬ 
able convulsion of nature, upon my word! 
gophy, do you imagine you know your own 
mind now?” 

“Grandpa!” indignantly. 

“And what’s going to become of that artist 
(genuine face by Vandyke) whom you were so 
bewitched with when I came, eh?” 

“Grandpa, how did you guess? Who told 
you?” 

“Two servants who seldom lie, my dear— 
my eyes. If I were you, Nugent, I would not 
trust her, yet!” 

Sophy stole a step nearer her lover, with 


such a pretty, appealing gesture, that he smiled 
involuntarily. 

“ Hum!” said grandpa, giving his spectacles 
a twitch, and addressing aunt Cynthia as the 
pair slipped away from the room. “ That child 
grows very like her father. It’s a merciful 
Providence that the earthquake occurred to¬ 
day. If you only had had the sense to see 
from my first letter that I intended Sophy for 
Nugent, half this bother might have been 
avoided. But women never do see above an 
inch before their noses—more’s the pity! I 
must drop a hint to Ilesketh. Clever man, 
Cynthia; but I have seen tho species be¬ 
fore.” 

Grandpa Schuyler kept his word, and saved 
Sophy any further importunity, by saying 
what he had to say in his courtly, sarcastic 
fashion, which made Hesketh boil inwardly, 
and curse himself and the eart hquake together, 
while he strove to maintain an unmoved coun¬ 
tenance under the ordeal. 

Hesketh married Aunot Osborne, and had 
the supreme satisfaction of sending his wed¬ 
ding-cards to Sophy and grandpa Schuyler. 
How angry he would have been if he could 
have seen the lovely, unclouded face that bent 
over grandpa’s shoulder as he opened the en¬ 
velope, And the laughing, half-deprecating 
voice that said to Nugent, 

“What a little goose I was last summer! 
Oh, Owen! to think that I had to be cured by 
an earthquake!” 

But Sophy’s husband closed her lips with a 
kiss, that said he, at least, was fully satisfied 
with an earthquake’s results. 


GIVE ME REST! 


BT MRS. HELEN A. MANVILLE. 


Whi* the winds are softly blowing, 
Round my Tine-wreathed cottage-door, 

Then my heart grows sad in knowing 
I shall never see thee more! 

Never see your dirk eye.*’ glory, 

While the circling sea*ou* go; 

Never hear love’s sweetest story, 

As I heard it years ago. 

Journeying on, in lire’s dim mazes. 

Mine the heritage of pain; 

Ton, my darling, ’neath tho daisies, 
Ne’er shall know a grief Again. 

Clouds of sorrow hover o’er me, 

And my sun of hope hangs low; 

But Death’s river is before me, 

And I joy that it is so. 


Joy to feel my pulse grow weaker. 
While my cheek forgets its bloom; 

For this eartli to me is bleaker 
Than the silence of the tomb. 

Since I know that you will never 
See its beauties as of yore, 

Hasten death, life’s chain to sever— 
Give me rest forevermore 1 

Give me rest, for he is waiting 
On the banks of the unseen; 

And these swift hours are delating, 
While the river rolls between. 

Pull the oar with increased vigor; 
Faster, boatman, faster yeti 

For my tired soul is eager. 

All my sorrows to forget. 
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THE FIRST LOVE AND THE LAST. 

BT JOHN E. PENRHYN. 


March 3, 1854.—I am 80 tired of reading 
to-night, and of lying on my sofa, that I think 
1 shall sit up and begin my journal. It is 
strange that 1 never should have kept one; 
but now that Qerault is Admiral Sir Gerault 
Bredon, and I am Lady Bredon, I think I 
ought to keep some record of our new life. 
Our new life! As I write these words, I seem 
to go back for fifteen years, to the evening 
when we first met. I shall never forget that 
evening, nor how wearily I sat in my corner, 
in the ball-room, telling myself, for the hun¬ 
dredth time, that I was a plain, little heiress, 
whom no one would ever love ; how sadly I 
looked at the dancers, and envied the pretty, 
penniless girls, who were so sure to be loved 
for themselves, if at all; and how, just as I had 
reached the very depths of misanthropy, 1 
heard a clear, kindly voice say, “ No, I want 
to be introduced to that pale girl, sitting 
against the wall. She is not pretty, and she 
looks as if she were poor, but I like her looks, 
nevertheless!” My darling Gerault! When 
I looked up into his bonny, frank face, a mo¬ 
ment afterward, I knew I saw a man whose 
love no money could buy, and who would never 
sell his manly honor. So, when he offered 
himself soon afterward, I accepted him quite 
fearlessly, and we were married. He was only 
a lieutenant then; but I knew that he loved 
me for myself, and not for my twenty thousand 
pounds—and we have been very happy ; we are 
very happy still; he is a true lover now, al¬ 
though we-have been married for fifteen years. 

I am thirty-nine now, and he is thirty-seven. 

I cannot help wishing that I were younger 
than Gerault. I was never pretty or striking, 
and always delicate ; and now I look old and 
faded. But Gerault! I know it is not my love 
alone, which sees in him a gloriously handsome 
man. He is far handsomer than when we were 
married ; and I have often been told that he is, 
the handsomest admiral who ever trod a British 
deck. Oh, Gerault > I glory in your beauty; 
but I wish, I wish that you had a handsomer 
wife, for your own sake. Not that I think that 
he feels Anything is wanting in me; he is 
naturally chivalrous, and even the constant 
illness which I could bear patiently for my own 
sake, but regret for his, has knit him more 


closely to me, so much does his tenderness go 
out toward weakness and suffering. And he 
has seen so little of women, that I am still 
somewhat of a curiosity to him. 

Something I read to-night brought up before 
me one of my greatest griefs, and that is, that 
we have no children—never had children. I 
began to write, that I might forget the para¬ 
graph that set my one woe with such harsh 
distinctness before me, and yet it recurs, after 
all other thoughts, like a refrain. I will write 
it down, and also my own thoughts upon it, 
and see if I can thus close it up in the leaves 
of my journal. Here it is. “ Sooner or later, 
a childless wife will lose much, if not All, of 
her husband’s love. If he be a roan of honor 
and true kindness of heart, he will not cease 
to treat her with kiudness and consideration, 
perhaps even with affection; but his love for 
her will insensibly but surely diminish. He 
cannot feel for her as he would for the wife 
who would give him children to love. And 
such a marriage lacks even the crowning bless¬ 
ing, the strongest link in the chain of love, 
that ' heritage and gift which cometh of the 
Lord.’ ” 

I cannot bear this sentence, and yet—and 
yet—I cannot but feel that there is a deep 
truth underlying it. Can it be that Gerault 
could love me better ? It does not seem pos¬ 
sible. And can it be that his love will wane; 
that his disappointment at not having children 
will recoil upon me some day ? I must look 
this truth in the face. He loves children, I 
know, and longs for them, although he never 
says so now * and, sometimes, when I have seen 
a shade oome over his happy face, as he 
watched children at their play, I have felt my 
heart contract with a strange pang. Well! I 
must bear it; I fear that pang will become yet 
more familiar to me, before life ends. During 
the fifteen years of our married life, I have 
j not often felt thus. Gerault has been so often 

I and so long awAy at sea, that, hitherto, he has 
only paid visits to me. It is only now that he 
has covered himself with glory, and will roam 
no more over the high-seas; now that he has 
a title and an estate, that he will learn what 
a home is, and, alas! what a home is, without 
the joy and light of a child's presence. Yes, 
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and he will look out upon his ancestral acres, I 
and think that no boy of his will ever own 
them. Ah, me! Iam weeping already, and I 
must not weep. I must become familiar with 
these regrets ; but, when I am alone, they will | 
make themselves heard, instead of the silvery 
little voices I long and pray God for. But 
God's will be done. 

I must stop writing now. It is almost time 
for Gerault to return. He has been dining 
with the new Marquis of Harrowby, who is by 
no means a young man, but a middle-aged one, 
with a large family of children, most of them 
grown up. His second son, Lord Charles 
Claude, was, as a midshipman, a great favorite 
of Gerault’s, who brought him to see me this 
morning. He is a handsome, dark-eyed, and 
dark-haired youth, whose enthusiastic love and 
admiration for my husband touched me very 
deeply; and yet, during his visit, I was so ab¬ 
sorbed in looking at Gernult himself, that I 
think I should scarcely know Lord Charles 
again. 

I must sketch Gerault’s picture here, while 
I am waiting and longing to hear his steps on 
the stairs. In a few moments, he will enter, 
bringing with him, as a necessary consequence 
of his magnificent vitality, airs which seem to 
blow from his own beloved sea. His is a pre¬ 
sence, in which all living beings sun them¬ 
selves ; and I think none but the guilty ever 
shrank from the glance of his brilliant, laugh¬ 
ing blue eyes. To begin with his height. He 
is six feet one, and so splendidly proportioned, 
that he has an air of as much easy grace as 
power. He has regular features, a firmly 
moulded mouth and chin; a strait nose, with 
open, sensitive nostrils ; deep violet-blue eyes, 
which flash brilliant and black at any sudden 
emotion ; a long, wavy, golden beard and mus¬ 
tache, superb teeth, a fair, sun-burned skin, a 
high forehead, and golden-brown hair. He 
looks both brave and bonny; I like the good 
old Scotch word, it just expresses the chief 
characteristic of Gcrault’s manly, Saxon 
becuty, namely, its joyful youthfulness. 

March 4.—I had written so far, when I heard 
his bounding steps on the stairs. “Well,” he 
said, as he came in, “ I have had a delightful 
evening; it was principally a family dinner¬ 
party, and they are charming people. I took 
a young lady down to dinner, with whom I 
should infallibly have fallen in love, had I not 
met- you first, my dearest.” 

“ Who,” said I, laughing, for I am not jealous. 

“Lord Harrowby’s eldest daughter, Lady 
Marion Claude.” 


“ Lady Marian Claude ?” 

“Marion Claude; she corrected me very 
carefully, when I inadvertently called her 
Marian. She is extremely tenacious of the 
masouline 0 in her name.” 

“ And is she a beauty ?” 

“ To tell you the truth, I don't know; I sup¬ 
pose she U rather distinguished than hand¬ 
some; but she is bewitching, irresistibly so.” 
And then he began to talk of other things, 
while I thought of Lady Marion Claude. I 
feel an ominous pain at the sound of her name. 
Can it be a foreboding that she will work me 
ill some day? This is folly; but still I wish 
that I were not likely to see much of Lady 
Marion Claude. I suppose that it is because 
Gerault feels that he could have loved her, that 
I have an innate dislike to her, and to the 
sound of her name—a name so pretty in itself. 

I had written so far, when I remembered 
that I had made an arrangement to go to the 
Soho bazaar this morning, and, ns I had pro¬ 
mised Gerault to go to tho Royal Academy with 
him after luncheon, I drove to Soho at once. 
When 1 returned I found three cards on my 
table. 

“ The Marchioness of narrowby.” 

“ Lady Marion Claude.” 

“Viscountess Dalzetl.” 

Gerault regretted most sincerely that I was 
not at home. For myself, I hope I am not 
wicked, but I look upon it as a providential 
escape. 

April 2.—I have been too ill all day to think 
of my dear journal, having been able to da 
nothing but lie on my sofa, and wage an un¬ 
equal battle with a nervous headache. Yes¬ 
terday, however, I had an adventure; at least, 
I suppose I may call it so. Gerault and I went 
to the Academy to see a portrait which Belle- 
airs has just finished of him. We urere a little 
late, and the rooms were, consequently, not 
much crowded. Gerault stopped at the door 
of the entrance-room to speak to an acquaint¬ 
ance, and I, at once, singled out his portrait, 
which bung on the left side of the room; but 
at so great a distance, and so high up, that I 
could distinguish nothing but the general out¬ 
line. I was attracted, however, by a group 
standing beneath, and looking up to it—a gray¬ 
haired gentleman, a youth of about seventeen, 
and a young lady, upon whose eager, up-raised 
face, two gentlemen, at a little distance, were 
gazing, with much greater intentness than 
is usually vouchsafed to anything but fair, liv¬ 
ing humanity. 

And I could not blame them; it was a charm- 
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ing, youthful face. Her small, white bonnet 
had fallen back, so that I had a full view of a 
small, finely-shaped head, with abundant, wav¬ 
ing hair, of that darkest chestnut, which, 
nevertheless, has a golden gleam at the edges. 
It was brushed back in large waves, and dis¬ 
played to full advantage, a profile, rather 
striking and high-bred, than eminently hand¬ 
some. She turned as we approached, and I 
saw that her full face was even more beautiful 
than her profile; the complexion was of that 
exquisite tint, which has a faint, rosy blush 
all through it. The brow was broad and low, 
and the eyebrows distinctly marked, and per¬ 
fectly straight, giving thereby a singular di¬ 
rection to the bright glance of the large and 
laughing hazel eyes beneath. The lower part 
of the face was, perhaps, a little too firm for 
absolute beauty, the red mouth a little too 
wide; but it was such a finely-turned, ripe, 
red mouth, looking as if it could smile as bril¬ 
liantly as it did a moment after, when he 
caught sight of us, and eyes and cheeks lighted 
up at once, as she sprang forward, exclaiming, j 
44 Oh, Sir Gerault ! I am so glad that you have j 
come, to put your portrait to the blush; and 
I am so happy to meet Lady Bredon, for I am 
sure this is Lady Bredon?’* 44 Yes,” I said, 
taking the delicately-gloved, little hand, which 
she extended with as much grace as cordiality, 
and you are-? 

“Lady Marion Claude.** 

I do not know what 1 said. I know that the 
Marquis and Lord Frederic Claude were pre¬ 
sented the moment after; that we conversed 
for some time ; that there was something said 
about a water-party to Richmond, and that I 
was relieved to find myself, at length, seated 
alone before the portrait, with Gerault bend¬ 
ing over my chair. To be sure, I should have 
felt happier, if he had said anything but, 44 Is 
she not a lovely creature?** But I assented 
quietly, and then changed the subject; and yet 
I could not help turning to watch her, as she 
moved about the room; and I was still doing 
so, when Sir Henry Crampton, who prides him¬ 
self on being the best critic of female beauty 
in London, approached, and sat down beside 
me. 44 You are looking at Lady Marion Claude,** 
he said. 44 She is a superb creature now, 
without being an absolute beauty. She looks 
younger, too, than she did at eighteen, and 
twenty times handsomer. You would hardly 
think her twenty-four? But she has had the 
advantage of not being battered te death every 
spring. She has only had one season in Lon¬ 
don; and now that her father has his mar- 


quisate, has come back as fresh as a rose. And 
she will be even handsomer at thirty, if all 
goes well with her. She is, as some author 
says, 4 One of those rare natures, whose fruit¬ 
age is more perfect than their flower.’ ” So he 
talked on, and Gerault, and he, and I, looked 
at Marion Claude until she passed into an¬ 
other room. Sir Henry is a bore ; but he spoke 
truly of that fair and high-born maiden. Not 
only the hey-day of her beauty, but the hap¬ 
piest part of her life, is yet to come. For my¬ 
self, I already know that I am passing into the 
shade. 


CHAPTER II. 

September 3.—Harrowby House. We are ac¬ 
tually here! I was very unwilling to come; 
but I had no good reason to assign for a re¬ 
fusal, and was, beside, unwilling todampGer- 
ault’s pleasure in the invitation. 

We arrived' this morning, just before lun¬ 
cheon, and were very cordially received by the 
Marquis and Marchioness, and Lord and Lady 
Dalzell. Lady Marion I did not see, and was 
indulging in a faint hope that she might be 
away from home, when the Marchioness said, 
44 1 cannot imagine where Marion and Charles 
are; they have anticipated your arrival with 
so much pleasure. Where are Lady Marion, 
and Lord Charles Jenkins?” 

44 They were playing billiards all the morn¬ 
ing, my lady; but her ladyship went with the 
general, a little while ago, to the stables to see 
the new bay mare.” 

I was glad that Gerault heard this, as I know 
that he detests masculine women; but that joy 
vanished a moment after, as Lady Marion en¬ 
tered, balancing her cue lightly in her left 
hand, and holding a bunch of red, pomegran¬ 
ate-blossoms in her right, which were rivaled 
by the glow on her lovely cheeks, as she wel¬ 
comed us with many graceful apologies for 
having been out of the way. 44 But, indeed, 
Lady Bredon,” she added, smiling at me, 44 it 
was partly my anxiety to give you pleasure, 
which has made me the last to welcome you to 
Harrowby. I remembered your fondness for 
pomegranate blossoms, and, as we were passing 
the hot-houses, I detained uncle Jack, by force 
and violence, unt il I could gather some for you.” 

She wins upon me, in spite of myself; and 
yet I cannot look at the pomegranate blossoms, 
which are lying on my writing-table now, 
without a strange thrill of pain. Gerault is 
already very fond of Lady Marion ; he says so, 
and she has a girlish enthusiasm for him, 
which she manifests with a oharming direct- 
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ness and simplicity, which is a part of her 
character, and is justified by Gerault’s friend¬ 
ship for her father and brother, and by his 
thirteen years seniority. But there is some¬ 
thing strangely winning and loveable in that 
manner of hers ; the more so, as she treats her 
young admirers, with a half-haughty, half 
good-humored ineonciance , which is very dis¬ 
couraging to any hopes they may entertain for 
an exclusive preference on her part. 

She is a lovely, stately, gracious creature. 

I must do violence to my feelings, by writing 
the truth of her ; and yet I cannot disguise 
from myself the fact, that my feelings toward 
her are any anything but friendly. I wonder 
if any woman before me ever had this singular 
trial, not the feeling of present jealousy—for 
I trust Gerault’s chivalrous loyalty, and stead¬ 
fast love for me, as I trust my hope on heaven 
—but the feeling that I must pass away be¬ 
fore long, and that, in my stead, when time 
has assuaged his grief, my husband will love 
this girl, and love her perhaps better than 
he ever dreamed of loving me. It is a relief 
to me to pour out my folly, if folly it be, to 
these p^ges. But now I must dress for dinner, 
and then will come the intolerable evening, the 
effort to amuse and be amused, the increasing 
pain and languor, with which I daily struggle ; 
and, lastly, the effort to hide it all from Ger- 
ault, which is rendering wearisome even the 
hours we spend alone together. 

September 10.—I have not opened this journal 
for nearly ten days; but I have, in truth, had 
little to write about, nothing, indeed, but the 
ordinary events which mark a long visit in the 
ceuntry. Never were there—I write it unwil¬ 
lingly—more charming or kind people than 
these; and Gerault is so radiantly happy among 
his old friends, that I have had no heart to do 
otherwise, than feign to be equally pleased, 
and wear out the days as best I might. I can 
no longer disguise from myself that I am losing 

ground rapidly ; and Dr.-, who came down 

from London to see me, has ordered me to 
Borne for the winter. We shall go from here 
to the Dean of Evremonde’s, some four miles 
distant, then to London for a few weeks, and 
thence, traveling leisurely through the south 
of France to Rome. I am looking forward, 
with feverish impatience to leaving Harrowby, 
and we have but two more days to stay. 

To-night, a grand ball is to be given in our 
honor, and 1 have been saving up my strength 
for it, by remaining in my room all day ; but 
still it wants some hours of the time, when I 
must-dress, and, until then, I shall write. IJ 


shall give to these fair, silent pages, such a 
history of my grief, as I should not dare to 
give to any sympathizing human ear. This 
month has been a very painful one to me; 
painful, because I have been daily growing 
more ill and languid; painful, because I can¬ 
not help seeing Gerault’s looks of wistful anx¬ 
iety, aud discerning, in his exquisite and in¬ 
creasing tenderness and attention, that he is 
feeling an undefined dread of what the future 
may bring; and painful, for many other rea¬ 
sons, which I shall state presently. That dread 
which, in Gerault’s mind, is undefined, is, at 
least, quite clear in mine; and I have been 
calmer and more patient, as I have slowly be¬ 
come convinced, that the days which are ap¬ 
pointed to me here are numbered, and hasten¬ 
ing to their close. That close, the end of the 
journey which, for fifteen years, has been 
made almost too happy, by the love of the 
noblest of men, is not yet in sight; not yet 
have I reached the last stages; not yet have 
the shadows of the last night begun to lengthen 
on roy path. But the end approaches, and 
this much I know, that, whether it advances 
speedily, or, what is more likely, lingers on its 
way, tbere will be no return to health and 
strength for me. I have long felt a dread of 

this, and, when Dr.-came here, I discussed 

it alone with him, quite calmly and fully. 
At first, he made evasive replies; but, as I 
convinced him that I could bear the truth, he 
told me that my disease had reached a stage, 
in which it had become incurable, and that 
my life was a question of care ; that, with the 
utmost care, I might live a year or two. I 
thanked him for telling me this, and made him 
promise not to tell Gerault. The doctor en¬ 
couraged him, therefore, and made ambiguous 
replies, from which Gerault joyously evolved 
the hope, that “ a winter in Rome would set 
me up again.” My love I my husband! to the 
last will I hide my pain, and the dread of a 
near parting from you. When the pang comes, 
you roust bear it, alas! alnne; but you shall 
not anticipate it. But, before 1 cease writing, 
I must oonfesR, that not even my illness; not 
even the thought that death is approaching, 
and that Gerault will be left alone, has most 
grieved me here. No, the greatest grievance 
has been the presence of Lady Marion Claude! 
It relieves me to write down what I have kept 
pent up ; to deolare that the sight of her grace 
and beauty have deepened my gloom ; that her 
tender, considerate attentions to me have al¬ 
most maddened me at times; and that, when 
she has spruug forward eager to do me some 
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service, I have felt tempted to repel it fiercely, 
and to weep with grief and rage at the sight- 
of her ripening, hopeful womanhood, as com¬ 
pared with me. 

And, day by day, and hour by hour, there 
has grown up within me, the conviction that 
some day, when I am gone, and, perhaps, for¬ 
gotten, Gerault, when the first pain of loss has 
passed away, will turn to her for consolation, 
and will be first consoled, and then charmed— 
charmed so that he will, in time, forget me al¬ 
together. Aye, and in time, 

“ Baby lips will laugh me down.” 

It is impossible for me to see her as I do 
daily, among her little brothers and sisters, 
without thinking of this—without thinking 
what a wise, and loving, and stately young 
mother she will be. Shall I ever forget her 
radiant beauty yesterday, as she came up the 
long flight of steps in front of the house, her 
little brother Edwin clinging to her hand, and 
that tiny, blonde fairy. Lady Harriet, perched 
upon her shoulder ? As she saw us, and smiled, 
Gerault turned to me and said, “How beauti¬ 
ful she always is with a child in her arms!” 
And I assented readily, and yet, God forgive 
me, I almost hated her; and bitterly did I envy 
her the hopes of her dawning womanhood, 
the superb health and strength, the grace and 
beauty which seemed to mock my weariness, 
my pale looks, my shattered hopes. 

I cannot like her, and yet I must be just; 
and justices obliges me to say, that her friend¬ 
ship for Gerault is as innocent and platonic as 
anything could be; and that she is as good as 
she is beautiful, and as generous and humble 
as she is richly dowered; that, if he marries 
her, he will have a queen of women, abund¬ 
antly gifted with every gift which will make 
him happy at home, and proud of her abroad ; 
rich in resources, in which he cannot weary— 
a being, in short, to fill a man’s life to the 
brim, as, God pity me, she will, I know, fill his 
some day. There; I have written fairly of 
her—I may rest now ; my conscience is at ease. 

September 11.—The ball is over ! and, to-mor¬ 
row morning, we go to Aytoun. I have re¬ 
treated early to my room to-night, very glad 
to shut myself up alone, for the endurance of 
Lady Marion’s company is becoming too much 
for me. Last night, as 1 was dressing for the 
ball, Gerault came in with a new and beauti¬ 
ful set of ornaments, which he had ordered 
for me. He kissed me, when I was quite dress¬ 
ed, declaring that I looked extremely well; 
but the glimpse I caught of my pale face, and 
shrunken form, as I turned away from the 


looking-glass, only made me inwardly repine* 
and rage against my looks. Gerault, however, 
was in such good spirits, and so entertaining, 
that I had almost forgotten my little troubles, 
by the time I left my room. Just as I opened ‘ 
! my door, Lady Marion was descending the 
stair-case opposite, her tall, graceful figure 
arrayed in a floating dress of white tulle, 
with innumerable festoons, caught up by bou¬ 
quets of blush roses, tied with blue ribbon, a 
crown of roses in her dark hair, and a bouquet 
in her hand. Gerault and I involuntarily ex¬ 
changed admiring glances, and he said, “Stop, 
‘rose of May,* and let us look at you;” but she 
only shook her head and laughed, as she ran 
past ns. A sofa had been prepared for me, at 
the upper end of the ball-room, and, sitting 
there, with Gerault leaning over me, and mak¬ 
ing droll remarks on the company, I should 
have been tolerably happy, had it not been 
that I was tormented by the wish to follow 
with my eyes that tall, elastic figure, and ra¬ 
diant face. 

My sofa was quite surrounded part of the 
time; but, toward the close of the ball, the 
few people who remained were principally 
dancers, and Qerault and I were left compara¬ 
tively alone. At last, in the midst of a waltz, 
Lady Marion, who was then dancing with her 
eldest brother, Lord Dalzell, came whirling 
by, and paused. “ Is it not a shame, Lady 
Bredon?” she said, appealing to me, “Dalzell, 
who never dances, promised to distinguish me 
this evening, and now he cruelly deserts me, 
and declares that he prefers to interrupt your 
conversation with Sir Gerault.” 

Lord Dalzell laughed “Indeed,” he pro¬ 
tested, “you must do without this waltz, Mar¬ 
ion ; I detest waltzing, and I have quite for¬ 
gotten the step;” and, therewith, he leaned 
over the sofa, and began talking to me. 

Lady Marion still stood opposite, holding out 
her hand, and Gerault, advancing, said, “Lady 
Marion, will you take me ? I used to be pas¬ 
sionately fond of dancing, and, though I am 
rather out of practice-” 

He did not finish his sentence. With an arch 
little nod, and pretty, imperious gesture, she 
held up her hand, and, in a moment, they had 
melted into the waltz, and were whirling round 
the room. 

Gerault used to dance remarkably well, 
long years ago, and, after the first turn, he 
fell into the step again, and danced as well as 
ever, and evidently with as keen an enjoyment 
as in former days. Ah, me! I see still—I shall 
always see, that long and lofty ball-room, 
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blazing with wax lights, and gay with flowers. 
I see the light forms of the dancers, and, sweep¬ 
ing swiftly and smoothly to the loveliest of 
Lanner’s waltzes, those two tall figures; the 
girl’s laughing face and rose-crowned head, 
lifted up to his as she floats by. I was so ab¬ 
sorbed in watching them, that I returned ab¬ 
sent replies to Lord Dalzell’s polite attempts 
at conversation, and eagerly accepted his pro¬ 
position of getting me some ice. He departed 
to order it, and I fell to looking once more at 
what gave me such acute pain, and while look¬ 
ing, I heard a voice near me say, 

“ Which is the admiral ?” 

“Sir Gerault, you mean? That tall man, 
with a Bplendid beard, dancing with Lady 
Marion Claude.” 

“ Ah, indeed! Splendid looking fellow, is 
he not? I had no idea he was so handsome, 
or so young. He does not look more than 
thirty-one or two.” 

“Oh, he is thirty-seven.” 

“Ah ! I shouldn’t have thought it; however, 
that is young for a man. How well he looks 
with Lady Marion.” 

“Remarkably well. Everybody has been 
saying what a splendid couple they would have 
made.” 

“Would have made! What is to prevent 
their marrying now ? 1 really never saw Lady 
Marion looking so brilliantly beautiful.” 

“But, Sir Gerault is married, you know.” 

“You don’t say so! What a pity. I never 
saw a finer match, in looks at least, than Lady 
Marion and himself. Is his wife pretty?” 

“ Not at all; a very small, insignificant little 
person; older than he is, 1 believe ; at least, 1 
am told she looks so. He was very young when 
he married her.” 

“It is confoundedly unfortunate that he 
should have married so young. He has only 
just got the title, has he not?” 

“Yes, he might have married almost any 
one now; that Bredon estate is immense, and 
the family*one of the oldest in England. It is 
a pity that he should have married so young; 
I have thought so very often.” 

“ Do you know his wife ? Is she here this 
evening ?” 

“ I have seen her. Yes, she is here this 
evening ; at least Lord Dalzell told me so ; but 
I think she is not in the ball-room.” 

“ Where is she ? I would like to look at her. 
Upon my word I never saw a handsomer fel¬ 
low than Sir Gerault ; and look at Lady Marion 
how she is laughing!” 

“ Yes, I never saw her looking better. Hallo, 


Fred, where is lady Bredon ? We want you to 
show her to us.” 

A loud “ hush” from Lord Frederick, fol¬ 
lowed by a profound silence, and the sound of 
retreating footsteps convinced me that this 
interesting conversation had been brought to 
an untimely close, and a moment after Lordi 
Dalzell returned with some ice, and Lady Har- 
rowby came sailing grandly up to my sofa, 
hoping that “I was not very much fatigued.’* 

I do not know that I had been; but I was 
foolish enough to be on the brink of hysterics 
in consequence of what 1 had overheard; and 
Gerault, as he approached, hastened to me, 
with a face of such alarm, that I completely 
lost all command of myself, and replied to all 
his inquiries in a sobbing, hysterical voice, 
which caused him to order me instantly to bed. 
Sorely afraid that this agitation would be traced 
to its true cause, I lost not a moment in alleg¬ 
ing thatl had been a little fatigued, and that 
the ioe had given me a twinge of neuralgia in 
the head. So I mime upstairs, and, after being 
overwhelmed with remedies, and wearied with 
attentions, was left to myself. A little longer, 
and I may rest at least. I may live through 
the days without this terrible, this perpetual 
effort. Oh, that to-morrow were here! Oh, 
that we were in Rome. 

September .—We are pleasantly settled at 
the deanery, and I feel infinitely better and 
happier, now that I know we shall see the 
Harrowby'8 no more. Lord and Lady Dalzell 
have gone away on a round of visits. Lord 
Charles has returned to his ship. Lord Fred¬ 
erick is at Oxford, and the Marquis and Mar¬ 
chioness, and Lady Marion went this morning 
to Scotland. 

The Marchioness and Lady Marion drove 
over in their pony chaise yesterday afternoon 
to bid me good-by ; the latter looking, in her 
gray hat and feathers, and scarlet cloak, like 
a picture by Vandyke. How glad I am that I 
shall see her no more ' We go to Paris at the 
end of ten days. 

Rome , February 20, 1855.—I have reached at 
last, and more speedily than I thought possible, 
when I left England, the last stage of this 
journey of life, so full of pain and weariness 
for the last four years, so bttter at times. But 
the racking pain and miserable restlessness 
are gone. Like many another foot-sore way¬ 
farer, now that the goal is in sight, I find that 
the hardest part of my journey is over, the 
steepest mountains are crossed, and a gently 
descending hill leads me down to the rest and 
silence of the dark valley, to the cool waters 
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of that dim river, whose other shore is the) 
pleasant land of Paradise. At times, too, 11 
am upraised beyond this life. I see, in place j 
of the gray walls and crumbling turrets of the J 
Eternal City, that far-off paradise, toward j 
which, if I turn not eyes of longing, I yet look j 
with a calm and ever-strengthening hope. As j 
J write, with frequent pauses, the lengthening 
shadows warn me that another day is passing, 
that I am so much nearer to my only home. 
The past few months have been very happy 
ones. The slow but steadfast advance of my 
disease is marked, not by pain, but by a gently- 
growing weakness and langor ; and the match- 
lass tenderness, the yearning love, the sunny 
cheerfulness, of my dear husband, enfold, and 
uphold me. Surely no one was ever so nursed i 
and tended, for to no one was the last ever more 
truly the best. For I take a deep delight in 
the solemn and antique beauty of this place. 
The Eternal City ! Here, where martyrs passed 
away, triumphing over torture; here, where 
the church of God was nursed; here, where 
once stood the cathedral of the world; here it 
is well to die, surrounded, to the last, by all 
that is grandest and loveliest upon earth. 

So I muse often; so I strive to muse always. 
But Gerault does not dream that we must part 
so soon, and I shall not tell him until the last. 
Sometimes, however, when he anticipates our 
life at home; when he speaks of returning to 
Castle Brcdon, in the spring-time; when he de¬ 
scribes to me that stately home, and prays me 
to suggest- alterations, which must be made 
when I am on the spot to direct them; when 
he speaks thus, I am sorely tempted to tell 
him all. But, for his sake, I am silent, and 

must be for a little longer. And then-But 

I must not dwell on that. Until then I must 
bear the mocking of listening to plans for a 
future I may not share; for a life from which 
I shall soon be quite shut out; for a home, 
which is, and will remain for me, a home in 
name alone. 

For I shall never see Castle Bredon, nor the 
sunny meadows below the western ramparts, 
and the deep forests beyond, behind which 
every night the sun sinks down. I shall never 
pace the terrace, and look southward upon the 
flowery valley of the Avon, with its silver river 
winding through; I shall never hear the 
thrushes singing among the lindens in the 
pleasaunce, nor the wild wind wailing, on the ] 
long winter nights, about the towers and bat- ] 
tlements. j 

No; I know where I shall be lying—in the j 
northern transept of the churoh at Stoney j 


Cross. It is raining now, and the rain is fall¬ 
ing there too, and dripping from the overhang¬ 
ing eaves upon the slabs beneath. It is a cold 
and gloomy corner, and there, while suns rise 
and set, and seasons come and go, and flowers 
blossom and fade about Castle Bredon, I must 
lie alone. It is a cold grave, a dreary place to 
lie on winter’s night, while the wind seeks in 
vain to enter the closed and curtained windows 
of the castle, and inside fires glow, and lights, 
and flowers, and happy faces mock at winter’s 
dreariness. I must not dwell on that. I must 
not think that Gerald will live on, and on, 
those stormy winter nights ; will listen in care¬ 
less comfort to the wailing wind, while, at his 
side a fair wife nestles, smiling in his face. 

And yet I may not take him with me. I 
must leave him to grief and loneliness at first, 
and then to repose and peace, and at last to 
the joy that will follow upon his woe, as the 
blossoms of the spring the winter snows. Aye, 
some silver voice will murmur in his ear, and 
render him deaf to wind and rain, forgetful of 
me, in my distant and dreary grave. 

Will it be she whose stately and vivid beauty 
mocks at my despair? Oh, Marion Claude! 
Marion Claude! When you are his, and Castle 
Bredon is your home, send sometimes a sigh of 
compassion toward one, than whom no woman 
could love him better, who will be shut up then 
within the narrow walls of her last home. 

Oh, life, thou art so dear! Oh, world, thou 
art so beautiful! Oh, humaq love! bo near, so 
tender, so precious. May I not linger a little 
longer, for all this earthly joy ? 

Be still, rebellious soul. What? So near 
the gates of Paradise, and casting back these 
earthly glances toward thine earthly Eden ? 
Pray, rather, that thou mayest look forward. 

I must close my journal to-night for ever. I 
know how wrong it is, that so near death, and 
looking forward, not only upon the land be¬ 
yond the grave, but upon that earthly life, 
which I shall soon cease to share, I should in¬ 
dulge in fierce jealousy, and weak repining, 
and unavailing regrets, and, therefore, I shall 
write no more; but, with many prayers and 
much patience, and earnest study, look for¬ 
ward to eternity, and to the crowned saints, 
and calm angels, who rest there in peace, and 
with whom, and with Him who calls me daily 
in a nearer voice, I soon shall be. 

So farewell earth and home, and Gerault, 
my love, and Marion Claude, whom I unjustly 
hated, and earthly hopes I vainly cherished, 
and earthly sorrows, under which I chafed. 

Farewell all. Oh, God, help me to say, “ Thy 
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will b© done;” help me to pray—“Even so, 
come Lord Jesus.” 

Bredon Cattle , June 20, 1866.—Yesterday 
morning, while Gerault and I were sitting in 
the library, he begged me to look over and 
read the contents of a small box of papers, 
which he had not opened for years. At the 
bottom, tossed hastily in with some Italian 
guide-books and gazetteers, I found a manu¬ 
script, on the last leaf of which I found my own 
old name. The hand which traced these lines, 
the throbbing heart which here poured out its 
anguish, have long since miDglcd with the 
dust. The human sorrows, and hopes, and 
failings, which are set forth here with such 
simple pathos and power, have been merged 
long since in the deep joy and calm repose of 
that life in which neither anger, or strife, or 
pain may enter. The face which, as these 
papers tell, was looking backward with yearn¬ 
ing upon earth, and its cares and joys, has 
long since been turned away from them to¬ 
ward the Infinite; and deepest joy, and calmest 
rest and triumph, are ever more her portion, 
whose loving heart beat here with pain so exqui¬ 
site, and was assailed by sueh fierce enemies. 

As I read, I thought much of her present 
joy, and yet I wept and sighed, even though I 
sat in my own home at Castle Bredon ; and as 
I lifted my eyes from these faded papers, saw 
through the wide open windows the lovely val¬ 
ley of the Avon, smiling in all the beauty of 
early June, and heard piercing through all 
the pleasant sounds of summer, the joyous 
voices of my husband and my boys, as they 
chased each other up and down the terrace. 

It is ten years since the first Lady Bredon 
died, and for eight years I have been Gerault 


Bredon’s happy wife. He loves me now, more 
than I ever dared to dream; but whether he 
loves me best, I have not asked ! This much 
alone I know, that as we stood yesterday even¬ 
ing on the western ramparts, watching the sun 
set, as it bathed in a crimson glow the mea¬ 
dows and forests of this wide domain, Gerault 
turned suddenly round to me, with his open, 
beaming glance, and encircling me with his 
arm, said, “ Heaven has been lavish of gilts to 
me, and I love my inheritance and my splendid 
boys; but my best gift, my dearest treasure, 
my darling, has been yourself.” 

I did not show him this manuscript—it would 
have pained his kind heart too much ; but this 
morning, as he had gone away for the day, I 
took my two eldest boys, and made a short 
journey with them into another county. I let 
them walk about, and play most of the day, 
and picnic with me in the shade beside a 
lovely stream ; and then, wheu they had 
gathered some water-lilies, l took them, last 
of all, across a bit of moorland, and into a 
gray and quiet, church, and showed them two 
strange old tombs, and let them gaze and won¬ 
der for a while, at the great eastern window ; 
and, last of all, I led them to a tomb in a niche, 
in the northern transept, and, pausing, bade 
them leave there their water-lilies. 

“ Mamma,” said Gerault, my eldest boy, 
lifting up a pair of large, questioning, bine 
eyes (so exactly like his father’s) to me, as wc 
left the church, •* Mamma, why did not you 
put those flowers there yourself?” 

I did not answer; but I thought that not my 
hands, but those of Gerault’s children, were 
fittest to lay flowers upon her grave. 

Marion Brbdon. 


CALIFORNIA SCENE. 

BT JEAN B. WASHBURN. 


Whkre Guadalupe’s mountains stand, 

And scoop her vales in verdure rare ; 

Where pines, in grenadier-like band, 

Toes wirey feathers in the air, 

I rove; where jonquils swing their bells, 
And fennel spins its lace-like leaves; 

Where creeled quail its chatter tells. 

And tarantula its lail-uest weavee; 

Where wasp, in purple-jacket, floats. 

As pirate round the spider's mesh; 

Where poppies stand, like anchored boats, 
And meadow-lark trills blithe, and fresh; 

Where da n delio n 's lashes white, 


Gleam through the withes of spirey grass; 
Where, in leaps, like acrobatic knight. 

The hulting grasshoppers all pass, 

And strawberries, os ntbiee glow, 

’Neath shclt’ring leaves, as pointed shields ; 
While cherry-blooms rain down their snow. 
And, sea-like, roll the barley fields. 

The marigold’s great yellow eye*, 

Look brasen toward the setting sun. 

And stars dropdew-llke through the skies. 
And nature sings the day is done. 

So death, may'st thou as tranquil be, 

Wheu life’s day shall be done for me. 
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BT FRANK LI 

She was a terrible flirt, this young woman, 
of whom 1 am going to tell you, and yet one 
of the order of flirts for whom, whispers a 
woman sitting At my side, it is necessary to 
have sympathy, although one may blame. She 
seemed to mean so much, this unfortunate Lil 
Blanchard, by her words, looks, and actions, 
and yet she would not willfully have wronged 
any body; and, on the scores of occasions, 
where she discovered the suffering caused by 
her impulsive trifling, she never failed to be 
overwhelmed with remorse, and the most in¬ 
censed of her victims could not have anathe¬ 
matized her as sorely as she did herself. But 
the odd part of the business was the fact that 
no one of her victims ever did hate her, or suc¬ 
ceed in rousing in their breasts the “ noble 
scorn” which novel-heroes express toward their 
enslavers. Lil had the rare ability of making 
friends of her qnondam adorers; and they 
usually hovered near her, and indulged their 
passion under that convenient name. 

It came about that, at the close of her second 
season, she sat one night in her opera-box, 
and, between the acts, she leaned her cheek in 
sheer mental weariness against the amber-cur¬ 
tained partition, making faint replies to young 
Fosdick, who was disporting himself, and his 
carnation, pink-adorned button-hole, in tho 
chair beside her. 

There is just a chance—a very faint one, I 
think—that Lilian did not think about it—but 
the pretty, careless attitude was wonderfully 
becoming to her little, plump figure, and the 
soft, satin hangings, gave tc her dark, gray 
eyes a depth, and to her complexion a delicacy, 
which made too lovely a picture not to be dan¬ 
gerous, especially to one of her more recent 
victims,'who regarded her from the sofa, at the 
back of the box, as utterly disregarded by the 
rest of the party, as he must be by Miss Blan¬ 
chard's biographer. 

Suddenly, Fosdick, staring inanely about the 
house, was seized with a gush of the passion, 
which even idiots can feel—curiosity. 

“Dear me. Miss Dlanchard,” lie said, with 
the English drawl which he had tried so hard 
to attain, “ who is that man in the Severance's 
box? He’s been staring nil night at those 
girls from Madam Mears’ in the dre83-circle ?” 


E BENEDICT. 

It was something to hear of a man who had 
not been staring at her, and Lil was roused, by 
astonishment, into the effort of leaning forward 
in her chair to get a look at this marvel of mas¬ 
culine blindness. 

“1 mean the slender fellow,” pursued Fos¬ 
dick, “ with the big eyes and mustache, and 
such an awful lot of forehead.” 

Lil saw him distinctly enough. As she had 
turned, she was directly opposite him, with 
only the width of the stage between; and, as 
she looked, the stranger deliberately put down 
his glass, and gazed cAlmly and critically into 
her proud face, until its usual paleness was 
lost in an unmistakable blush, and her haughty 
eyes drooped their lids. With an annoyed ex¬ 
pression on her countenance, she moved in her 
seat, so that she was screened from the ob¬ 
servation of those critical eyes, and, to her 
astonishment, when she took another peep at 
him from the shelter of the certain, he had 
gone tranquilly bAck to the contemplation of 
Madam Mears’ row of baby beauties. 

She did not even take the trouble to answer 
Fosdick’s question—the man was not worth a 
thought, evidently. She set Fosdick off on an¬ 
other tack, and he twittered on in his feeble 
way, and honestly believed that he was mak¬ 
ing conversation. 

Perhaps ten minutes after, Lil chanced to 
glance out again, and there, leaning on the 
edge of the New York club-house box, was the 
stranger, looking at her now, and this time, in¬ 
stead of a critical glance, there was an indo¬ 
lent approval, and rather Sultanesque smile in 
his great dark eyes. 

“ Whoever he is,” she said, abruptly Answer¬ 
ing Fosdick’s question, so long after he had 
forgotten it, that his poor little brains got 
dazed at once, “ he must be some common 
creature, for he stares.” 

Common ! Oh, frightfhl word, which, in Go¬ 
tham, means so much more than any combi¬ 
nation of opprobrious epithets. Let us be 
“wicked fellows,” “naughty fellows,” even 
“horrid fellows,” and it shall be pardoned; 
but “common,” never? All New York, from 
Fourth street to Forty-second, will feel its aris¬ 
tocratic flesh creep at sound of the word I 

I think Lilian did not exactly believe the 
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declaration she made so irritably, and Fos- with her to sleep, haunted her dreams, and 
dick was too busy trying to think what re- rose with her, persistent, the next morning, 
mark of his she was answering, to make any Before the day was over, thanks to feminine 
reply. ability, she discovered who the disapproving 

At that moment, a blonde Englishman ap- ;> unknown really was—a clever scribbler for the 
peared in the box, and Lil turned and beckoned ' press—celebrated in modern Athens for hie 
him to her side. She began an animated con- conversational powers, as well as his literary 
versation with him in her most bewitching ] talents. She also learned, heaven and a woman 
manner, keenly alive again ; and Fosdick sat I only could tell how, that he came of good peo- 
lUtening. open-mouthed, to the Englishman’s - pie, and had lately been relieved from the ac- 
speeches, in the hopes to improve himself in f tual necessity of labor by a liberal legacy, be- 
the difficult drawl—the one serious study of his j queathed by Borne relative, considerate enough 
empty little life. I to take his departure for another world, and 

As Lil talked, she looked interestedly up ! make this one easier to the object of Lilian’s 
into her visitor’s face, while putting the most i artful inquiries. 

commonplace questions, leaning forward in Now, the young woman had lofty ideas of 
her eagerness for the answer. Then she would man’s mission and duty—was, theoretically, 
glance down at her fan, with a conscious droop of the “ learn to labor” school, and must have 
of her perfect shoulders, as if he had said a hero of that order to worship. So she could 
something intensely tender. Then she talked, now comfortably despise the lazy creatures 
looking away from him, as if she was afraid who, with acknowledged talent, and the be- 
that John Bull might read in her eyes the mis- ginning of a career made, went back on his 
chief he had done. Altogether, the scene own steps at the first opportunity, and enrolled 
would have convinced most people, that the himself among the band of aimless masculines, 
pair had reached an ominous stage in a flirts- who resemble the lilies of the valley, in that 
tion, which was Lil’s way of defying the they “neither toil nor spin.” 
stranger. As the curtain went up again, she The next morning she started out on her 
gave her fan to the Englishman to hold, as if parish duties, self-approving as is the way ot 
to keep him quiet during the act, and, glano- human nature, when it succeeds in forcing it- 
ing furtively toward the unknown, she saw an self into unpleasant work. But, in spite of her 
aroused smile on his lips, which said, as plainly Sister-of-Charity role, she could not get out of 
as words could have done, that he understood her head the unworthy creature who had pre- 
her little histrionics perfectly. sumed to look coldly upon her, and had re- 

She was so vexed, that, utterly regardless { fused to admire—an entirely new experience 
of the fact that Kellog had just commenced; in the life »f the spoiled girl, 
one of the loveliest arias in the whole opera, j I may as well give the unsubmissive a name, 
she turned again to whisper with the delighted ! for this Mr. Addison Fay never would go far 
and bewildered son of Albion, who had placed | from her thoughts, after that night at the opera, 
himself close beside her, with the charming j nor would he get out of her way. During the 
breeding peculiar to the youths of his land,) next fortnight, she met him everywhere she 
shutting Fosdick out of any possibility of join- , went; and his lazy, supercilious smile, at last 
ing in the conversation. j irritated her to such a degree, that a very un- 

Lil’s next stolen glance at the stranger, » ladylike design to pull his ears was rampant 
caused her a sensation of pleasure. He was } in her undisciplined mind, 
evidently disgusted with her. for talking at j One day, at a musical matinee, he would be 
such a moment. She retired exulting to the [ somewhere in sight of the piano, so that Lil 
sofa with VAnglais, and retained him, figure- \ could not do justice to Tennyson’s “ Break, 
lively, at her feet, until it was time for the • break,” one of her best efforts, because he 
carriage-boots to be actually put upon them, j looked bored; and I defy Nilsson herself to sing 
and her wraps offered for the departure. ! easily, exposed to the blighting influence of a 
The stranger passed herself, and her chape- ( bored expression. At another time, it would 
ron, and the flock of men hovering about her be in the middle of a duo of Thalberg’s, that 
in the lobby, and never gave so much as one she intercepted the amused smile, and, in spite 
glance toward her Lil was conscious of rush* of her rage with herself, a crash would be the 
ing into a species of irritated fury. W ho was j result, and Miss Lil covered with opprobrium 
he, that he should presume to show disap- j by her partner in disgrace. Again, she walked 
proval of her conduct? The thought went j down the Avenue with some favored mortal in 
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& short-tailed coat, and a broad-brimmed hat, 
talking with animation, and all her pleasure 
was spoiled by the sight of Mr. Fay, and his 
supercilious smile, that seemed to the annoyed 
girl to say, “You are rather pretty, but I 
think very silly! I see easily through ajl.your 
ooquettish wiles, and am safe from them!” 

Have I a lady reader whose blood does not 
boil from sympathy tfith this politely-flouted 
young woman ? For, be it remembered, the 
wretch had artfully avoided a presentation to 
her, often as they were thrown together. 

Anything would be better than the existing 
state of affairs ; and Lil was at last brought to 
the pass of asking a dowager friend, ftt whoso 
house they met, to introduce him; and when 
the dowager captured, and bore him off toward 
the foiled Circe, he was forced to submit. 
Afraid his horrible penetration might have 
discovered that the presentation took place at 
her request, Lil, for once, was almost embar¬ 
rassed, and more charming than ever, in con¬ 
sequence ; indeed, for a space, she actually 
succeeded in banishing the bored look from 
Jk£r. Fay’s face. 

They were meeting every day, or night, and 
only a short time elapsed, before her perfect 
naturalness with him, in contradistinction 
to her “ little ways” with others, had its in¬ 
evitable and proper effect. Lil enjoyed a re¬ 
ward for all the humiliation his indifference, 
as to making her acquaintance, had caused her 
impatient soul during the past days. But there 
was even yet visible to her eyes, though not to 
those of lookers on, just that air of perfect 
safety from her fascinations, which roused all 
the wickedness that, I fear, given ft suitable 
eftuse, can be wakened in better-regulated 
minds than that of wayward Lil Blanchard. 
She felt it her solemn duty—for the future 
safety of the rest of her sex—to vanquish this 
provoking knight, whose most potent weapon 
seemed to be his inimitable tang froid , and 
whose tactics were a marvelous display of 
“masterly inactivity.” 

Other men might rush to obey Lil’s behests, 
beg for a seat by her side, the bliss of holding 
her bouquet; but Mr. Fay never entered the 
lists, only offered necessary civilities, and per¬ 
sisted in not being overjoyed with his privi¬ 
leges. She took to opposing him—acting in 
direct opposition to his most openly-expressed 
opinions. Mr. Fay, in her hearing, declared 
against the publicity of park pony-wagons for 
young ladies. Forthwith, Miss Lil distracted 
Blanchard pert, until he gave her a turn-out, 
and, before three days, she came to grief with 
Vol. LX.— 14 


the wicked little beasts, and had the mortifica¬ 
tion of seeing Mr. Fay spring off his horse, 
seize the ponies by the head, and turn them 
just in time to escape the bridge-rail, which 
threatened, destruction to the frail basket. 

While the groom rushed into a flutter of ac¬ 
tivity, Lil’s lady companion indulged in a little 
shrieking, and the ponies stood looking as 
much ashamed as their mistress felt, Mr. Fay 
took off his hat, and said good-morning, put 
the reins in the groom's hands, and tersely 
and lazily advised that he should do the driv¬ 
ing over the ladies’ heads. 

Then seeing that Lil and her friend were 
both a good deal upset, and very nervous, he 
proposed finding a hack to take them home; 
but Lil indignantly scouted the idea, ordered 
the groom to return ber the reins, bestowed 
scant thanks on Mr. Fay, and made a move¬ 
ment to drive on. Mr. Fay bowed again, and 
went back to the spot where he had left his 
horse, never once looking toward them; but, as 
he moved off, Lil caught that vexatious smile 
of amusement, and fairly wished that she and 
her eompanion were giants, and the ponies 
mastedons, that they might ride down, and ut¬ 
terly annihilate this abominable wretch. 

Henceforth, Lilian hated and feared her 
ponies, but would not give them up, lest Mr. 
Fay should suppose she bad yielded to his 
openly-expressed disapproval. It was tho same 
with everything else; he ran foul of her pet 
theories, and demolished them in a polite way, 
and she olung the closer to them, taking refuge 
in assertions and witticisms when arguments 
failed* It was new to her to be found fault 
with, and she told herself that she hated this 
man, because be presumed to do it; yet she 
was always rousing him into expressing dis¬ 
approval of her opinions or act ions, forcing it 
upon him, and then, when she scratched him 
metaphorically, he would not quarrel, only 
smile superior, and make her feel extremely 
youthful. Yet Miss Lil was perfectly aware, 
that, however much he disapproved, ho ad¬ 
mired her greatly, and the novelty of the com¬ 
bination kept up the interest in her eyes. Na¬ 
turally, she would have died, rather than shape 
her conduct by his sovereign will; so they 
passed through several weeks, which held 
quite as muoh storm as sunshine. 

But the time cams, when Mr. Fay began to 
look grieved, instead of bored, at her vagaries; 
when, if she flirted with some married man, or 
committed other similar enormities, his dark 
eyes showed trouble, instead of contempt. Lil 
saw it, and knew that her victory was close at 
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band—knew it with far other feelings than 
those which had filled her heart at similar dis¬ 
coveries in other quarters. She was in an odd, 
restless state, which she could not understand, 
and it made her more restless to try; so she 
fioated on in a pleasant dream, only rouBing 
herself enough to provoke and try him, more 
and more, in hopes to see if any result would 
come of that uneasy light she so Often saw in 
his face, during those latter days. She kept tel¬ 
ling herself that she did not care for him or 
bis opinions; he was a prig, in spite of his 
charming manners, and he never paid her a 
compliment. 

Then she thought interrogatively—“ never?” 
She recollected every conversation with a dis¬ 
tinctness for which she could not account. 
She remembered brief words—-quick looks; as, 
for instance, the night when a party of friends 
were discussing Mrs. Floyd, and her last ex¬ 
ploits in the way of displeasing her husband, 
and transgressing let convenances. And Lit, who 
would always support tho absent said, eagerly; 
44 1 don’t suppose she thought any more than I 
do ! I’m always doing something wrong, and 
I never find it out till somebody tells me; she’s 
only impulsive.” 

She caught his answer, inaudible to the rest, 
and grew quite pink, and turned her head 
away, lest the roses on her faco shoutd be 
seen, when that deliberate voice replied softly, 
44 Vou could not sin in (hat way.” 

It was a pity Fosdick, or any of the men 
who wasted their time paying her ordinary com¬ 
pliments, could not have watched her averted 
face—it might have taught them a lesson. 

But the days went on, and the quarreling 
and arguing; and, at other times, the cheer¬ 
ful, honest talks, beguiled the pair into an in¬ 
timacy, which would hove been noticeable, 
only that they never could get through an 
evening without her being provoked into an 
effort to annoy him, by some outrageous bit of 
flirtation, with any man present, Of whom she 
knew he must disapprove. 

Yet Lil was aware some sort of crisis was 
coming nearer and nearer; she wa* So per¬ 
plexed by her own contradictory emotions, 
that she could not tell what she wanted, or de¬ 
cide upon any line of conduct. 

There had been peace between- them for two 
days; he had spent a morning alone with her ; 
they had ridden out—met at the opera after 
—met the next day by chance; and his words 
and manner were so unlike what they had 
ever been, that Lil could not help knowing 
what they portended. She would not question 


herself—would not try to account for the glow 
of pleasure at her heart, the new glory which, 
seemed to have fallen upon her life. 

That seoond evening they were both at Mrs. 
Hill’s reception, and Lil enjoyed tho charm of 
his society until some imp of the perverse 
whispered to her that he was taking things too 
easily, too much for granted. Satan entered 
her at once; she cast about her some abomi¬ 
nable provocation, and just then Leonard Phil¬ 
lips entered the room—& man who had no busi¬ 
ness to enter any decent house; only be was 
so great a power in Wall street, that few peo¬ 
ple dared treat him as he deserved. 

Lil astonished him by a cordial greeting, 
and Fay’s look made her persevere. The set 
invited was a rather crazy one, and the more 
intimate members were privately warned to 
remain to supper. It was Lil’s crowning night 
of folly, and she surpassed herself. Fay’s ab¬ 
solute indifference drove her nearly frautic, 
and there was scarcely an opinion she had 
ever heard him express, in respect to women, 
which she did not manage to transgress. 

As they rose from the table, she found him 
at her side. 

“I have a favor to ask,” he said. 

“Yes?” she returned, indifferently, “I 
thought you never were guilty of the weak¬ 
ness.” 

“ Oh, I am always willing to oblige myself,” 
he said, cooly. 

“ And expect everybody else to be,” she re¬ 
plied, rather more sharply than was desirable. 

Ho paid no 'attention—he had on his most 
indifferent, impenetrable look. 

“ I had asked you to ride to-morrow-” 

“I really cannot go,”she interrupted, quick 
as a flash. “ I had forgotten all about it, and 
so made an engagement, which I can’t possibly 
break.” 

“ That puts me out of my difficulty,” he said, 
with a cheerfulness which made her so angry 
her head swam. “ Now all I havo to do is to 
bid you good-by, and wish you a pleasant 
spring. I leave town to-morrow morning.” 

“ Ah ! Well, bon voyage, wherever you may 
be going.” 

“ To Boston first.” 

“Accept my profound commiseration,” said 
she, with a little shiver. 

44 Boston is my home,” he answered, gravely. 

“I don’t blame you,” cried Lil; 44 1 am only 
sorry for yon.” • 

He repeated his farewells, and held out his 
hand*—the' rest of tho people had drifted off 
into the saloon ; they were quite alone. 
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‘‘Will you say good-by ?” he asked. 

‘‘Oh, yes,*’ she said, pleasantly; “but I 
never do shake hands—it it so very bourgeoise. 
Excuse me; I promised to sing—adieu.” 

She executed the most graceful, impertinent 
little curtsy, and ran away. 

Fay did not appear in the drawing-room; 
an hour after Lil was at home, safe in her own 
room, and knew that he had left her forever. 

Two weeks passed. Lil plunged recklessly 
into every sort of gayety, leaving herself very 
little time to think. She told herself that there 
was nothing the matter, and that she was ra¬ 
ther relieved than otherwise, by the absence 
of that cold-blooded cynic. What, her sleep¬ 
lessness, her intolerable weariness meant, she 
seldom allowed her heart to ask. She knew, 
at the bottom, that she was wretched ; but took 
as much pains to lie to her own consciousness, as 
if she were seeking to deceive somebody else. 

A few weeks later, the order was issued from 
head-quarters, for a move to their place on 
Staten Island. Pussy Brent accompanied them, 
and, the day after their arrival, rashly accepted 
Lil’s proposal to drive out in her basket-carriage. 

The ponies took fright on the Terrace road, 
and, although Lilian, by this time, managed 
the little beasts tolerably, a short corner de¬ 
posited the unwary groom in a mud-lake by 
the roadside, thereby adding tenfold to the 
ponies' fright. An approaching tandem, ill 
driven by some amateur whip, set them utterly 
mad, and finished the business in a breathless 
space. They swerved aside so violently, that 
the little trap turned upside down in the ditch, 
and the ponies, disembarrassed of all incum¬ 
brance but the harness, started off at a gal¬ 
lop, which nobody had leisure to check. 

The groom and the tandem-driver lifted the 
two ladies up insensible. It was discovered 
that Miss Brent had received only a severe 
sprain, and numerous bruises; but Lil had 
struck the back of her head on a stone, caus¬ 
ing, it was feared, concussion of the brain. 

She was taken home, and lay for days in a 
stupor, and, for weeks after, almost as quiet. 
Every noise, indeed every thought, was kept 
from her; and it seemed difficult to keep her 
alive, so dangerous did it prove to disturb the 
apathetic stillness in which she lay. 

Time and skill seemed to bring trifling im¬ 
provement to Lilian’s state, though she wasted 
little, only looking more fair and spiritual; 
more like the flower whose name her father 
always gave her. The most difficult symptom 
to treat was a convulsive tendency, which the 
least excitement brought on; and the physi¬ 


cians began to despair of her gaining strength, 
while fearing to employ the remedies, or make 
the changes which appeared the sole hope of 
giving it to her. 

Spring passed into early summer, and one 
morning poor Lilian lay back on her white pil¬ 
lows, herself as white, looking dreamily out 
on the green fields, and, perhaps, absently 
listening to the murmur of voices from the 
next room, where the recovered Pussy sat with 
Mrs. Blanchard, idly discifssing a new novel, 
which they were reading aloud by turns. 

Suddenly, Mrs. Talbot, who had come down 
on a visit, rushed in upon them, with news¬ 
papers in her hand, too much startled to notice 
that the door into Lilian’s room was half open. 

“ Have you heard of the accident to the Fall 
River boat ?” she asked, eagerly. “ I’m so 
afraid my cousins, the Langs, were on board. 
Lost her rudder, I think it was—at all events 
she became unmanageable; And then a fire 
broke out, and it was only her drifting into 
Huntington Bay that saved any of the pas¬ 
sengers Most had gone overboard, in their 
fright, or stifled by the smoke. The passengers* 
names liavo been sent on by telegraph ; but it’s 
not yet ascertained how many are lost.” 

Mrs. Talbot ended her monologue, and threw 
herself, on the verge of hysterics, into an easy 
chair, while Mrs. Blanchard sat silent with 
horror; and Pussy Brent, seizing the journals, 
began to read the list of passengers in an au¬ 
dible voice. She read one name, near the 
close—that of Addison Fay ; but it passed with¬ 
out comment, in the distress elicited from the 
three, by the certainty, that not only the Lang’s, 
but numerous other friends, had been on board. 

Nobody remembered the open door ; nobody 
thought about Lilian, for her mother and Pussy 
had often remarked, that she never appeared 
conscious of any conversation going on in the 
next room. Presently, Mrs. Talbot asked how 
she was that morning—the inquiry made Mrs. 
Blanchard hurry into the apartment, to be cer¬ 
tain that their unusually animated talk had not 
disturbed tho sick girl. 

A broken cry from the wretched mother 
brought Miss Brent and their visitor to the bed¬ 
side. 

Lilian had slipped from the pillows, which 
had been piled back of her shoulders; her 
head lay agaihst the carved edge of the bed¬ 
stead, her long, golden hair streaming to the 
floor, her eyes closed—a fearful blue pallor 
upon her face. It only needed one glance to 
lead the truth—she was dead ! There was a 
second shriek from Mrs. Blanchard, then a 
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merciful insensibility seized her, and she fell 
to the floor, almost as cold and white as the 
still figure on the bed. 

The household was alarmed—the doctors 
summoned ; there was much consultation—the¬ 
ory after theory; but the decision could only 
be that some sudden shock had produced the 
effect, the physicians feared from the first, and 
caused an instantaneous and painless death. 

After a time, the weary, worn look passed 
from poor Lilian's fa$e; and, though she could 
not be paler, there were none of the distress¬ 
ing signs of death visible, which so often force 
ns to hurry our dead into the grave. Loving 
hands arrayed her for her final rest, and she 
was left there, on the maiden couch, which, in 
the happy old days, had brought her such 
pleasant dreams, calm and peaceful, as if dis¬ 
ease had left her, and she had fallen into the 
peaceful slumber which precedes recovery. 

Late on the evening of the day following 
Lilian's death, a gentleman came up the road 
from the landing, and entered the grounds of 
the villa. He walked slowly round the drive 
that led to the front of the house—hesitated a 
moment, then, catching sight, in the moonlight, 
of Mr. Blanchard, pacing up and down among 
the shrubberies, turned and joined him. It 
was Addison Fay. 

There was a warm hand-clasp, and a few 
broken words between the two, for Fay had 
been on more intimate terms with Mr.Blanchard, 
than is usual between men so unequal in age. 

Presently, Pussy Brent came out to summon 
her unple in for his coffee, and he insisted on 
Fay's entering the house. Miss Brent noticed 
Fay's depression of manner, and she had never 
before seen him so fearfully pale. After awile, 
Mr. Blanchard was called away by a message 
from his wife, and as he would not permit Fay 
* to take his leave, Puss sat there to entertain 
him during her uncle's absence. 

Fay fell into a silence, which became so 
painful to the girl, in her excitement of grief, 
that she could not endure it. 

She began to speak of his recent danger; to 
ask questions; and, finally, to tell of the shock 
which the news must have been to Lilian, in 
the weakened and diseased state of her nerves. 
In answer to his hasty inquiries, she told, with 
uncontrollable sobs, of the conversation which 
had thoughtlessly taken place, in the sick girl's 
hearing, and of the belief among the doctors, 
that the horror of hearing of the disaster, had 
cost Lilian her frail life. This was not known 
to Mr. and Mrs. Blanchard, Pnssy told him, 
too full of her own grief to notice the effect 


her words had produced. He even managed 
to speak kindly and soothingly to her, and 
presently she grew more calm. For her aunt’s 
sake she had been obliged to exercise unnatu¬ 
ral self-control, and this outbreak, in the full 
assurance of meeting his sympathy, did her 
good. She added, that she could not tell why 
Lily should have felt so terribly the shock of 
the news. She begged him to make her feel 
that, at least, she ought not to blame herself 
for having failed to remember the open door. 

At last, she said, this foolish, tender-hearted, 
blind creature, perfectly ignorant of the hor¬ 
rible agony she bad been inflicting on him, 

“ Shall I let you see how happy she looks? 
You used to like her at least. No one could 
see her now without loving her! Do cornel" 

Still he controlled himself. He allowed her 
to take his hand, and lead him up stairs into 
the upper hall. She left him standing alone 
there for a moment, with the ghostly moon¬ 
light shining in through the casement at the 
end of the corridor—-a horrible moment, which 
was like eternity, in that it united the past and 
future with the agony of the present. 

Having seen that there was no one in the 
death-chamber, Miss Brent came back to where 
he stood, and conducted him into Lilian's room. 
They stood together before the bed, where lay 
all that was mortal of beautiful Lil Blanchard. 
The slender form, the pure, sweet face, the 
folded hands, the girlish grace of the attitude 
—Oh, God ! how could it be death ! 

“ Oh, Lily ! Lily!” sobbed poor Pussy Brent! 

And then she felt the hand which held hers 
gripe it hard, cold as that of the dead girl on 
whom they gazed. She cast a timid glance at 
his face, revealed in the dim light, and at last 
she read the truth, which she had been too 
blind in her self-absorption to penetrate be-, 
fore. She dropped his hand, and, with one 
long, shuddering sob, ran out of the room. 

Addison Fay sank on his knees by the bed ; 
his strength was gone; he could no longer sup¬ 
port the semblance of composure, if there had 
been need ; but he was Alone, alone with his 
dead! The horrible gasps of anguish, whieh 
had no tears, burst from his lips, ne held 
fast to the pale, delicate hand, as if it were the 
only anchor that steadied his mind. Lily had 
conquered in death the only human being who 
ever sought to resist her. 

There are no words in which to picture the 
agony of a vigillike his. God forbid that I 
should try. 

At last Miss Brent was forced to return, lest 
others should intrude upon his grief. The 
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Bound of his sobs had reached her, as she stood 
without the door, and tore her heart with new 
pain She understood now much that had been 
inexplicable in Lilian’s conduct, during the 
past months; she knew that they had loved 
each other, whatever the cause which sepa¬ 
rated them. 

He lifted his head, when she spoke, staring 
strangely at her, with his lustreless eyes; but, 
at length, comprehended that she wished him 
to go—to leave Lily. 

He rose to his feet. There was something in 
his face that made Puss absolutely afraid. He 
motioned her back—she could not but obey. 
Before she could expostulate, if she had wished, 
he lifted Lily’s form in his arms, gathered her 
close to his breast, kissed her perfect mouth, 
her golden hair, her blue-veined wrists. 

He held her pressed close to him, and his 
set lips uttered, brokenly, a piteous prayer for 
herself and him, that he might go with her, 
that she might summon him as he stood—oh, 
no matter what; the madness, the horrible 
Buffering, finding vent in words, which only 
too many can imagine ! 

Miss Brent turned away her face; it seemed 
sacrilege to wateh, to listen then. The fear 
that others might intrude, recalled her to her¬ 
self. She put her kind, compelling hand on 
his shoulder, and thus sought to remind him, 


i 


and help him back to the needful self-control. 
He understood; he laid his lovely burden back 
on the bed, and turned to go. He stopped, 
bent over the couch again, kissed the two white 
hands, and, for the last time, his lips sought 
hers, still life-like in their faint tinge of color. 

Suddenly, with a dreadful groan, he cried, 

“ She’s not dead—not deadl Thank Godl 
She lives—she lives I” 

Miss Brent’s first thought was that he had 
gone mad. She started forward to thrust him 
away from the bed. As she did so, she caught 
his voice again. 

“ Her head—she moves her head 1” 

She followed his hand ; she saw the golden- 
tressed head move slightly; the lips parted; 
with one cry, that roused the household, she 
fell prostrate on the floor. 

It was true ; Lily was not dead! Sho lived; 
her lover’s magnetic influence had brokeu the 
trance which had locked her senses, and sho 
lived, hovering long between life and death, 
only, as she said afterward, coming back be¬ 
cause it was so sweet to love and be loved. 

From her after declaration, it appeared that 
she had been at times partially conscious; but 
incapablo of appreciating the horror of her 
situation. She confessed, months later, that 
the first moment of entire consciousness, was 
when Fay committed his unwarrantable liberty. 


THE EMIGRANT'S SONG. 

BY A. V. ADAMS. 

Thx brown leaves are foiling, from hill-top and plain; < And the moss-covered cottage beneath their green shade, 

Whilo the forests are clothed with a yellowish hue; j With its smoko carting upward toward the blue Heaven; 
And we look for the grocn dress of Summer in rain, j Aud the grass-covered hills, where the sunlight doth fade, 

And sigh sadly then for the soft skies of bine. j And mingle its rajs with the shadows of oven. 

But now, as we gaze on the Summer's young grave, j In fancy's swift pinions ws cross the bine sea. 

Wo think of the home-land, for over the sea; j And visit again the loved home of our birth; 

“Where the holly and hawthorn their branches still wave; j For that from the rude storms of winter is free, 

Where the tiny brook trickles beneath the green tree. { As no frost ever visits that sweet spot of earth. 


A PICTURE. 

BY LOTTIE K. SMITH. 


Two childish feet, gently pressing the grass, 

Two little copper toes, polished and bright, 
Serving as mirror to the flowers they pass; 

Two sunny eyes foil of laughter and light. 

A rose-bndded raoutfy that was made to be kissed; 
Gold-tinted liair clustering softly and sweet 


Round the white brow in a gold-tinted mist; 

Such is the picture my fancies meet. 

Gayest of blossoms, around there be, 

Daisies and clover-blooms, fairest of flowers; 

But the fairest of all, it see ran to me, 

Is the child-blossom, fresh from the garden boors. 
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The summer afternoon waned at last; the 
flaming sun declined toward the horizon; and 
a cool, soft breeze, inexpressibly delightful, 
after the heats of the day, began to blow. 

Since early dawn Lizzy Dupont had been 
foiling at her needle, but now she threw down 
her work, and leaving the old mill, stood on 
the rude plank that crossed the mill-race, and 
looked eagerly over the fields. 

“Oh! where can Dossy be?” she cried. 
“That dreadful interest, which must be got 
ready by Saturday, has made me forget her. 

I ought not to have listened to grandpa. I am 
sure something has happened to her. She 
never was away so long before. I shall never 
forgive myself. What, what," she cried, sud¬ 
denly clasping her hands, “ if she should be 
drowned?” 

Lizzie Dupont had not always been a resi¬ 
dent at the old mill, dependent on her needle 
for support. She had onee been, and that not 
so long ago, the petted daughter of a merchant 
prince in New York. But her father had failed, 
and died soon after of a broken heart; and 
Lizzie would have starved, if it had not been 
for her maternal grandfather. “ Come to me,” 
he had.written, “I am old and poor; but we 
will share our crust together: if you have 
grown up to look like your dear mother, you 
will be the apple of my eye.” So Lizzie, 
ignored by her father’s rich relations, had 
found refuge in this secluded spot. 

Refuge and peace, but hardly happiness. In 
the days of her prosperity, she had become ac¬ 
quainted with a young Englishman, the son of 
a titled family, and had plighted her troth to 
him. Just before her father’s failure, Ross 
Devereaux had sailed for England, intending, 
within six months, to return and claim his 
bride. But from that day to this, Lizzie had 
never heard a word about him. 

At first she thought her letters had mis¬ 
carried, and in the faith and trust of her young 
heart had continued writing. But, at last, and 
after discovering the hCartlessness of her 
father’s relatives, she began to believe that 
even Ross might be selfish also. “ I am poor 
now, and he deserts me,” she said. “ God help 
me! But it is, I suppose, the way of the world.” 

Lately a new trouble had come upon her. 
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BISON JONES. 

| Her grandfather had been failing all winter, 
so that a man had tabs hired to work the mill, 
and this had brought them into debt. Already 
there was a mortgage on the mill, for the 
grandfather had never beep a prosperous man, 
and now .the interest had fallen in arrears for 
nearly a twelvemonth. The holder of the mort¬ 
gage was a cruel, avaricious man. He had 
often threatened to turn out the little family, 
if his interest was not paid; and two weeks 
before, he had served a written notice, that if 
[ the arrears were not forthcoming by the next 
Saturday, he would be as good as his word. 
Every day, since, Lizzy had risen by candle¬ 
light, and worked till bedtime. “ If I can only 
j get this embroidery done for Mrs. Watson,” 

[ she said, “by that dreadful day, I may raise 
part of the iponey at least, and perhaps then 
he will wait for the rest.” 

But, this afternoon, a new and greater trouble 
had come. Dossy, her little pet sister, had 
been missing all day. The child often spent 
the mornings playing in the woods, but in¬ 
variably returned to the noontide meal. On 
this occasion, however, she did not make her 
appearance. Lizzy was alarmed, and would 
have gone to seek her; but the grandfather 
took it more coolly: “She has stopped at some 
of the neighbors,” he said, “ she will be home 
| for supper: don’t fret, dear.” Lizzy, thinking 
* of the coming Saturday, had allowed herself 
to be persuaded that all was right, and had 
[ gone back to her work. But, as the afternoon 
E wore on, and no Dossy came, she grew seriously 
alarmed. At last, throwing down her needle, 
she came out, as we have seen. 

“Oh, Dossy, Dossy!” she cried, when she 
had scrutinized the landscape vainly in every 
direction, “where are you? If God will only 
spare you, dear—if he will give you back to us 
alive—I will never repine again at anything.” 

But where was Dossy? Was she really lost! 

To explain this, we must go back to the 
afternoon before, and look at Dossy, as she sat 
in the old-fashioned garden, swaying to and 
fro in a grape-vine swing, puzzling over the 
troubles of the family. She was watching a 
bob-o-link, that sung in the heart of a lilac- 
bush, and talking to herself the while. 

“ What p nasty, ugly old man that landlord 


Digitized by v^iOOQLe 



THE MILLER’S GRANDDAUGHTER. 


207 


is,” she said; “and ho made poor Lizzy cry 
so, the other day, when he was here. He says 
Re’ll drive us from, our home. Why, then,” 
with sudden consciousness, “ we’ll have no 
place to live in, and I shall never hoar you 
sing, birdie, nor have my flowers, nor my kit¬ 
tens. Oh, me! Oh, me!” 

She sobbed a little, then shook off her April 
tears, and then fell to thinking in earnest. If 
they only had some money. What if she could j 
get some? She puckered her brows into a 
frown. Just then, some market carts rolled by, 
laden with produce, on their way to the neigh¬ 
boring little town. On the front seat of one 
sat an old woman, with a basket of flowers on 
her knees. A sudden thought flashed on Dossy, 
and the puckered little brow cleared up. Why 
couldn’t she sell flowers? Her garden was full 
of them, especially of pansies, such pansies as 
were not often seen. 

She jumped from the swing bo quickly that 
she landed headforemost in the grasses below. 
But, nothing daunted, she regained her feet, 
and began plucking off the golden-hearted ! 
pansies and English daises by handfuls. She 
would do it; yes indeod she would, and make 
ever so much money; and they wouldn’t have 
to leave the mill, and grandpa and sissie 
wouldn’t cry ary more. She fell to work, 
arranging her bouquets for the morrow, hor 
eyes fairly dancing with delight. She put 
them together quite tastefully, and by the time 
the summer moon stood over thepin.es, she had 
m long row set np, amid the evergreens, that 
the dews might keep them fresh. In the morn¬ 
ing, as soon as breakfast was over, she would 
set off. 

Dear, innocent Dossy! she had not the lost 
doubt but that she would succeed, and she slept 
but little that night in her excitement. Over 
and over she rose from her little bed, and stole 
on tip-toe to the window to look down, on her 
treasures. 

The morrow dawned cloudlessly. Breakfast 
over, Dossy ran down to the garden, crammed 
her posies into Lizzy’s market-basket, and 
taking it on her ohubby arm, trudged away, 
fortunately unnoticed. On she sped, past the 
long, long lines of fences, and down into the 
very heart of the town. Her cheeks were 
Crimson, her breath came in gasps, she almost 
Stumbled from fatigue; but at last she reached 
the market-place, and stopped in a little corner, \ 
Where the shadows fell cool, and where an old ! 
blind woman Was selling laces. Here, feeling j 
a sense of safety And companionship,, from the | 
presence of the old blind creature, she sat j 


down and began with deft hands to arrange 
her posies in front of her. What a picture she 
made, in her white frock, with its short, puffed 
sleeves, her eyes ablaze, her amber ringlets 
blown about by the morning breeze, framed, 
as it were, by a border of yellow daisies and 
goklen-hearted pansies. At the silvery call of 
her sweet, bird-voice, piping, “ who’ll buy my 
pansies,” one and another pedestrian looked 
baqk, a few smiled, and some stopped and pur¬ 
chased. Presently a farmer, who had just such 
a little one at home, bought one of her nose¬ 
gays, and paid for it with half a dollar. Dossy 
was in raptures. Then another gentleman 
came along, this time a comparatively young 
one, but tall and dark, and with a bronzed 
face. 

“Won’t you buy a bunch of pansies, sir, 
please ?” said little Dossy. 

The stranger, who had not noticed her be¬ 
fore, stopped, and looked for the little, piping 
voice. 

“ Please, sir,” said Dossy, holding up a posy. 
“Only twenty-five cents.” 

The young man flashed a keen glance at 
Dossy, and drew near, smiling. 

“Tp be sure I will,” he said, pleasantly, “if 
ouly for the sake of your bright eyes. Twenty- 
five cents, you said, I think,” and he drew out 
his purse. 

“Yes,” said Dossy, apologetically, imagin¬ 
ing he thought the price too high. “You see 
I have to ask a good deal,” and she shook her 
curly bead with a grave, important air, “for 
Lizzy must have the money by Saturday, or we 
shall he.turned out of our pretty home.” As 
she finished, she tendered to her auditor the 
prettiest pf her posies, which she had just 
selected for hiip out of her store. 

The stranger, all this time, had been looking 
curiously, ait her. The color went and came oq 
his face, his lips trembled, and he showed 
other signs of emotion. 

“Tell me,” he cried, earnestly, “my dear, 
what is your name ?” 

He drew close to Dossy as he spoke, and 
seemed to be looking in her face, as if for 
some half-remembered, or half-lanoied like¬ 
ness. 

44 Dossy,” she answered* 44 Dossy Dupont.” 

His answer was to catch her -in his arms, 
And kiss her again and Again, his voice trem* 
bling with excitement, as he cried, “Dossy! 
My little pet Dossy, don't you know who I 
am?” 

But Dossy struggled from his embrace, 
smoothed her curls, and answered haughtily, 
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•‘I asked you to buy my pansies, sir, and 
Hot to kiss me.” 

The stranger broke into a joyous laugh. 
44 And I will buy them,” he replied, “every 
one of them. But don’t you really know 
me, Dossy? I am Ross Devereaux. Why, 
you have sat on my knee many and many a 
time.” 

Dossy, at this, stared at him curiously. Then 
she uttered a gleeful little shout, and sprang 
into his arms. 

“Oh! I know,” she cried, “I remember 
you. Won't Lizzy be glad? Won’t she stop 
crying now ?” 

Ross Dcvereaux’s swart cheek crimsoned. 
44 Take me to your home,” he said, 44 to your 
siBter: is she here ?” 

“No,” answered Do$sy, “wo live at grand¬ 
pa’s, at the old mill, out of town, you 
know.” 

“ Let us go at once, then. No need to sell 
pansies any longer,” cried Ross Devereaux, 
eagerly, setting the child on her feet. 

Lizzy Dupont stood, as we have said, gazing 
acrossthe meadows, heart-broken about Dossy’s 
prolonged absenco. Suddenly two figures ap¬ 
peared, emerging from the woods beyond, in 
the direction of the town. She gave a great 
cry of joy, for one was certainly Dossy. But 
who was the other? Who was the taVl, hand¬ 
some man, who held Dossy by the hand ? Could 
it be—no, it was impossible—and yet-- 

At this moment, while she was still uncer¬ 
tain; while her heart leaped into her throat, 
and then stopped beating; while she felt dizzy, 
and about to fall, and had to clutch at the rail¬ 
ing, Dossy’s companion, dropping the child’s 
hand, darted forward, for he had recognized 
Lizzy, and came hurrying over the meadow, 
waving his hat. He reached tho stile, was 
ever it in a bound, and the next instant was at 
Lizzy’B side 

“Thank God I have found you at last!” he 
cried, claspiug her sinking form. 44 Poor, 
timid darling! Did you think I had deserted 
you?” 

What Lizzy would have replied, if anything, 
we do not know; but he gave her no ohance: 
hurriedly, as if life and death depended on it, 
he went on to tell his story. 

44 Not one of your letters ever came to hand,” 
he said. 41 They were intercepted, as I dis¬ 
covered at last. I wouldn’t mention how, under 
other circumstances; but you, at least, ought 
to know the whole truth. The fact is, darling, 
that, while my parents were eager to weloome 
you as a daughter, I had a cousin, an ambitious 


girl, who had always lived with us, and who, 
it seems, wished to marry me, not, of course,’* 
he said, quickly, “that she loved me, but 
merely to secure the title and position. Well, 
to make a long story short, she bribed the post¬ 
mistress at the village to give her your letters, 
so that I never heard a word from you, or about 
you, till, at last, in despair, I came over, before 
I intended, to solve the mystery-” 

“Came over?” said Lizzy, faintly, and 
guiltily, conscious how she had misjudged 
him. 

“ To bo sure,” repeated Ross Devereaux, 
frankly. 44 Ah ! little skeptic, you doubted me, 
did you?” 

44 Indeed, indeed-” began Lizzy. 

But he stopped her with a kiss. 

44 Then it was,” he went on, 44 that I heard, 
for the first time, of your father’s death. But 
no ono could give me any information of your 
whereabouts. I did not know your relations in 
New York, but I found out their names, hot it 
was some time, and ono was at Newport, and 
another at Saratoga, and a third at the Yirgini*. 
Springs. Before I could do anything, came 
the news of my father’s sudden death, and a 
summons homo, for I am, you know, his heir 
as to both the title and estates. When I had 
been at Devereaux Hall for a week or so, the 
post-mistress came up, trembling and penitent, 
for I was now Sir Ross, and she had discovered, 
by this time, that my cousin was not to bo Lady 
Devereaux. Then the vile plot was revealed. 
Darling, ever since, I have been wild to discover 
you. I hurried up my business, and left Eng¬ 
land at once. But for a long time I was foiled. 
Your city cousins, on whom I had relied, could 
not tell me where you had gone. All they 
knew, and they told it with evident confusion, 
was that your mother’s father had sent for you, 
and that he lived in this State, and they thought 
in this part of it. So I have visited every square 
milo of this, and four other counties, and only 
lighted on Dossy, by accident, to-day. 1 didn’t 
even know your grandfather’s name.” 

There was much more to tell, details with 
which we will not tire the reader, eager ques¬ 
tions and as eager replies. Lizzy could hardly 
credit her happiness. Dossy danced around, 
shouting in glee. 

If you ever visit England, and should ever ge 
to the neighborhood of Devereaux Hall, you will 
hear everybody talking of the beautiful Lady 
Devereaux, whom Sir Ross brought home from 
America. Should you see her, you will recog¬ 
nise, as we did, in the gracious matron, the 
Miller’s Granddaughter. 
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COimifUXD PROM FA61 147. 

CHAPTER XV. “ That was when I had a right to ask. Then you 

They stood under the shade of a tall acasia would have believed me against the world.” 
tree, starred with soft, yellow blossoms, that “Yes, I would have believed you against the 
rose out of a little jungle of tropical plants in whole world.” 
one end of the conservatory. .Around them “ But now-” 

was the soft glow of moonlight, literally shed “ Now I believe nothing, without proof.” 

from alabaster lamps. From the distance came “ But I will believe you, asking no better 

subdued bursts of music, and close by a foun- proof than your bare word.” 
tain sent its diamond drops through the neigh- “ In what ?” 

boring blossoms, and its bell-like tinkle rung The woman hesitated. In her first passion 

upon their ears wkh a pleasant monotony. she had thought it an easy thing to question 


Of all places on earth, this was the brightest j 
for a meeting of lovers. But these two per- j 
sons had gray hairs upon their temples, and a 
look of such unutterable pain in their faces, 
that all this perfume, and the musical fall of 
water-drops, seemed but a mockery of some¬ 
thing that had been. 

“ You wished to speak with me?” said Her¬ 
man Ross, in a low, sad voice. “ I think we 
are alone hero.” 

“Yes, Herman!” 

The man started. Something in the tone of 
Mrs. Lambert’s voice, as she uttered the name, 
sent a pang through his whole system. Still he 
seemed calm, and his voice changed but little 
when he spoke again. 

“Is there anything you wish to tell me ?” 

Ross asked this question earnestly, and his 
eyes dwelt on the troubled face of the woman 
with almost imploring earnestness. 

“Anything I wish to tell?” repeated the 
lady, with astartled look. “ What could I have, 
that you do not already know ? I—I wished 
rather to ask a question ?” 

“Well, I am here, and have nothing to con* 
ceal.” 

“Ah! how coldly yon speak, Herman!” 

“ now else should I speak, Mrs. Lambert ?” 

“I do not know—I ought not to care; but I 
do—Ido!” 

The woman spoke with anguish ; she did not 
weep, but there was something more thrilling 
than tears in her voice. 

“There was a time when I believed you,” 
said Ross. 


him ; but his chilling calm daunted her. 

“ Herman, tell me ; and, oh ! let it be truth! 
Do you love that girl?” 

The woman clasped her hands, and wrung 
them together as she spoke. Ross looked at 
her a moment in grave silence. 

“ I suppose you mean Miss Laurence.” 

“ Yes, I mean her!” 

“ You ask if I love her ?” 

“ Yes, yes! Oh, tell me !” 

Ross paused a moment, but did not remove 
liis eyes from the woman’s face. 

“ Will you never speak ?” she cried, passion¬ 
ately. 

“ Yon ask if I love this girl, and I answer. 
Is there any reason against it ?” 

“ You do ! You do! And almost confess R 
to me ?” 

“To you, above all other persons, I deny any 
right to question me.” 

“ Right! I have no rights; only it would 
be merciful if you would set my mind at rest.” 

“ But I do not wish to answer.” 

“ Oh, God help me ! This is hard !” cried 
the woman, looking wildly around, as if a 
power of help lay in the beautiful shrubs. 

“ Is this conscience ?” said Ross, beading hid 
eyes sternly upon her. 

“ Conscience ! Conscience!” 

“ Madam, once for all, if yeu have anything 
to confess—” 

“ To confess!” 

Mrs. Lambert’s face was white as snow; her 
lips grew cold, and her voice failed. 

> “ Confess, or confide. I am willing to use 
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the softer term,” answered Ross, touched, in 
spite of himself, by those contracted features. 

“But I have nothiug to confess, or confide 
—nothing !” 

Ross turned away, literally disappointed. 
Something he hud evidently hoped to learn 
from the lady, which she cither did not under¬ 
stand, or purposely avoided. 

“I ask you a question, vital to us both, and 
you refuse to answer,” said the lady, still clasp¬ 
ing her hands, where the jewels shone, and cpt 
into the tender flesh unnoticed, in her agony 
of impatience. 

“ First,” said Ross, sternly, “I will ask you a 
question.” 

“Then, you will answer mine? Ask it! A$k 
it!” cried the lady. 

Ross gave a glance around, as if fearing that 
they were not quite alone, then he took the 
woman's two hands in his, drew her, not un¬ 
willingly, toward him, and whispered a few 
words. She uttered a low cry, loosing her 
hands from his clasp, and stood mute and pale, 
gazing on him with a wild gleam in her eyes, 
that shone like maducss. 

“ Are you mad, or am 1 ?” she exclaimed at 
last, pressing both trembling hands on her 
bosom. 

“ The time of madness for mo has long since 
passed,” said Ross; “but you have not an¬ 
swered my question.” 

“ Answered your question ! No, then! No, 
no! A thousand times no! I—I-” 

Here the lady fell to trembling violently ; 
for there was a look of unbelief in the man's 
face, that struck her to the heart, and he 
turned to leave her in silence. Then the old 
idea shot through her brain, and she ap¬ 
proached him closer. 

“I have answered you. Now answer nje. 
Do you love this girl, Eva Laurence!” 

“ Yes!” 

Ross spoke in a low, distinct voice, which 
scarcely rose above the fall of water-rdrops in 
the fountain; but it seemed to fill the whole 
conservatory. The flowers, the water, and the 
moon-like lamps, had heard it with herself, and 
Seemed to rejoice over it—triumph over her. 
The last hope went out from her heart then, 
and she believed herself to be dying. 

CHAPTER XVI. 

A handsomer couple than Ivan Lambert ^nd 
Eva Laurence never measured perfect happi¬ 
ness to music. Tall, graceful, thrillel with a 
glow of unspoken love, they fairly floated 


through the ball-room, which was soon crowded 
with a circle of curious admirers. 

The beauty of this unknown girl had created 
a wide sensation among Mr. Carter’s guests— 
a seusation intensified by the hints and jeers 
flung out by Miss Spicer, who felt herself re¬ 
lieved of a rival, and, next to conquest, loved 
that species of piquant gossip that approaches 
a scandal. That young lady hftd been busy &s 
a humming-bird, in a wild trumpet voice, cir¬ 
culating all that she knew of Eva Laurence— 
her origin, her occupation, and her engage¬ 
ment to the greatest genius just then in fashion ; 
and all this time Eva, unconscious of the gene¬ 
ral interest, was dancing more than was pro¬ 
per for a betrothed young lady with Ivan Lam¬ 
bert. 

Who was this gill ? Was she really engaged ? 
Had she, in fact, on her very first appearance, 
enthralled the two men most sought after in 
fashionable circles ? A shop-girl, with that 
air of grace and refinement? Impossible! 
That, at least, must be one of Miss Spicer’s 
canards. Why, in every respect, this girl had 
all the qualifications of a Reigning Belle. 

These were only a few of the whispered com¬ 
ments that went around the circle, as these 
young people moved harmoniously among the 
dancers, uRConcious of the general attention 
bestowed upon them. 

In the pauses of the dance, Ivan noticed the 
cluster of flowers that bloomed upon his part¬ 
ner’s bosom. Eva blushed when she saw where 
his eyes were directed. 

“You accepted them,” he said, with a smite, 
“ without knowing how many wild thoughts 
were bound up with the blossoms. Had you 
dreamed of them, I fear they would not have 
rested on that bosom now.” 

Eva looked down at lier flowers, that rose 
and fell suddenly, as if they had been cast on 
the snowy crest of a wave, then she lifted her 
eyes to his—a siugle glance, and the white 
lids drooped again. 

Ivan smiled, and his eyes flashed. He re¬ 
quired no.better answer than that, one look. 
His arm stole around her waist again. Now 
the thrill of assured sympathy lent them wings. 
No two birds In mid heaven were ever more 
alone, or gave themselves up so entirely to the 
grace of motion. They seemed literally float¬ 
ing on the music. 

When the band stopped, Eva drew a deep, 
deep sigh—the abrupt silence dragged her 
out of heaven so suddenly. 

Earlier in the evening Ivan had seen the 
glow of flowers, amid softly-shaded lamps, in 
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a vista, from the great drawing-room, and led 
JEva gently that way. As for the girl, the whole 
scene was fairy-land to her, and all places 
alike, while he was by her side. She was quite 
unconscious of the admiration, the gossip, and 
conjectures that followed her, as she was led 
through the crowd; equally unmindful of the 
vast social distance which lay between her 
position, and that of tlje young man, whose 
attentions had drawn all eyes upon her. 

Adam never led Eve into a lovelier nook of 
Paradise, than the little world of flowers, in 
which the girl at last found herself. Every¬ 
thing was quiet there, even the soft tinkle and 
low, mellow sound of water-drops, as they rained 
over the marble floor, and pattered on the broad¬ 
leaved plants that floated on the fountain. 

The two stood together in silence. The 
sound of a voice, even ip its lowest love-tones, 
Would have broken up the exquisite harmony 
of the place. Her hand lay upon his arm ; he 
took it gently in his own, and held it tenderly, 
SS if it had been a flower, and looked into her 
downcast face, which had been etherealized in 
the lamp-light. 

“Eva!” , 

His voice was low and deep, scarcely rising 
above the sweet noise of the fountain. 

Eva looked up suddenly; then her eyes fell 
to the marble floor, where the red petals of an 
Over-ripe rose had dropped, like rubies. 

“Eva, can you imagine—have you ever 
dreamed how much I love yoq ?” 

Her hand trembled in his. She caught one 
of the red rose-leaves, as it was quivering down¬ 
ward, and dropped it again, with a sigh of in¬ 
finite happiness. Another leaf lodged upon her 
lip, and for an instant, trembled there, scarcely 
redder or sweeter than the mouth it touched. 
Ivan stooped down, and with his lips gathered 
the leaf from hers. She made no resistance ; 
but drew closer to him, and the clasp of her 
fingers grew warm and tender. 

“ One word, Eva ; only one. May I love you ?” 

8he lifted her eyes to his. The light of a 
Star seemed quivering in them. 

“How can you ask me? Have I not per- 
initted it already ?” 

The young man drew her gently to his 
bosom, and laid his cheek to hers, as doves 
creep together in a nest. 

“ And you love me ?” 

“A thousand times better than myself,” she 
answered. 

“ And some day, not long from this, you will 
J>e my wife ?” 

His wife. She had not thought of that. It 


had been enough that he loved her, and she 
loved him. Now an idea of the future crept 
into her happiness, and she remembered how 
far they two were apart. His wife! The holy 
word thrilled her from head to foot with un¬ 
utterable bliss, mingled with apprehension. 

“ Ah 1” she said, “ what a strange, sweet 
word it is. How much it means; how impos¬ 
sible that I should bear it.” 

“ It is the sweetest possibility on earth, my 
Eva ; one that I have had in my heart of hearts 
Bince we first met.” 

“ How strange,” murmured the girl. “ But 
you are so fearless. I never dared look so far.** 

“ But now, my girl, now !” 

Ivan threw his arms around her drooping 
figure, and kissed her with passionate warmth. 

A woman had been lying insensible back of 
a little jungle of broad-leaved tropical plants, 
t out of which a slender acasia rose te the glass 
| roof. The coldness of the marble, and some 
stray drops that reached her from the fountain, 
brought her back to life, when she heard the 
low murmur of voices close by, and arose to 
leave the conservatory. The place where Ivan 
and Eva stood was sheltered from sight by the 
plants that concealed her; but through the 
leaves she saw the girl’s face, bathed in blushes, 
as it escaped from the first kisses of love—and 
the look of intense happiness that flushed it, 
stung her to thp soul. One man alone was in 
her thoughts, and his supposed presence there, 
while she lay stricken lifeless, by the cruel 
truth he had told her, was maddening. 

A stir among the plants drew Eva’s attentioQ 
that way. She saw a pair of white arms flung 
upward, on'which great jewels flashed in the 
moonlight of the lamps, and shrunk away from 
Ivan, passing to the other side of the fountain, 
startled and ashamed. 

Before Ivan could speak or follow her, Mrs. 
Lambert rushed by the fountain, and, seizing 
Eva by the arm, looked fiercely into her face. 

“Never, never, while you and I live, shall 
you marry that man ! Girl, remember that I 
have warned you! Speak to him—look at him 
again at your peril! Soma things are impos« 
sible—this is one. Turn those eyes from my 
face—never dare tp look at me again.” 

Like a storm, the woman bad burst upon 
Eva ; ber face was as white as snow; her color? 
less lips trembled. The diamonds quivering 
with fire on her throat and head, were less 
brilliant than her wild, fierce eyes. Before 
Eva cojuld speak, or Ivan move, she had swept 
out of the conservatory, without (lasting a look 
on the young man. 
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44 It—it is your mother!’' said Era, as Iran 
came toward her; so astonished by this out* 
burst iu a woman whose self-control had been 
so perfect all the years he had known her, 
that surprise had kept him motionless. 

“Yes,” he said, “it is my mother; but so 
changed, so fearfully transfigured, that I scar¬ 
cely recognized her. She seemed to threaten 
you.” 

“She did threaten me; her eyes were fierce 
with hate. What hare I done, that she should 
assail me so ?” 

44 What have the angels done ? I do not un¬ 
derstand this, Eva. It is unlike Mrs. Lambert, 
who is usually so proud and cold, scarcely 
deigning to express her own wishes.” 

44 She heard all that we said, and it drove 
her wild. Oh, her face was terrible!” 

44 1 scarcely knew it. If she heard all, it was 
the suddenness that overwhelmed her. But she 
is generous. When you are my wife-” 

“Ah!” said Eva, drawing away from him. 
How is it possible ? I have no right here. 

44 Why have you no right, Eva ?” 

“The poor have no rights in a place like 
this,” answered the girl, looking wildly around. 
“I have been dreaming!” 

44 It will be your fault, and my eternal mis¬ 
fortune, if this dream does not last for life,” 
said Ivan. 

Eva shook her head. Her brief trance of 
happiness was broken up. 

44 But I will have it so,” persisted Ivan, pas¬ 
sionately. 44 On all the earth there is not an¬ 
other woman who shall be my wife.” 

“Let ns go now,” answered Eva, sadly. 
44 Your mother will be watching. I should have 
remembered her look, when she first saw me 
in this place.” 

44 But for that I might not have said here and 
now, that no man living ever loved a woman as 
I love you,” said Ivan. 

Eva lifted her eyes ; they were full of tears. 

44 1 shall never forget that you wished to 
atone for her injustice.” 

44 Atone ! Girl, I love you, devotedly, madly. 
She knows it. I have told her so. And you 
love me.” 

Eva dashed the tears from her eyes. 

44 Yes, I love you so well that nothing shall 
induoe me to degrade you, by an unsuitable or 
unauthorized marriage. Your mother-” 

44 My mother is dead long ago! This lady 
was my father’s wife; kind and generous as 
any real mother oould be, till now. I have 
never wished to dispute her authority; but 
here it must end 1” 


44 To that, no act of mine shall tempt you,’* 
said Eva. 44 1 see new how. vain and unwise it 
was to accept this invitation.” 

44 Oh, Eva, how wild and unkind all this is! 
A moment ago I was supremely happy. Now the 
violence of a lady, who has, in fact, no authority 
over us, is enough to turn you against me.” 

44 No,” said Eva, “if she had not aroused 
me with such cruel violence, it must have 
come to the same thing. I have no part in this 
scene, no place among the more fortunate 
women who grace it.” 

“Butyou have a place in my heart, Eva.” 

44 1 know it; but that is a misfortune which. 
I have brought upon you.” 

44 A misfortune! It is my glory. Under¬ 
stand me, Eva. From this night, you are my 
betrothed wife. Nothing shall separate ns; 
no, not even your own proud will.” 

Eva smiled, but the smile was more pathetic 
than tears. 

44 Ah, if my will were all!” 

44 That, going with me, girl, no power on 
earth shall reach us.” 

His courage and his ardor failed to inspire 
her. She had been cruelly wounded, and tho 
pride she was scarcely eonscious of, armed her 
against him. 

44 Let us go now,” she said, preparing to leave 
the conservatory. 

44 Not till you have promised ; not till your 
dear lips have once answered mine,” he re¬ 
plied, straining her to his bosom again, spite 
of her breathless protest. 44 Leave everything 
to me. Have no fear that your womanly dig¬ 
nity will suffer, or that I shall yield one jot of 
the independence that belongs to me.” 

Eva had no heart to answer. She withdrew 
herself gently from his arms, and moved to¬ 
ward the door, pale and trembling; for, to her, 
it was a final parting. He followed her haughty 
and resolute. Thus they passed into the crowd 9 
and Eva Uok refuge with Mrs. Carter, who 
still maintained her post in tho drawing-room. 

44 Aro you tired, Eva? Has anything hap¬ 
pened to distress you ?” 

Eva turned, and saw Mr. Ross, whose low 9 
fatherly voice was like a balm to her wounded 
self-love. 

44 1 am a lit tie tired, and all this bewilders me,” 
Eva replied, lifting her troubled eyes to his. 
44 Ah, Mr. Ross, I have no real place liere.” 

44 That is to be decided,” said Ross. 44 Como 
with me to the supper-room. A glass of wine 
will do no harm here.” 

Ross was about, to lead her away, when she 
uttered a faint exclamation, and clung nerr. 
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ously to bis arm. Mrs. Lambert was making 
her way toward the hostess, and the very sight 
of her sent the proud blood to Era’s cheek. 

Proud, graceful, and entirely herself again, 
Mrs. Lambert swept up to Mrs. Carter. She 
had drained more than one glass of champagne, 
at the supper-table, where thesparkle of her wit, 
and the hitherto unknown sound of her laughter, 
had entranced and dazzled her admirers. 

“Never,” they all said, “had the queen of 
fashion shone out with such wonderful splen¬ 
dor. Something must have inspired her.” 

Something had inspired her, more potent 
than admiration, more fiery than wine; the 
burning pangs of jealousy, added to a cruel 
defeat, where she had staked her very soul. 

Smiling, bland, and wonderfully beautiful, 
she came up to say farewell. Ross did not at¬ 
tempt to retreat, but waited her approach with 
dignified calmness. He felt Eva’s hand tremble 
on his arm, but could not comprehend the cause. 

Mrs. Lambert did not attempt to ignore the 
the girl then, but passed from the hostess, and 
took leave of her with ironical politeness, 
which was extended to Ross, who received it 
with a grave bow. For once in many years the 
lady had given way to overwhelming passion ; 
but her will was strong, and habit aided her 
in concealing the pangs that had strickeu her 
lifeless in the conservatory. 

But the restraint she had forced upon her¬ 
self was beyond endurance. She neither waited 
for Ivan or Miss Spicer, but took the first 
offered arm, went through the ceremony of 
leave-taking with fortitude, though the two 
persons.she most loved and hated, stood by the 
hostess, and gayly bade good-night to her es¬ 
cort, as she entered her carriage. 

.When once alone, the passions, so long held 
in restraint, broke forth violently. The woman 
Vfrung her hands, fell upon her knees, and, 
burying her face in the silken cushions of her 
earriage, sobbed, moaned, and writhed, with a 
force of anguish that threatened her very life. 

Meantime, Miss Spicer had found Ivan in the 
erowd, and captured him at once. 

“ Where on earth is Mrs. Lambert? I have 
been searching and searching for her. She 
was at the supper-table one minute; but be¬ 
fore I could fight my way to her, she was gone. 
One might as well have no chaperon at all, as 
Wander about in this wild fashion.’* 

“ We shall soon find my mother,” said Ivan. 

“Yes, by the crowd that surrounds her. I 
wonder if she will ever give up her place as a 
reigning belle ? It looks to-night as if that 
shop-girl were going to step int Ten thou¬ 


sand pardons ; I forgot that she was a special 
friend of yours.” 

“You mean Miss Laurence. She is a friend 
that I am proud to own.” 

“ But you will not own her long, as Miss 
Laurence, let me tell you. What luok some 
people have! She is engaged! 

“ Indeed! Since when, and to whom ?” said 
Ivan, indifferently, for he had no faith in Miss 
Spicer’s sources of information. 

“ I don’t know when ; but the man I am cer¬ 
tain of. It is Mr. Ross. 

“ Mr. Ross!” 

Ivan was aroused now; the very name startled 
him. Other thoughts crowded in. Why had the 
Carters taken such sudden interest in the girl ? 
Why had she‘accepted his declaration of love, 
but so resolutely refused his hand ? 

“ Has the news struck you dumb,” exclaimed 
Miss Spicer, with a short laugh. “ Ono would 
think so.” 

“ Idle gossip seldom has that power over me, 
Miss Spicer.” 

“Gossip ! Why, the engagement is declared. 
I got it from Mrs. Carter herself.” 

“Is this true?” 

“As the gospel. Ask her yourself. She don't 
seem ashamed of the match, but presents the 
girl to any one that comes up.. Disgusting, 
isn’t it? As if she had not trouble enough to 
get into society without that.” 

In his anxiety Ivan had turned toward the 
drawing-room, which Mrs. Lambert had just 
left. At the door he met the gentleman who 
had placed her in the carriage. 

“Ah! I have discovered you at last,” he 
said, addressing Miss Spicer. “ Mrs. Lam¬ 
bert has gone home. She desired me to say 
that the carriage would be sent back for you.” 

“The idea!” exclaimed that young lady, 
casting a significant glance at Ivan. “ Does 
she expect us to ride home alone ? People will 
say that we are engAged.” 

“ Very naturally,” answered the gentleman ; 
at which Miss Spicer struck him with her fan, 
exclaiming again, “The idea !” 

The gentleman passed on, laughing plea¬ 
santly. Ivan and his companion entered the 
great drawing-room. 

“There they stand now! Does that look 
like an engagement?” cried the young lady. 
“ Watch their faces, see her eyes. What an art¬ 
ful way she has of lifting them—practices at the 
counter, I suppose. Do you believe me now?” 

Miss Spicer used her own eyes as she spoke, 
and saw that Ivan was deadly pale. Still, she 
had no mercy on him. 
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“There ! See how he bends'over her! What 
expression! What tender interest one can read 
in his face! No wonder she looks at him so 
earnestly. He is the handsomest man I hare 
seen this yeaT, spite of a few gray hairs. Rich, 
too, or will be; for the Carters mean to give them 
everything. Isn’t she in a good run of luck?” 

Ivan did not answer, but led his companion 
to the mistress of the house, and went through 
the ceremony of leave-taking quietly, and as 
if nothing had happened; but his face was 
colorless, and the hand whibh touched Eva’s 
in parting, was cold as stone. 

“Why, one would think the girl had rejected 
you, by the color of your face,” said Miss 
Spicer, as Ivan went with her from the room. 
He answered her very quietly, “She has re¬ 
jected me 1” 


CHAPTER XVII. 

Jared Boyce had a taste for society, and 
managed to enjoy a good deal of it from the 
side-walks and park-benches, whereon he could 
get an hour or two in the day-time, or close 
the grocery early enough to witness the out¬ 
goings or incomings of a fashionable party at 
night Of course, this great entertainment at 
the Carters had been the excitement of the 
Week in that corner store. Innumerable were 
the errands Boyce had run to milliners, thread- 
needle stores and apothecaries, in behalf of his 
mistress, who was so completely absorbed in her 
preparations, that she generally forgot to count 
the change brought back from these little ex¬ 
cursions—a circumstance out of which he.had 
made considerable profit. 

On the eventful night, Boyce was busy as a 
bee, running up and down stairs, crossing the 
street for yards of ribbon, or papers of pins, 
holding consultations with Rate Gorman, and 
haunting the stables to make certain that the 
carriage would come in time. Now and then 
he got a glimpse of the mistress, who made a 
general dressing-room of the whole second 
floor, and betrayed the progress of her toilet 
more frequently than she was conscious of. At 
such times, Boyce would lean forward, with a 
hand on each knee, and exclaim, in the fullness 
of his admiration,. “Oh, my ! Is’nt that dress 
agoing to put down the hull bilen of ’em. If 
there’s a more stupendous lady than she’ll be, 
I’d like to see her a going into the party, that’s 
all. Jim’s sister to think of evening herself 
agin us. White pigeons agin peacocks, with 
moons on their spread feathers ! Bosh !” 

Mrs. Smith heard these exclamations with 
no little elation; and Kate Gorman repeated 


them, with Hibernian improvements, thatfeirly 
took the good woman off her feet. 

It was ah important moment when Mrs. 
Smith descended to the store, With her red moire 
antique, gathered upin voluminous folds around 
her person, and a huge bouquet in her hand. 

When Boyce heard her step on the stairs, hO 
fell to work at once, removed baskets of fruit, 
butter-tubs and fish-barrels from their places, 
and widened a safe passage for the new dress, 
which passed through, as it were, with a rustle 
and a flutter of acknowledgment. This the 
mistress intensified, by a world of gracious 
thanks, and permission to close the store im¬ 
mediately after ten, which Was exactly what 
Boyce had been aiming at, having made a 
private arrangement to go out with Kate Gor¬ 
man. The moment Smith’s carriage drove off, 
Boyce took authority on himself, and sum¬ 
moned James to action. 

“ Come along here and help put up the shut¬ 
ters. HaQl them baskets inside, and don’t stuff 
your pockets fhll of cramberries, while you’re 
a doing it. I know yer tricks, old feller, so look 
sharp, if you want me to hold my tongue.” 

James had just seen his sister come forth in 
her soft, white raiment, and fresh flowers, on 
her way to the party, and felt some resentment 
at the disparaging remarks Boyce made about 
her. But he knew well enough that words 
would be of no avail with the young tyrant, 
and obeyed him in angry silence. 

In a few minutes the shutters were closed, 
and even the coal-bin, which projected on the 
side-walk, was safely fastened. When this 
was done, Boyce led the way up stairs, and met 
Kate Goririan at the landing, with her shawl 
and bonnet on. 

“They’re asleep at last,” she said, “ all but 
Jerusha Maria ; she holds out like a trooper, 
for the Bight of that red dreBS just drove her 
wild, and she keeps snatching at the yeller 
feather yet. I gave her a double dose of p4ri-‘ 
goric, and got her under a little; but sheV 
wide awake yet.” 

“ Just in time,” Boyce broke' in. “ We sha!f 
have a' good look tt t the whole crowd. Jimmy 
will take care that the young ones don’t fall 
out of bed. Just you go in there, old feller, 
and see that you stick to yonr post, and hold, 
that precious little girl in your arms till she' 
crows herself to sleep. It's juBt the work fo/ 
you.” 

“ I’ll go in, of course, because some one must 
take care Of her,” said Jhntes; “ but it’s to<if 
early to close up, and you have 1 no business U? 
go out so soon.” 
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“So soon,” cried Kate Gorman, tying her bon¬ 
net with an angry jerk. “ Look at the clock.” 

James did look at the little time-piece, in its 
Square mahogany case, and was astonished to 
see that it only wanted si few mitiutes of ten 
o'olock. Kate gate Boyce a knowing wink, 
and made a swift motion with her fingers, aB if 
turning the pointers of a clock, which he un¬ 
derstood, and answered with an approving nod. 

“Not just yet,” said Boyce, as James was 
going into the children’s sleeping-rooiri. 
4t You’ve got to go down, and lock us out. I’m 
Hot a going to carry a heavy key about in my 
pocket. Besides, safe bind and safe'find is my 
motto. So make sure you don’t go to sleep 
with the baby, for we depend on you to let us 
in, and so will the other party.” 

James made no answer, but took the key 
Boyce held out, and followed the two down 
stairs.^ The store was diirk as midnight, for 
the shutters were firmly closed, and the can¬ 
dle whioh James carried only gave out a faint 
Circle of light, by which the clerk and house¬ 
maid found their way into the street. 

James closed the door after them, locked it, 
and looked around for an iron bar, which 
usually stood back ofthe door, ready for the two 
staple* sunk into the woodwork on either side. 
It was not to be seen. The boy held down his 
light, and searched for it in every place he 
COuld think of, but in vain. 

“ Boyce has flung it down somewhere, mov¬ 
ing the things about,” he thought, a little anx¬ 
iously. “ It was awful careless of him; but 
there’s no need of it. The lock is strong 
enough, and I’m not likely to go to sleep.” 

Just then the little girl up stairs gave an 
impatient yell, which drove all ideas of the bar 
out of mind, and, with the key in his hand, 
James rushed up stairs, calling out Cheerfully 
to the little night-hawk as he went. 

Ihiriug the next half-hour James was busy 
carrying that spoiled child up and down the 
room, while she tagged viciously at his hair, 
sobbed, shrieked, and kicked her* tiny feet 
against his chest, until even her unnatural 
energy gafve out, and she fell asleep in his tired 
arms. With the stealthy tread of d cat, and 
holding his breath, James laid the child in its 
crib, and sat down completely tired out. He 
had been busy all day, and excitement bad 
taken away his apetite. Ha) was not hungry 
now, but found his throat dry, and a feverish 
thirst upon him. 

A pitcher of root-beer stood on the table, 
with a tumbler, from whioh Boyce had drank 
before going out. The bottle of paregoric, 


brought from the druggist’s that afternoofi, was 
on the window-sill close by, almost empty. 

James took up the tumbler, filled it, and 
drank eagerly. The taste seemed a little 
strong, but he thought nothing of that until he 
noticed the vial on the window. Then he fan¬ 
cied a taste of paregoric in his mouth. 

“I suppose they dropped the spoon into the 
glass, after the baby had done with it,” he 
thought. “ But what a jolly dose they must have 
given her. There isn’t a teaspoonful left. 
How she will sleep, nowthat I’ve got her down.” 

The boy seated himself by the crib, and be¬ 
gan to swing it lightly to and fro, rather to 
keep himself busy, than from any idea of its 
usefulness. After awhile, his eyes grew heavy, 
and hrs hand rested for minutes motionless on 
the crib. Then it fell away altogether, and, 
seated in the Boston rocking-chair, James slept 
as soundly as his little charge. 

Once or twice the boy awoke, with a start, 
as if some noise had aroused him ; but his head 
was heavy, and his senses dull. Strive as he 
would to listen, sleep overpowered him, and was 
more and more profound as the night wore on. 

Meantime, Boyce and Kate Gorman were en¬ 
joying themselves, in a most aristocratic fash¬ 
ing, in front of Mrs. Carter’s dwelling, where 
they took a good position, and saw the whole 
company, as carriage after carriage set down 
its load. Once, for a very brief time, Kate 
missed her companion, who had stepped back 
into the shadow of a neighboring building, and 
spoke to a couple of men, who took something 
from his hand before he left them. Directly, 
they were lost in the crowd of curious persona, 
who, like themselves, had gathered toseC what 
fashionable life wdsf like, when viewed from 
the side-walk, and by gaslight. 

“What, me!” said Boyce, when Kate re¬ 
proached hinl for leaving her. “I haven’t 
been six feet away from you all the evening. 
It was that big woman who stood between me 
and you. I could have took hold of your dress 
any minute; only you were enjoying yourself 
so much with them two last carriage-loads, 
that I didn’t have the heart to disturb you, by 
saying I’rti here, Miss German, which I was, 
though, not being the fellow to leave a lovely 
and defenceless female alone in a crowd.” 

“ Of course you’re not, Mr. Boyce,” said Kate, 
fully satisfied that he had been close by her 
albow all the time. “ I only did not see you 
just then, and, being a little timmersome at 
night, the thought of your leaving me alone 
set me all in a trimble.” 

“ But the moment you spoke I was here!” 
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“ Of course you were ; only I didn’t observe 
it just at the minute. But, oh ! what has come 
over us now? Look there! If she hasn’t 
brought down a handful of stars for her head! 
Why, sure, it’s the queen herself!” 

“Not a bit of it,” answered Boyce, with su¬ 
preme contempt of the idea. “ She’s only a 
customer of ours. I’ve had to carry home her 
groceries more than once, when that boy Jim 
was out. That’s Mrs. Lambert.” 

“Mrs. Lambert,” repeated Kate, who had 
never heard the name before, but was still 
wonderfully impressed by the splendor of her 
dress. “Well, of course, you know; only, if 
it was not for that, I should take her for some¬ 
thing a great deal more particular. Dear me ! 
what a blaze the house is in. How the curtains 
shake and tremble. To think of Mr. and Mrs. 
Smith being in there, with the cream of the 
country, and I dressing her up for the same ! 
It’s beyond belief, if we didn’t know it?” 

“ Miss Kate!” 

“Well, Boyce, that’s me!” 

“After the carriages get a littlo thinner, 
suppose you and I go down to the theatre ?” 

“ The theatre, Mr. Boyce, wouldn’t that 
make us late home ?” 

“Well, no. We could just drop into the 
Bowery, see some of them fellows die fighting 
like anything, and then got back time enough 
to see all this company come out and go home. 
They’ve been having a good time; why 
shouldn’t we ?” 

“True enough for ye ; but the children !” 

“ Haven’t we left that boy Jim in full charge, 
and isn’t he a capital miss. Come now, what’s 
the odds! While this swell-crowd is enjoying 
of itself with dancing and champagne, oysters 
and ice cream, boned-turkey, and what not, , 
you and I are human creatures, with aright to 
f live, and have fun as well as them.” 

“ That is truth, anyhow.” 

“ So, having the funds in my pocket, I am 
ready to stand that amount, if you’re confor¬ 
mable.” 

“Well, Boyce, I can’t any but I’m willing.” 

. With this, Kate Gorman took the clerk’s 
arm, and crossing over to a street car, pro¬ 
ceeded with him to tho theatre. 


An hour or two later, the couple stood in 
front of Mr. Carter’s dwelling again. The 
crowd had dispersed then, and there seemed 
little to interest any person in the carriages 
that crept up to the door, and, taking in a 
sleepy freight of revelers, moved away. Still 
Boyce insisted that the sight was one that he 
would not lose for the world, and kept the 
weary girl standing there, until Mrs. Smith 
appeared at the door, and, with fussy attention 
to her dress, entered the hack that waited for 
her. When this carriage drove away, Boyce 
expressed great willingness to go home; and 
Kat^ who had dropped half asleep, moved 
away with him, heartily wishing herself in bed. 

Mr. and Mrs. Smith drove, in a dreary, fa¬ 
tigued state toward their home. The occasion 
had been a proud one to them; but even that 
could not. make them quite insensible to the 
late hour, and the discomfort of full dress, 
when a desire for sleep lay heavy upon them. 

W’bcn the carriage stopped. Smith let him¬ 
self out, and waited to see his wife safe on the 
pavement. Then he gave a heavy blow on the 
door with his clenched hand, waiting after¬ 
ward with some impatience for it to be opened. 

A full minute went by, and there was no 
sign of life in tho building. Then he gave an¬ 
other impatient blow, and stepped back to see 
if any one was stirring in the second story. 

A dim light shone through the blinds ; but it 
j seemed stationary, and no one moved. Then 
Smith shouted, and, taking up a block of wood, 
flung it viciously at his own window. Evidently 
late hours did not agree with him. 

At last, the light began to waver, and at last 
disappeared. 

Just then Boyoe and Kate Gorman came up, 
much to tho astonishment of their employers. 

“Why, Kate Gorman, Jared Boycol What 
does this mean ?” 

“Oh! nothing,” said Boyce, almost airily. 
Only Kate and I have been out on a little ben¬ 
der of our own. The children are all right; 
wo left Jim Laurence locked in with them.” 

Before Mrs. Smith could reply, the grocery 
door was opened, and James stood in tho en¬ 
trance with a lamp in his hand. 

(TO BS CONTINUED.) 


POET AND PAINTER. 


Tbs lad and lass were forced to part. 
They kissed and went along; 

The sigh went into the poet's heart. 
And it came out a song. 


The snn, down-sloping in the West, 

Made gold the evening air; ^ 

The sight went itito the painter's lir—t, 

And grow to a picture fair. 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 

BY EMILY H MAY 



We give, this month, a walking toilet, made j tive, and much less expensive. Serges cost 
of light-brown serge. Under-skirt entirely j from seventy-five cents to one dollar per yard. 

Fourteen yards of the lighter, and two and a 
; half or three yards of the darker shade. If 
. silk is used, three to three and a half yards 
j will be required for the trimming. 
j Next is a walking toilet of black alpaca. 

I The under-skirt has a deep flounce cut on the 
bias, and only slightly full, either bound on 
the bottom, or hemmed by the machine. At 
the head of this flounce are four bias folds, 
which are lined with crinoline, to have the 
effect of being double ; the top fold is headed 
by a row of braid. The over-skirt is cut with 
an apron front, and open at the sides; the baok 


plain, and long enough to touch; upper-skirt 
also plain. Basque waist, with an inside vest 
of the same color as the trimming, which is of 
a darker shade of brown. Cut the basque entire 
of the dress material, and after it is fitted, cut 
away from the front and insert the darker 
shade for the vest, and shape after the design. 
The trimming is simply two rows of piping. 
Long, flowing sleeves, with an under-sleeve, 
made tight, of the darker shade. The trim¬ 
ming and vest may be either of silk or a darker 
shade of serge—the latter will be equally effeo • 
Vol. LX.—15 
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sloped toward the back, where it is long enough 
to loop in a large box-plait. Basque waist, 
slashed at the hips and in the back, with bias 
folds put upon the body heart-shaped, back 
and front. The trimming is of two rows of 
braid, plain, and above a simple little braid 
pattern. Fringe all round the basque and 
upper-skirt. A bias ruffle may be substituted 
for the fringe, if the latter is too expensive, 
although mohair fringe looks very pretty upon 
these dresses, and cost from forty to fifty cents 
per yard for three inch; narrower le$@. Sixteen 
to eighteen yards of alpaca. 

Next is a mourning toilet. The long-train 
skirt is trimmed at the bottom with two gathered 
flounces, surmounted by a double-fluted head¬ 
ing; upper-skirt longer behind than in front, 
and trimmed with a flounce and plaited head- 



I ing of English crepe; dduble bows ornament 
each side of the skirt. Short paletot, trim¬ 
med with a crepe frill to simulate two large 
scallops. Bound hat, adorned with a crepe 
scarf, which flows over the chignon. 

| We now give several dresses for children. 
} First is a walking-dress for a little girl of ten 



I years of age. It of blue merino, trimmed 
with black. Plain waist. One skirt, gored In 
front and full in the back, with a plaited 
flounce, four inches deep, on the bottom, 
plaited in groups of three plaits, all one way; 
1 this is headed by a cut-out piece of velvet or 
| silk, in black, cut in scallops, and reversed. 

; fastened down with a row of narrow embroidery 
! braid; then there is a row of braid, put on 
j above this to simulate scallops, pieces of the 
| velvet for pockets, and a row of black buttons 
i from the neck down. Coat-sleeves, and a cir- 
j cular cape completes this costume. Thisirim- 
l ming can be made out of odd scraps of velvet 
j or silk, enough of which are most always on 
hand. Cut in points, or diamonds would look 
{ quite as pretty as the scallops, and be more 
) easily done. Of the blue merino four and 
a half yards will be enough, at one dollar 
and twenty-five cents for a good quality of 
Lupin’s make. 

Next is a toilet for a child of six to eight 
years. The under-skirt, sleeves, and sash, 
are of a striped poplin—blue and white, or 
blue and black, or any other pretty combina¬ 
tion. The basque is of a solid color, the same 
shade as the color in the stripe, made perfectly 
plain, and trimmed with fringe around the 
skirt and the arm-holes. This would make a 
pretty little party-dress, possibly combined of 
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two discarded dresses of mamma’s. A striped stitched on by the machine; but the velvet 
or plaid silk for the under-skirt and sleeves, J ribbon would be much the prettiest. One 

| piece, one inch wide, will trim the skirt and 
j basque, which latter is made separate from the 
> waist, shaped in a postillion in the back, and 
\ put upon a belt, fastening around the waist 
\ with a little bow in front. Flowing sleeves, 
| with a tight under-sleeve of the same. Five 
jyards of the striped poplin, and five of the 
) plain, will be required. 



with a solid color for the over-basque. Of 
poplin, for the under-dress, four yards, and | 
two yards for the basque. j 

Next is a walking-suit for a Miss of twelve 
to fourteen years. Under-skirt of striped 
green and black poplin, perfectly plain. Over¬ 
skirt and basque of the solid green, trimmed 
with either one row of black velvet-ribbon, or j 
the black stripe of the poplin under-skirt, > 



KNITTED HOOD. 

BY MBS. JANE WMAVEB. 


In the front of the number, we give, printed 
in colors, a pattern for a knitted hood. This 
simple but comfortable hood is very quickly j 
knitted. It can be worked in either fleecy or 
Alloa wool, but the latter would be the cheapest, \ 
and can be procured at any Scotch wool ware¬ 
house. In fleecy wool three ounces of scarlet is j 
required, and one ounoe of black; two bone need* j 
les, No. 7, two No. 9, and two steel ones, No. 14. j 

You commence by knitting the center with 
scarlet wool, and the needles No. 7. Cast on 
12 stitches, and knit a plain row. 

The pattern of the hood consists of the fol¬ 
lowing three rows: 1st row: slip 1, raise 1. 
You do this by putting your needle through 
the loop below the next stitch (in reality the 
stitch of the last row) and drawing the wool 
through it. Knit plain the rest of the row, but 
raise 1 before you knit the last. You thus 


increase 2 in this row. 2nd row: slip 1, purl 
all the rest. 3rd row: slip 1, knit plain all 
the rest. Repeat these three rows until you can 
count ten ribs, of three rows each, op each side 
of your work, and have 62 loops on your needle. 
This completes the shaping on one side. 

The three rows are now to be repeated 6 
times without any raising. This will make 
13 ribs on each side of the work. 

To decrease the stitches and shape the other 
side. 1st row: slip 1, knit 2 together, knit 
plain to within 3 of the end, when knit 2 
together, knit 1. 2nd row: slip 1, purl all the 
rest. 3rd row: slip 1, knit plain all the rest. 
Repeat these three rows until you can count 
23 ribs on each side of your work, and have 
12 stitches left on your needle. Cast off. This 
completes the head-piece. At the side next 
the faoe draw up, by whipping over the edge 


! 

i 
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with wool, and make it fit closely to the face 
and be the right length. 

For the Fringe .—This is knitted in scarlet 
and black, in 8 sets of loops of each color, 
alternately. You must use the needles No. 9. 
Cast on 5 stitches. 1st row: put your needle 
through the stitch as if you were going to knit 
it; carry the wool between the crossed needles 
and round the two first fingers, bringing it to 
the front again. Repeat the same to make two 
pieces or loops of wool round the fingers, and 
8 across the needles, draw these through as an 
ordinary knitting. Repeat these loops on each 
of the 6 stitches. If two fingers make you: 
fringe-loop look too large, use one only. 2n * 
row: knit plain, taking care to take up all the 
wool belonging to each loop together, as you 
have only 6 stitches on your needle. Repeat 
these 2 rows twioe more in scarlet, then 3 
times in blaok. Continue in alternate colors 
until long enough; but in order to make the 
fringe-loops fall right, this trimming has to be 
knitted in 2 pieces. Begiu to measure from 
the center of the front, and take it round the 
side to the head-piece (curving it easily at the 
bottom of the face) to the center of the curtain. 
The head-piece must be strained to draw out 
the ribs of the curtain. 

Cast off your stitches, and mind you sew on 
the trimming with the loops downward. You 


must sew it on seourely with wool, laying it 
in front on the head-piece, but at the back it 
should only edge it and lengthen the curtain. 
Fasten the trimming together at the back where 
it joins, and where it does so in front place the 
following rosette:— 

Rosette .^You may knit this all in scarlet, or 
with the black alternately. The needles No. 14 
are used. Cast on 6 stitches in scarlet 1st 
row: knit these 6 stitches as you did the fringe, 
putting the wool over the fingers to form the 
lojps. 2nd row: knit plain. 3rd row: knit 
x stitches with the loops; leave the other two, 
and turning back for 4th row, knit plain these 

1 4 stitches. 6th row: knit 2 stitches only with 
the loops; turn back, and 6th row: knit plain 
these 2. Repeat these 6 rows until you have 
worked 8 patterns—4 scarlet, 4 black, if done 
in the two colors. Cast off, and sew up to form 
the rosette. In the center, where there is the 
opening, draw together with wool. Fasten it 
seourely on the hood. 

The ribbon or braid that is put to draw up 
; and form the curtain must be run in with a 
worsted needle. Sew the ribbon on each side, 
and tie at the back with a bow Strings are 
placed to tie under the chin. It will be easy 
to see by the illustration where to run in the 
ribbon. The head-piece must not be knitted 
too tightly , it should be elastic. 


THE AUTUMN PALETOT. 

BY EMILY H. MAY. 



We give here an engraving of the newest 
style of paletot, called “ The Autumn.” It is 
half-fitting, and is made of fine, light cloth, and 
trimmed with bias bands, piped on each side: 
the front is straight, the little collar buttoned 
round the neck. The front and edges of the 
jacket have revers of ponceau cashmere: the 
bask forms two plaits, which are not sewn, but 


confined to the figure by a little tab, also piped, 
and ornamented with buttons. These plait* 
are found by following the dotted line marked 
on the diagram. The collar is straight. Coat- 
sleeves, trimmed with bias-cut ornament*., 
piped, and arranged as shown in the illustra¬ 
tion above. This paletot consists of six piece*, 
as follows:— 
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Enlarge this diagram, according to the size 5 and then cut into your stuff. This is very ap- 
marked in inches; cut a paper pattern; fit it, j propriate for the season. 
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Wc give -ere a pattern for a Parasol-Cover , 
in Tatting, and also engravings of the various : 


5c. > r xi- 

stars required for it. Nos. 5a, 56, 5c, and 5 d y 
give the four different stars that are required 
for this lace-work. Use Ardern’s cotton, No. 4, 
or 44, and a tatting-shuttle. Commence by work¬ 
ing the large stars, 5a,47 of which sre required 
for eaoh section. Commence in the center of 
the star by making a circle of 1 double, 1 purl, 
12 times; draw, up, knot the cotton into the first 
purl, and work the round of small ovals. Each 
oval is worked with 5 double, 1 purl, 5 double, 
draw up, knot the cotton into the purl on the 
next oval of last round ; leave a small piece of 
cotton, work an oval of 3 double, 1 purl, then 1 
double, 1 purl, 6 times, 3 double, draw up, 
leave a piece of cotton, work another oval like 
the last, joining this to it in the first purl stitch; 


repeat 11 times, and fasten off. Join together by 
the engraving. Star 66 is only required at the 
top of each section. Commence in the center 
| with a ring of 2 double, 1 purl, 6 times; then join 
to the first purl stitch in the ring, and work the 
round of 6 ovals. Each oval is worked with 8 
double, 1 purl, then 2 double, 1 purl, 6 times, 3 
double, draw up, join the ovals together in the 
first purl stitches, and commence each one on 
| a purl in the ring. The two remaining stars 
\ are used for the center of the sections, and are 
to fill the spaces left in joining the large stars. 

| Two stars of 5c and 5 d each are required 
! for each section; for 6c, work 6 ovals close to- 
\ get her of 3 double, 1 purl ; then 2 double, 1 
\ purl, 8 times, 3 double; join each oval together 
! in the first and last purl stitches, and fasten off 
securely. 5 d consists of 4 ovals; each is worked 

| with 3 double, 1 

purl, then 2 double, 

! ^ * pur1, 3 times ’ 3 

I double; join each 

\ ; .' \ >. ‘: oval in the first purl 

stitch; when the 

’ feUr are finis ^ e<1, 

I join into a star, and 

1 fasten off. Join all 

j . # the stars togethe r 

| by the engraving, which gives the position of the 
■ stars in one section; then join them together. 


i 


I 
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BED-POCKET, IN PERN-WORK. 


BT MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



It will be easy, from the design given a«ove, 
to cut the bed-pocket to the size required— 
large or small—to suit the size of the bedstead. 
A piece of stout cardboard is needed for the 
back. The handkerchief-pocket is lined with 
thin cardboard. The upper small pocket, also, 
needs a very thin card foundation. Our model 
is of jean; the edge is ornamented with a 
narrow black and white braid, and a white 
fringe. A pearl hook is placed on the upper 
part, to hang the watch on, and the small 
pocket is intended for the chain. 

Materials. —Natural leaves, the best Indian 
ink, jean, leather, pique, silk, or velvet, a 
small brush, and a fine comb. 

We. will describe the manner of fern-painting 
in three parts: 

First. The pressing of the leaves. The very 
thick, large leaves should not be chosen. A 
number of different kinds of leaves have a very 
beautiful effect. 

Lay the fresh branches and separate leaves 
between blotting-paper, or between the leaves 
of a book, and bend the stalks to suit the 
arrangement of the foliage, and to give them 
ns much as possible the appearance of life. 


Repeat the laying-out of the branches three or 
four times, at intervals of twenty-four hours, 
so that they are again placed upon dry places, 
and become sapless. When quite dry, they 
are fit to commence the work. 

Second. The arrangement of the foliage upon 
the material to be ornamented. This should be 
stretched in a frame, and the branches are 
arranged lightly and gracefully upon it. It will 
be necessary, before the leaves are pressed, to 
cut off some of the branches here and there, 
that they may not appear too crowded. When 
the branches are nicely arranged, take first 
very fine pins, or needles, and stick through 
from the upper part to fasten them tightly. 
Then fasten them on with very fine cotton. 
Care must be taken not to stick through the 
leaves, but only through the stuff. When the 
foliage is so fine that the thread must pass 
over several branches, this part must be made 
up afterward with a paint-brush and black 
ink. 

Third. For the grounding of the stuff, a flat 
nail-brush, with a handle, is here recom¬ 
mended, and a small, fine comb. Rub the ink 
in water until it is about the consistency of 
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PENWIPER. 


thick ink; many hours’ rubbing will be neces¬ 
sary ; then dip the brush quite flat with the 
point in the ink, and shake it out carefully, so 
that no liquid remains. Hold the brush down¬ 
ward, with the left hand over the work, and 
strike the teeth of the comb so lightly over the 
brush with the right hand, that the black dust 
falls unobserved over the work. 

Begin at the middle of the foundation, where 
the grounding is darkest, thence toward the 
outside. When the dust falls slowly, and in 


little separate dots, the brush must be struck, 
again with the comb, and, when required, the 
brush must be dipped again. The smaller the 
dust the more beautiful the effect upon the 
ground. The spots of black should be larger 
here and there, and afterward it is dotted with 
white with a fine paint-brush. When the 
grounding is finished, take off the branches 
carefully, and paint the veins, outline, and all 
the parts that require to be thrown out, with a 
paint-brush and black ink. 


PENWIPER. 


BT MRS. JAMS WEAVER. 



This is a very pretty Penwiper, made to re¬ 
present a bunch of grapes. The leaf measures 
four inches in length, and three and three- 
quarter inches in width. The embroidery is 
worked to simulate a double leaf. The grapes 


are of reddish violet wool, and are of different 
sizes. They are made by tying a skein of wool 
tightly together, then rounding it off, by clip¬ 
ping with a pair of scissors. They ore held over 
boiling water, so that the wool may puff out. 


INITIALS 
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CORNER OF ANTI-MACASSAR. 


BT MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



We give here a pattern for a corner of an < corners of cushions, etc. It may be worked 
anti-macassar, or tidy, to be worked in Java < with silk cordon, or floss silk, with two 
eanvas. The design is especially suitable for \ colors. 


PINE IN TATTING, 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



For trimming cravats, aprons, etc. Work 
with two or three shades of colored silk. For 
the inner part, inclosed in a ring, work with 
the shuttle thread alone fifty-six double knots 
and thirteen picots, and form these into the 
shape shown in the design with lace stitch. 


Then, with the assistance of the helping 
thread, work always nine double knots and 
three picots, joining to the picots of the inner 
edge. The leaves, resting upon the lace stitch 
of the foundation, are worked in guipure with 
a needle. 
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EDITORIAL GHIT-CIIAT. 

How to Educate Girls.— A correspondent wishes us to 
M speak plainly,'* as she says, about the absurd way iu which 
too many girls are educated. She atk* what is, or ought to 
be, woman's proper education ? Her answer is quite logical. 
“ As forty-nine out of every fifty, at loast," she replies, “ will 
be wives and mothers, that education is the most suitable, 
which best fits them for those positions." 

But, she adds, and with no little truth, that, from the time 
a girl can speak till she is married, she is sedulously taught 
that she must make herself charming—as though every 
healthy young girl were not so, iu spite of herself—and that 
to be charming she must be in the fashion, and, if possible, 
a little more fashionable than somebody else. She must tor¬ 
ture a piano, she must scream in Italian, she must buy her 
hair of the wig-maker. 8he is encouraged to crave excite¬ 
ment, and to think dull and wearisome the quiet duties of 
home. Then she says, “ Suppose now, that our daughters 
were taught that dutios make up tlio main part of life, and 
pleasures are only occasional; that humdrum is more whole¬ 
some than excitement; suppose the time they waste at the 
piano were spent in learning how to eat, drink, sleep, and 
otherwise use their bodies in such a way as to keep them 
strong and healthy: suppose they were taught sewing, and 
cooking, and modest demeanor, and oarly hoars, and a love 
of exercise, and out-door life, and an esteem for healthful 
and instructive books, and I should hope, with all, a con¬ 
tempt for mere idle * accomplishments,' would they not be 
more contented, more useful, less sickly, happier ?” 

To all of which we reply, “ Certainly, that would be 
better." There is no donbt that too much time is wasted 
on useless accomplishments. There is no doubt, also, that 
too mauy young girls enter the married life, and go to house¬ 
keeping, without the first idea of how to cook a dinner, or 
oven order one cooked, or how to discharge any other of a 
dozen different new duties. Now if a young man expects 
to succeed as a lawyer, or physician, or a mechanic, or a mer¬ 
chant, or a farmer, he serves a longer or shorter apprentice¬ 
ship, according to circumstances. lie does not expect to 
learn his business in a day, or by instinct, and people would 
think him a fool if he did. Our grandmothers taught their 
daughters to cook, to swoop, to sew, and to manage accouuts 
just as regularly as our grandfathers had their sons in¬ 
structed in medicine, law, trade, or skilled labor of any kind. 
Now all this is changed. Girls spend their whole time, in 
too many cases, strumming on the piano, or learning French, 
when A hey ought to be in tho kitchen, assisting, at least, to 
manage the household. They ought, in a word, to be learn¬ 
ing how to keop a husband's love, as well as how to win a 
husband ; for no man of sense can continue to love an idle, 
thriftless, extravagant wife, no matter how pretty, or how 
accomplished. 

Do not let us be misunderstood ! Wo have no wish to soe 
our daughters turned into mere drudges, or the wives and 
mothers of the noxt generation made household slaves. A 
woman is nothiug, in our opinion, unless she is lody-like, 
and no woman can bo this, that is, elegant, refined, and cul¬ 
tivated, whose hands are always in the dough-trough. But 
there is a proper medium. The letters of our grandmothers, 
tens of thousands of which remain, to say nothing of surviv¬ 
ing traditions, prove thoso good ladies to have been quite 
a9 charming as their descendants, though wo know that they 
wore, as a rule, successful managers, and were not ashamed, 
however rich, sometimes to cook dishes for their husband or 
father with their own hands. We know womeu, too, even 
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in this generation, who are as thorough-bred and fascinating 
in the parlor, as they are notable as housekeepers. Teach 
girls accomplishments, by all means ; teach them, also, how 
to be charming in manner; toach them, too, how to look 
their best; but do not let them forget that their mission 
involves something else, that life is made up of duties as 
well as pleasures, and that a woman should be useful as 
well as agreeablo. A pretty toy is uot the thing for a wife, 
or for even an old-maid, at least in America. 

In Dressing the Hair there is a decided improvement. 
Chignons arc worn very much smaller, and curls and plaits 
have almost superseded tho large, shapeless mass which has 
so long disfigured the heads of vomon. Two beautiful sisters 
appeared at the opera, in London, lately, and attracted uni¬ 
versal admiration by their tasteful coiffure*. The glossy 
brown hair was brushed off the brow, and arranged in three 
wide, very open plaits, the first formed a coronet round the 
head, placed within an inch of the forehoad; the other two 
were coiled round rather low in the neck, and fastened with 
a coral comb. It was a treat onco more to see the shape of 
a pretty head! On the same occasion a coiffure of bright 
golden hair was arranged over a cushion in front, and at the 
back fell in thick curls down to the waist of its fortunate 
owner; a jet coronet kept the locks in their proper place. 

On Dinner-Tables, in England, when what is called a 
dinner-party is given, it is the fashion now to use an “ice- 
burg." This is an irregular heap of rough glass, made to 
look like ice. It is made in several parts, and the sides are 
pierced with small holes. Water is put inside, and crotons, 
adiantums, and other greens inserted in the holes, till the 
glass is half hid with tho falling sprays or glistening leaves. 
Imagine such a center-piece on a brightly-lighted table. 
How much superior to the tall, pyramids of flowers, or the 
silver-plated spergne, which are the fashion in America, and 
which effectually hides people on the opposite sides of the 
table from each other. 

Women in Calico.—A correspondent of one of the leading 
New York journals says that the three most charming wo¬ 
men he ever knew wore calico, and were, in the opinion of 
all the men acquainted with them, never so charming as 
w’hen they were thus dressed. Certainly, any giri, in a 
clean, morning-dress of calico, looks prettier than in a soiled, 
greasy old silk. One of the most intelligent and cultivated 
men we over knew, foil in love with his present wife in a 
calico dress. It is not tho money that a toilet costs, it is its 
appropriateness, that makos it irresistible. We wish our 
American girls would bear this in mind. 

Remember, that, for $2.50, we will send a copy of “ Peter¬ 
son's Magazine" for one year, and also a copy of either of our 
splendid premium cugravings. The subscription, in this case, 
may bogin with any number. The engravings are all large- 
sized, for framing. Tho ongravings are, “Washington at the 
Battle of Trenton," “Our Father, Who Art In Heaven," “Tbe 
Star of Bethlehem," “Washington Parting from His Gene¬ 
rals," “ Bunyan in Jail," “ Bunyan on Trial.” Either of these 
engravings is worth two dollars! In fact, for similar ones, at 
a retail store, from three to five dollars would be asked. 

Now is tub Time io bogin to talk to friends and neighbors 
about joining in a club for “ Peterson” for 1872. Do not put 
it off too long, or elso others may get ahead of you. 


Digitized by i^ooQle 



REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 


227 

Additions made to clubs at the price paid by the rest of Hans Breitmann's Ballads. By Charles G. Leland. Vol. 


the club. But in such cases, the new subscriber, or sub- j 
scribe rs, must begin with the same number as the rest of ^ 
the club. All clubs must begin with either the January •. 
or July uumbers. Single subscribers may begin with Any ? 
month. Single subscriptions for six montlis, from July, \ 
1871, to December, 1871, inclusive, taken for one dollar. 
Specimens sent gratis, if writteu for. 

Small Tortoi3b-Siirll Circlets on bands are now worn 
rouud the hand to keep the hair in its place. A small waved l 
bandeau is worn over the forehead; the band is fastened on, < 
and then the hair is rolled tier upon tier above the circlet. ] 
The effect is pretty, and very becoming to the generality of i 
faces. The uarrower the tortoise-shell band is, tho prettier; < 
and when enameled, and taking the form of a twistod cord, > 
the effoct is still nicer. i 

Dust-Proofs, as they are called, are coming quite into ^ 
fashion, and it is ono of tho most sensible fashions ws can $ 
remember. These dust-proofs are made of light-gray, or j 
stono-colored thin cloth, circular,and without sleeves; they < 
do not crush the most fragile dress, and serve fer a usefnl \ 
wrap also when returning home at night. \ 

Tiis Best for the Sex.— Says tho Philadelphia Press, a j 
leading authority on all literary matters, “ Peterson’* Maga- ? 
zine holds its place as tho be9t of tho monthly periodicals j 
published for the instruction and amusement of the fair sex." > 

For Evkxixo Wear, tho prettiest style adopted at present j 
is the toilette mode with a train, which is looped up at one j 
aide only, passing through a bow of ribbon, a circle of \ 
flounces, or a twist of rich silk cord. \ 


REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

Tom Pippin's Weddiny. By the author of “ The Fight at 
Dame Europa's School .” 1 vol^ 16 mo. Philada: J. B. 
Lippincott d Co. —The “ Fight at Dame Europa's School*’ 
was not only a capital satire, but it gave expression, in a 
witty way, to what tens of thousands of Englishmen felt. 
Hence it had an enormous popularity, some critics even 
gniug so far as to say that uothing so good had been written 
since the days of Dean Swift. This success induced the au¬ 
thor, who is, wo believe, a clergyman of the Established 
Church, to try his hand at a work of a different kind. “ Tom 
Pippin's Wedding*’ is partly a satire, directed against the 
brutalities still practised iu many English schools, and in 
this respect it is full of merit; but it is ulso an attempt at a 
novel, in which aspect it may be regarded as almost a fail¬ 
ure. The author 6hows as much wit as ever, but he has 
little, or no constructive faculty, and unless he improves, 
will never make a popular writer of fiction. The volume is 
very handsomely brought out, in advance of all other re¬ 
prints, by this enterprising firm. 

J round a Spring. By Gustave Dr os. 1 vol, 8 vo. Hew 
York: Holt & Williams. —A simple, pathetic novel, written 
with exquisite art. Very few fictions appoar now-a-days 
equal to this in either plot, characters, or moral aims. The 
author is a Frenchman, and this novel, to say nothing of 
others written by his cotemporaries, ought to refute the 
too-common error, that French fiction is always, or even 
generally, vicious. A cheap edition, with flexible covers. 

The Quiet Miss Godolphin. By Ruth Garrett; and a 
Chance Child. By Edward Garrett. 1 vol^ 16 mo. Philada : " 
J. B. Lippincott d Lb.— Two capita! stories, indeed stories ; 
of very unusual merit as works of art, and with a high, \ 
tv.hie purpose. The text is handsomely illustrated by < 
' n’ *y Green. * ! 


II. Philada: T. B. Peterson d Brothers. —A new volume 
of the famous Breittnaun’s Ballads, containing all those 
written within the lust year, including “Breitmann a 
Uhlan,*’ and tho still more recent “Breitmann in Uol. 
land." It is very handsomely printed, on thick, cream- 
colored paper, and is bound in beveled cloth, gilt, and gilt- 
lettered. These ballads are among the most original and 
characteristic in American literature. With tho exception 
of tho Bigelow papers, indeed, they stand foremost in These 
respects. They are destined, unless we are mistaken, to 
servo more than an ephemeral purpose, and to last, in li¬ 
braries, as standard specimines of American humor. 

The History of Rome. By Titius Livius. 2 vols., 12 mo. 
New York: Harper d Brothers. —A literal translation, 
and a very excellent one, of the great Roman historian. It 
is neat and perspicuous, and adheres as closely to the origi¬ 
nal text, us is consistent with the idioms of the Latin and 
Euglish tongues. The original text, from which the trans¬ 
lation is made, is that of Travers Twiss. 

The Story of My Life. By Hans Christian Andersen. 
1 vol., 12 mo. New York: Hurd d Houghton. —One of the 
most artless autobiographies ever published. It is literally 
as it lias beeu called, “a wonder story." Translations of the 
tales of this gifted Done have, from time to time, appeared, 
and havo whetted the public curiosity to know more of so 
erratic a genius. 

Little Sunshine's Holiday. By the author of “ John Hali¬ 
fax." 1 vol., 16 mo. New York: Harper d Brothers. —This 
is a picture from life, charmingly delineated, by that excel¬ 
lent story-writer, Miss Mulock, now Mrs. Crait. It is a de¬ 
lightful book for children. 

Up the Baltic. By William T. Adams. 1 vol., 16 mo. Bos¬ 
ton : Lee d Shepard. —A story of travels in Denmark, Swe¬ 
den and Norway, designed lor the young, and written by 
Mr. Adams, better known os “ 011%'er Optic.” It forms part 
of the series, “ Young America Abroad.” 

Her Lord and Master. By Florence Murryat. 1 vol. f 
8 vo. New York: Harper d Brothers. —A cheap edition of 
a new novel, by Miss Murryat, now Mrs. Ross Church, who, 
without being equal to George Eliot, or even Miss Mnloch, 
is still an agreeable story-teller. 

Good Selections , in Prose and Poetry. By W. M. Jellife. 
1 vol., 16 mo. New York: J. IK fthermerhom d Co. —A very 
excellent compilation, designed for Schools And Academies, 
Lyceums, Literary Societies, and Homo and Church Sociables. 

The Young Deliverers of Pleasant Cove. By Elijah 

> Kellogg. 1 vol., 16 mo. BosU/n: Lee d Shepard. —A story 
^ for young people, forming one of that popular series, “ The 
; Pleasant Cove.” It is vory well told. 

> Sophocles. Ex Novissima Recensions Guilielmi Dindorf. 

| 1 vol., 16 mo. New York: Harper d Brothers. —A very 
| careful edition of this famous Greek author, in clear, legi- 

ble type, and on excellent paper. 

\ Olive. By the author of “ John Halifax .” 1 vol., 12 mo. 

1 New York: Harper & Brothers.— Another volume of the 
l neat and convenient edition of this popular writer’s novels. 
| The volumes are uniform in typo, paper and binding. 

The Wife of a Vain Man. By Maria Sophia Schwarts. 
1 vol., 8 ro. Boston: Lee d Shepard. —A translation from a 
popular Swedish novelist, whom Nilsson, the famous vocal¬ 
ist, very highly recommends. 

Won—Not Wooed. By the author of ** Carlyon's Family .” 
1 vol., 8 vo. New York: Harper d Brothers. —A re-print of 
nu excellent English novel, by the author of u Gwendoline’s 
Harvest,” “ A Beggar On Ilorseliock,” etc., etc. 

Davenport Dunn. By Charles Lever. 1 vol., 8 vo. Philada : 
T. B. Peterson d Brothers.— A new edition of one of Lever’s 
r ricking, mirthful, ever-pleosant novels. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

Opinions of the Press. —The newspapers unanimously 
sayjthat 44 Peterson’s Magazine” is the best of its kind, aud 
the cheapest, published anywhere. Its superiority in the 
fashion department is especially celebrated. Says the Al¬ 
bion (Mich.) Mirror:—“The fashion-plates have gained the 
reputation of being the best in the country.” The Whitehall . 
(N. Y.) Forum says:—“It is universally conceded to be the 
best fashion magazine in the world.” The Wakefield (Mass.) 
Banner saysIt is decidedly tho best fashion magazine 
pubiished in America.” The Jeffersonville (Ind.) Democrat 
says:—“Everybody, who desires to keep posted about tho 
latest fashions of the day, should take ‘ Peterson.’ ” Its lite¬ 
rary and artistic superiority is acknowledged quite as unani¬ 
mously. The Danville (Ill.) Commercial says:—“The ex¬ 
clamation of our 4 better half,’ as wo handed her 4 Peterson,’ 
was ‘best of all the fashion magazines.’ Not only do the 
ladies like the fashions in 4 Peterson,’ but the reading matter 
gives batter satisfaction, and is of better form than any 
other. No well-regulated family can do without it.” SayB 
the Portsmouth (N. H.) Times, “Our bettor half would sooner 
give up her cook-stove than do without 4 Peterson.’ ” The 
Mystic Bridge (Ct.) Journal says:—“Tho stories possess tho 
deepest interest.” The Ware (Mass.) Standard says:— 44 The 
literary contents are of the highest order.” Says the Cuba 
(N. Y.) Patriot:—“It is universally conceded to be tho best 
literary and fashion publication in the world.” The Dexter 
(Mo.) Gazette says:—“ The engravings are alone worth the 
price of the magazine.” Says the Shieldsboro’ (Mich.) Gaz¬ 
ette:—“None but the most chaste articles appear in its 
columns.” Says the Morgantown (W. Ya.) Constitution :— 
“No lady of refinement should be without 4 Peterson.’” 
Hundreds of other newspapers speak in a similar strain. 
If you wish to get the most for your money, subscribe for 
44 Peterson’s Magazine.” 

Advertisements inserted in this Magazine at reasonable 
prices. “ Peterson’s Magazine” is the best advertising me¬ 
dium in tho United States; for it has the largest circulation 
of any monthly publication, and goes to every county, 
village, and cross-roads. Address Peterson’s Magazine, 306 
Chestnut street, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Catalogues of T. B. Poterson & Brothers’ publications, 
the best list of cheap novels in the United States, sent, gratis, 
if written for. If you want good, yet cheap editions of Scott, 
Dickens, Lever, er of any other popular writer, send for this 
catalogue. 


HEALTH DEPARTMENT. 

Treatment of Drowned Persons.— I. Send, with all speed, 
for medical aid, for articles of clothing, blankets, etc. 

II. Treat the patient on the spot, in tho open air, exposing 
the face and chest freely to the breeze, except in too cold 
weather. 

III. Place the patient gently on the face (to allow any 
fluids to flow from the mouth.) 

IV. Then raise tho patient to a sitting posture, and en¬ 
deavor to excite respiration: 

1. By snuff, hartshorn, etc., applied to the nostrils, 

2. By irritating the throat by a feather or the finger. 

3. By dashing hot and cold water alternately on the faco 
and chest. If there be no success, lose no time, but 

Y. Replace tho pitient on his face, his arms under his 
hood, that the tongue may fall forward, and leaving the 
entrance into the windpipe free, and that any fluids may 
flow out of the mouth, then 

1. Turn the body gradually but completely on the side, 
and a little more, and then again on the face, alternately, 
(to induce inspiration and expiration.) 


| 2. When replaced, apply pressure along the back and ribs, 

and then remove it (to induce further expiration and inspi¬ 
ration,) and proceed as before. 

3. Let these measures be repeated gently, deliberately, but 
efficiently and perseveringly sixteeu times a minute only. 
Continuing these measures, rub all the limbs and the trunk 
upward with warm hands, making firm pressure energeti¬ 
cally. Replace the wet clothes by such other covering, etc., 
as can be procured. 


FIRESIDE READING. 

About Getting Married. —In our Chit-Chat, this month, 
we quote some remarks of a correspondent, adding our own 
opinion as to some of tho matters she discusses There is, 
however, something to be said on another side of the ques¬ 
tion ; for this getting married, like everything else, ought 
to be looked at, in every aspect. A writer for the Boston 
Journal, for example, says that girls, as a rule, must win a 
! husband, if only as a means of support, and that to win him 
| in the indirect, unacknowledged way, which society pre- 
! scribes, they must waste the best yoars of their life in fri¬ 
volity, affectation and display. “ They do this,” the writer 
proceeds to say, 44 not from any innate folly or triviality of 
character, as mon are so ready to infer, but from a true 
Yankee shrewdness, which brings to the matrimonial market 
whatever appears most attractive. It is the demand that 
creates the supply. The girl is as shrewd and keen-witted 
as her brother, and has as clear a vision for the butt.-n*d 
sido of her bread. She is fashionablo and silly as a matter 
of business, and giggles and chatters nonsense from policy. 
To bo pretty and to be stylish proves the surest way to win 
notice and attentions, and pretty and stylish she mnst first 
of all become. In her own circle she finds dashing young 
men of means weakly prejudiced against woman's true dig¬ 
nity, and she ministers to that prejudice. 

“ This ignorance of woman extends to household avoca¬ 
tions. Tho daughter supposes them to be essential to a good 
wife, but were she to devote her time to learning their mys¬ 
teries with anything like an ardent and continued effort, 
she would lose the chance of becoming a wife at all. Elderly 
men vaunt their importance in her hearing, but she knows 
that she may make bread as light as tho sea-foam, sweep 
carpets of every shred and atom of dust, toss eggs and flour 
| into marvelous puddings, and that in the gay drawing-room, 
where the couquests she looks for are to be made, all this 
! will go for nothing. Any little chit at the piano, with 
; crimped flyaway locks, coquottish ways, and some know¬ 
ledge of sentimental lovo-songs, will step in before her and 
; leavo her, with all her domestic aptness, to play the wall- 
; flower to the end of her days. It can be no consolation to 
bur to foresee that ten years hence the entranced hero who 
is thus taken captive, will have secret regrets that he had uot 
chosen her enduring charms, instead of those of the helpless 
| little noodle who once ou a time sang his senses away. By 
i that time, to be sure, the noodlo will have become an iueffi- 
cient, weak-minded woman, while her husband grows and 
; develops by contact with the world; he will even feel a sense 
of disgrace when she reveals her ignorance to his friends, 
and will lament to himself that she has no understanding of 
i his business interests, and no sympathy with his enlarged 
ideas; but, for all this, there, in his house, the noodle will 
! reign, blessed outwardly with wealth and social distinction, 
and cherished, we will hope, by her husband’s tender, all- 
; endearing love; while the poor, unplucked wall-flower fa 
first in nobody’s thoughts and plans, and must dwell a de¬ 
pendent in the homes of others, and a cipher In the society 
she is suffered to frequent. No. it fa plain to our young 
j woman, life is too precious to be wasted in learning to be 
> useful or intelligent.” 
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OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

i fl®* Beery receipt m this Cook-Book has been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

SOUPS. 

PiUaff—An Oriental Dish .—Take a leg of mntton, cut off 
the meat into small slices, put them into a pan with a good 
sized lump of butter, and fry them a light brown. With 
the remainder of the meat and bone make a rich soup, by 
pouring on three quarts of cold water, and letting it simmer 
three hours, tightly covered. The meat must not be fried 
until the soup is nearly done. Put into the soup ten skinned, 
sliced tomatoes, three thinly sliced onions, fried a light 
brown, and a small piece of garden pepper—it is strong and 
requires but little—salt to the taste. About half an hour 
before the soup is done, add a large teacupful ef well-washed 
rice, stirring it all constantly until cooked—then put in the 
slices of fried meat; let it simmer for five minutes. When 
properly prepared, the grains of rice are all whole, but 
cooked. Cold roast beef is equally as good as mutton for a 
pillaff. Serve hot. 

The Vocalist's Soup .—Take fhree ounces of sago, and, after 
washing it in boiling water, add it gradually to about two 
quarts of medium stock, which should be almost boiling. 
After half an hour’s simmering, it will be well dissolved. 
Beat up the yolks of three eggs, and half a pint of boiling 
cream, and stir them all quickly in the soup, not allowing 
the latter to boil, lest the eggB should curdle. These ma¬ 
terials will make sufficient soup for eight people, so that it 
can be recommended for dinner before an amateur concert. 

Or ten-Com Soup .—Put on a knuckle of veal to boil in 
throe quarts of water, and three teaspoonfuls of salt Cut 
the corn off of one dozen ears, and put it on to boil with the 
veal. When the veal is tender the soup is done. Then roll 
an'ounce of butter in flour and add to it before it is served. 
If the fire has beeu very hot, and the water has boiled away 
too much, a little more may be added. 

YEQETABLE8. 

Tomatoes and Eggs—A Spanish Dish .—Take the toma¬ 
toes and put them in a basin of boiling water for a minute, 
and then they can be easily skinned; then cut them up 
small; mix them with chopped onions, and fry them in boil¬ 
ing lard. When they have been turned some time in tho 
pan, and have acquired a darker color, which is a sign of 
being done enough, break the eggs over them, and allow 
them to fry in the tomato until quite done; then carefully 
dish them, and put the tomato round tho eggs. All things 
cooked with tomatoes require some onion, as this takes off 
the sour flavor of the tomato. 

Tomato Sauce Francaise .—Cut ten tomatoes Into quarters 
and put them into a sauce-pan, with four onions sliced, a 
little parsley, thyme, one clove, and a quarter of a pound of 
batter; set the sauce-pan on tho fire, stirring occasionally, 
for three-quarters of an hour: strain the sauce through a 
hair-sieve, and serve with beef-steak. 

Scalloped Tomatoes .—Peel half a dozen large. tomatoes, 
.scalding them, if necessary; to the pulp add two tablespoon- 
fals of crumbled bread, pepper, and salt to the taste, and an 
ounce of butter; put the whole into buttered scallop-tins, 
and bake for half an hour. Some like the addition of a little 
sugar. 

Com Ogsters .—One pint of grated green corn, two eggs, 
and as much wheat flour as will make it adhere together. 
Beat the eggs, mix them with the grated corn, and add 
enough flour to form the whole into a paste. Fry them of 
a light brown, in hot lard. 

Mock Oysters .—Take six ears of new corn, and grate and 
scrape them well. Beat one egg very light, and add to it, 
beating all well together, one tablespoonful of flour, one 
tablcspoonful of cream, and a little pepper and salt. Then 
mix all together and fry them in lard or butter. 


Stewed Mushrooms. —Select fresh button mushrooms. The 
test if they are good is to drop a silver spoon in the sauce-pan 
while they are csoking: if they are the right kind the spoon 
is untarnished, if not it becomes blackened. Put them into 
a sauce-pan, with salt, and a very little water, and let them 
simmer slowly; when nearly done, add butter and a little 
pepper. Serve hot. 

Mock Oyster-Fritters. —Wash some roots of salsify, grate 
them, and season with pepper and salt Beat the yolks of 
two eggs very light, stir them into a pint of milk and enough 
flour to make a batter. Whisk the whites dry, and add 
them gradually with the salsify to the batter. Dip out a 
spoonful at a time, and fry them like other fritters. 

PICKLES, ETC. 

Pickling Ripe Tomatoes. —Tomatoes may be kept almost any 
length of time, and come ont as good and fresh as when firet 
picked, by preserving in pure vinegar, diluted,with water— 
one gill of vinegar and two of water. Pick when ripe, but 
not very soft; leave the stems on, and do not break the skin. 
Put into wood or stone, and put the liquid on them cold. 
After you get through putting them in, place something 
upon them to keep them under the liquid, and take out as 
you may wish to use them. Can use them as you would 
tomatoes fresh from the vine. It will not fail If your vinegar 
is pure and diluted according to directions. 

Tomato-Oalchup. —Wash and cut in two your tomatoes; 
spread them in layers in a deep dish, and sprinkle liberally 
with salt each layer; let them remain over night; then pour 
off nearly all the water, and boil the tomatoes half an hoar; 
press them through a coarse sieve, to get out the skins and 
seeds, and then put them back in the sauce-pan, and add 
(for half a bushel of tomatoes) one tablespoonful of black 
pepper, one of ground cloves, one of allspice, one of cinna¬ 
mon, and boil twenty minutes longer. Bottle when cold, 
and cork very tight. 

Preserving Tomatoes for Winter Use. —Ripe, sound toma¬ 
toes, cut and stewed until they can be rubbed through a 
colander to take the skins out; then, in a boiling state, put 
them in dry, hot bottles or jars, which may be prepared by 
setting them in hot water, and gradually increasing the heat 
till the water boils. Fill the bottles and let them boil a 
few minutes ; cork and seal while hot, cutting the cork even 
with the top of the bottle; keep them in a dry, cool place. 
For seoliug-wax, take two parts rosin, one of beeswax, 
melted together. 

Sweet Pickled Peaches. —Select firm, “Morris WhitesP’ 
rub off the down with a coarse towel; stick the peaches 
well with a sticking-cork; weigh them, and allow to one 
pound of fruit one pound of good brown sugar, and one pint 
of best vinegar, half an ounce of cloves, one quarter of an 
ounce of mace; dissolve the sugar in the vinegar; pnt 
all cold into a stone jar, and set it in a vessel of boiling 
water; let it remain in the water on the fire until the 
peaches are soft; then cork np closely and keep in a dry 
place. 

Pepper Sauce.— Take twenty-five peppers, without the 
seeds, cut them pretty fine, then take more than double 
the quantity of cabbage, cut like slaw, one root of horse¬ 
radish, grated, a handful of salt, rather more than a table¬ 
spoonful of mustard-seed, a tablespoonful of cloves, the 
same of allspice, ground; simmer a sufficient quantity 
of vinegar to cover it, and pour over it, mixing it well 
through. 

Gooseberry Vinegar.—To one gallon of berries pnt two 
gallons of water; break the fruit and let it stand twenty- 
feur hours; then strain it, and to every gallon of liquor 
pnt one pound and one quarter of sugar. Pour it into 
a cask, paste a paper over the bung-hole pricked with a 
pin; let it stand in the barrel twelve months. Gooseberries 
are in the best state for this vinegar when too ripe for any 
other purpose. 
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FASHIONS FOR SEPTEMBER. 

Fro. i._Traveling-Dress op Dark-Green Cashmere.— The 
under-skirt has one deep, plain flounce, not very full, headed 
by a bias band of black velvet, and a point© i plaiting of 
cashmere, lined with black velvet. The upper-skirt is quite 
short in front, long at the back, and turned back with 
faoings of black velvet; the basque-waist is pointed iu front, 
and the back is made to correspond with the upper-skirt 
Plain pagoda sleeves. Black velvet hat, with green plume. 

Fio. ii.—H ouse-Dress of Canary-Colored Silk.— The 
lower-skirt is trimmed with two bias bands of currant- 
colored silk; the lowost band being placed on the edge of 
the dress. The upper-dkirt is of canary-colored and cnrrant- 
•olored striped gauze, quite long at the back, edged with a 
quilling of currant-colored silk, and looped up on each Bide 
with three bows of the same color. Low, round waist, and 
half-loose sleeve, puffed in at the olbow; this sloeve is trim¬ 
med with three ruffles of luce, set on a foundation of net 
Small cape, open In front, formed of rows of lace. 

Fio. ui.—E vening-Dress op White Spotted Tulle, over 
a White Silk Petticoat. —Tho front of the skirt is trimmed 
with a deep flounce, edged with straw fringe, and headed by 
a stand-up ruffle, fastened by a row of field-daisies. The train 
part of tho skirt nearly meets the waist in front, is edged 
all around by a straw fringe, and looped up at the back by 
clusters of wheat and daisies. The waist is trimmed with 
straw fringe, and a small bouqnet of wheat and field-daisies 
on the left side. Blue waistband, with very wide bows, and 
short ends at the back. 

Fio. rv.— Carriage-Dress of Rich-Red Silk. —The under¬ 
skirt is plain, and not very low; tho upper-skirt is cut in 
sharp points at the back and side, corded with satin of the 
same color, and fastened together at intervals with satin 
bows. The basque is short in front, but cut in long, sharp 
points at the back, where it frills open over the upper-skirt, 
and is trimmed with a deep, silk fringe. Loose, plain pagoda 
sleeves. White lace hat, trimmed with deep-red roses. 

Fio. v.—Walkino-Dress op Dark-Blue Seroe —The 
under-skirt is narrow, edged with wide alpaca braid, put on 
in strips, lengthwise. The upper skirt is somewhat puffed up 
at the back, but trimmed only in front; the basque and deep 
rounded cape, which may be worn at pleasure, are trimmed 
to correspond with the skirts. Dark-blue velvet hat and plume. 

Fio. vi.— Visiting-Dress op Gray Poplin, with one very 
deep, full, plaited flounce on tho bottom, which is headed by 
a band of poplin, and a full, plaited quilling of the same. 
Tunic and over-dress of black cashmere, trimmed with a 
deep black and gray fringe, and a band of gray cashmere, 
embroidered in black. The long, hanging sleeves, and low 
jacket at the bock, are trimmed like the rest of the tonic. 

. Fio. vn.—W alkino-Dress op Black and White Wool 
Plaid. —The skirt has three bias folds of the material, headed 
by bauds of black velvet. The close-fitting waist is made 
with a coat-basque at the back, long, apron tabs in front, and 
with loose sleeves, ent np at the back, all trimmed with a 
band of black velvet, and white and black fringe. 

Fio. viii. — House-Dress of White Mohair. —The skirt 
has one flounce, not very full, headed with the inevitable 
band and ruffle; and above the flounce are two rows of 
butterfly bows, made of black velvet; the tunic Is trimmed 
with a wide ruffle, long behind, and looped high up and far 
back on the hips by large loops of black velvet. The waist 
has a small basque, and is cut opeu a little way down the 
front. Close coat-sleeves. 

Fio. in.—Black Silk Visiting-Dress op Second Mourn¬ 
ing. —The lower-skirt has one deep flounce, vandyked, and 
trimmed with a narrow plaiting, headed by a row of black 
velvet; the upper-skirt is plain, with a plaited trimming 
put on to imitate Vandykes, filled up with rows of velvet. 
The basque is cut with rovers in front, and a long tunic-skirt 
behind, and with the wide sleeves, is elaborately trimmed 
with velvet, and a narrow plaited ruffle. 


General Remarks. —Cashmeres, serges, merinos, and all 
woolen materials are in great favor for fall wear. It is too 
early yet to chronicle any decided change in the style of 
making dressos. Nearly all short dresses are made with two 
skirts, cut loug. House, or eveuiug-dressos, are ofteu mad© 
with only one skirt, but loug euongh to be looped up grace- 
frilly. Trains are not so long as formerly. For walking- 
dresses of woolen material, and sometimes of silk, especially 
black silks, braiding is a favorite way of ornamentation; 
braid, however, of the same color as the material of the 
dress, is indispensable. Shaded trimmings are less popular 
than formerly, most of the handsomest French dresses being 
trimmed of the very material from which the dress is made. 
One deep flounce on walking-dresses, is the most popular, 
as in heavy fabrics this looks better than several narrow 
ruffles", which ought to be reserved for light materials. 

Very Pretty Louis XVI. reiiing.ytn are now made of 
silk, and intended to be worn over dresses trimmed with 
several flounces. They only look well over this style of 
dress, because, being made almost plain at the back, they 
require the frills beneath to keep them out and make them 
stylish. Striped silk is very popular for these redingoles. 

For Evenino Toilets redingotfg&m made to open squarely 
in front with two basques; the sleeves are pagoda in form, 
and at the back there are two long, pointed basques, slightly 
gathered at the waist; there is never any band whatever out¬ 
side, and, thongh one is sewn inside, to keep the garment 
in its place, it is, of course, not visible; two buttons mark 
the position of the waist. RedingoUs , intended for wearing 
over morning and afternoon toilets, cross on the chest, and 
are fastened at the side; square basques in front simulate the 
waistcoat, and they have long, pointed basques at the back 
like the evening ones, but the sleeve is long, with a deep cuff. 

Wrappinqb of Black Cashmere are very much liked for 
fall wear; they are so light, and yet warm, that they are 
found most suitable for this season of the year. The cir¬ 
cular form is the most liked, resembling in shape that of 
Fig. v. in our fashion plate. Of course, this style is varied 
very much; some are circular at the bock, with square talu* 
in front, and wide, hanging sleeves; others are composed of 
double capes, with arm-holes in the under and deeper one. 
Friuge, braiding, and narrow ruffles of silk, arc all used as 
trimmings for these wraps. Those black cashmere wraps 
may be worn with any kind of dress, but no colored ones 
are worn, unless they are like the dress. 

Bonnets have brims and curtains, but do not look very 
large after all; and the stylo is still entirely according to 
tho fancy of the wearer. 

CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fig. i.—Boy’s Knickerbocker Suit of Mulberry-Colored 
Cashmere, with cloth-leggings of the same color. 

Fio. n. — Dress op Write Naxsook for a Child.—T he 
apron is made with a yoke, and trimmed with insertion of 
heavy English embroidery. 

Fig. in.—Y oung Girl’s Dress op Violet-Colored Cash¬ 
mere.—T he skirt is trimmed with a plain flounce, deeply 
vandyked, and ornamented with black ball fringe; this 
flonnee, without fullness, is put on under a band of black 
velvet, and headed by a piece cut in small Vandykes, bound 
with black velvet. The sleeves and the basque, which is 
belted in with a black velvet waistband, arc cut In Vandykes, 
and trimmed with ball fringe. Violet velvet hat. 

Fio. iv.—Boy’s Dress of Blick Vklvktexii.— Knicker¬ 
bocker trousers, and loose sacque, bclt<*d in at the waist. 
Gray cloth leggings. 

Fig. v.— Dress op Rp.n and Green Plaid Cashmere, trim¬ 
med around the bottom*with bias bands of black velvet. The 
waist is round and cut open in front, and has black velvet 
revers, opening over a white chemisette. Coat-sleeves with 
musketeer cuffs. 
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COLGATE Sc CO.’S 

CASHMERE BOUQUET SOAR 
Jmis a novel but very delightful per - 
fume, and is in every respect superior 
far TOILET USE. 

Sold by dealers in perfumery emd 
Toilet Articles • 



FOR ONE DOLLAR, 

PAIR OF PARIS KID GLOVES ANY 
color, shade or size; 2 buttons, 25 cts. extra. 

For $1—The latest style Ladies’ Lace Collar. 

For $1—A Lady's Lace Handkerchief. 

For $1—The latest style Lace Veil. 

For $1—The Ladies’ Nilsson Silk Tie. 

For $1—A Lady’s Silk 8ash. 

Will be sent by Mail. 

JAMES E. McNALLY & CO., Importers, 

349 Broadway and 28 White St., N. Y. 


AVOID tie HOT WOBK of PBESBBVINIi! 


Our Jars c*n be CLOSED MANY TIMES MORE RAPIDLY and 
Opened More Readily than any others. The Lids are but one piece 
uiiJ may be used many times, and fit any of our Jars. Cheaper Prices 
are additional advantage. TIN TOPS are the MOST RELIABLE, 

and not being in contact with, they cannot injure the fruit. 

ASK FOR PROTECTOR JARS. 

If the nearest storekeeper cannot supply, write for circular And prices. 
We allow Liberal Discount to cover expense. 

COHANSEY GLASS MANUFACTURING CO. 

26 South Seventh Street, Philadelphia. 
Manufacturers of FRUIT JAR S, WINDOW GLASS, BOTTLES AND VIALS. 

THE PRETTIEST WOMAN' 

in New York society, last winter, was a rough-skinned, 
freckled-faced lady in Dayton, 0., but one year ago! She 
used Hagan's Magnolia Balm upon her face and hands with 
such persistency that her complexion became her greatest 
attraction. It will do the same for any one. It will oblit¬ 
erate Sallowness, Moth-patches, Ring-marks, Snnbnrn, 4c., 
give a marble-like complexion, and perpetuate the bloom 
of youth for years. What the Magnolia Balm is to the 
•omploxion, Lyon’s Celebrated Kathairon is to the hair. It 
not only beautifies the hair, but stimulates its growth, and 
prevents it from falling out or turning gray. All Drug¬ 
gists keep these articles. * j 


RIMMEL’S PERFUMERY 

PARIS LONDON AND BRUSSELS, 

SOLD BY ALL D RUG GISTS. 

Summer Specialties. 

TOILET VINEGAR, 

Superior to Bau de Cologne far 
nil Toilet and Sanitary purposes, 
rurified extract of 

mm and ram 

For cleansing the Hair and giv¬ 
ing it a beautiful gloss without 
{? reusing it. Eocquisitely cool and 
refreshing . 

Special Representatives for United States. 

EDWARDS A RU8SELL, No. 38 Vesey Street, N. Y. 




PRATT’S ASTRAL OIL. 

.....P 16 8£FE8T BE8T ILLUMINATING OIL ever made. Used in over 100,000 Families. 
Millions of OaIIods have been Sold. No Accidents have ever occurred from it Our Motto— 
Not Cheapest, but SAFEST and BEST.” 

Established 1770. 

108 FULTON STREET, N. Y. 


Oil House ofCHAS. PEATT. 


Excelsior Fluting Machine 

CHEAPEST AND BEST IN THE MARKET. 

WARRANTED 
TO GIVE 

Perfect Satisfaction. 

No. 1, 5 in. roller, $6.00 
2,7 in. “ 7.50 

Sent by Express, C. 0. D. 
Illustrated Circular sent 
free on application. 

Agents wanted in every part of the United States. 

GEO. HOVEY & SON, 

321 & 323 East 22d Street, New York. 



WOMAN S MEDICAL COLLEGE 

OF THE NEW YORK INFIRMARY, 

128 Second Avenue, N. Y. Winter Session begins 1st of 
October. For particulars, address the Secretary, 

_ EMILY BLACKWELL, M. P. 

UPHAM’S EMAIL BLANC DE PARIS 

is the finest and best preparation in the 
world for beautifyiug the complexion. 
It imparts to the skin the whiteness of 
alabaster and the smoothness of velvet; 
removes all Freckles, Red and Tan Spots. 
It produces a healthy action upon the 
skin, changes a dry and scaly skin into a 
moist and healthy color. Price 50 cents; 
or by Express, Six Bottles for $2.50, 
freight paid by purchaser. Sold at the Depot, Dr. J. 8. FRY, 
25 South Eighth street, and by Druggists. 
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GET UP YOUR CLUBS ! NEW VOLUME WITH JULY NUMBER ! 

PETERSON’SMAGAZINE 


^CHEAPEST AND BEST OF ALL.-g# 

The July number begin* a new volume, affording a good opportunity for person* to subscribe that do 
not want back numbers. Those, however, who wish back numbers to January inclusive can be supplied. A”. B.—A lways 
say with what number you wish to begin. 

" PETERSON’S MAGAZINE ” gives more for the money, and of a better quality, than any other. It contains »wry 
year, nearly 1000 pages, 14 steel plates, 12 double sized mammoth colored steel fashion plates, and about 1000 wood 
engravings—and all this for only TWO DOLLARS A YEAR, or a dollar less than Magazines cf its doss. 

• _ t »v - 

TERMS—ALWAYS IN ADVANCE. 

1 Copy for one year, - $2.00 5 Copies, one year, - (“iVciSTO $8.00 

2 Copies, “ - 4.00 6 “ " - (“iVcSS*) 9.50 

3 “ “ - 5.00 8 “ “ - Wyar) 12.00 

4 “ “ 6.00 14 “ “ - ("V„ f “cl5r) 20.00 


PREMIUMS FOR CLUBS !! EXTRAORDINARY INDUCEMENTS!! 

To every person getting np a Club of two, three, four, five, six, eight, or fourteen, at the above prices, the 
premium engraving, “ Washington at the Battle of Trenton,” will be sent gratis. To persons getting np Clnbe of 
five, six, eight, or fourteen at the above prices, an extra copy of the Magazine, in addition to the premium engraving , 
will be sent gratis. Iw remitting, get a Post-Office order, or a draft on Philadelphia or New York; If neither one of 
those can be had, send Greenbacks, or notes of National Banks. In the latter case, it is best to register your letter. 
N. B.—Clubs may begin with either the January or July numbers. Address, Post-paid, 

CHARLES J. PETERSON. 

Specimens sent gratis to those wishing to get up Clubs. No. 306 Chestnut Strdbt, Philadelphia, Pa. 


ANN S. STEPHENS’ NEW BOON. 

PALACES AND PRISONS. By Mr., Ann 8. Stephen.. 
Complete in one large duodecimo volume, uniform with 
Mrs. Stephens’ previous works. Price $1.76 in cloth, or 
$1.50 in paper cover. 

MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS’ COMPLETE WORKS. 

Palaces and Prisons.$1 76 The Rejected Wife.$1 76 

Married in Haste.. 1 76 Mary Derwent. 1 75 

Wives and Widows. 1 76 Fashion and Famine. 1 76 

Ruby Gray’s Strategy.... 1 75 The Old Homestead. 1 75 

The Curse of Gold. 1 75 Silent Struggles. 1 75 

Mabel’s Mistake. 1 75 The Heiress. 1 75 

Doubly False. 1 75 The Gold Brick. 1 75 

The Soldiers’Orphans.... 1 76 The Wife’s Secret. 1 76 

Above are in cloth, or in paper cover, at $1.50 each. 


MBS. SOUTHWOBTH'S NEW BOOK 

TRIED FOR HER LIFE. By Mrs. Emma D. E. N. 
Sonthworth. Complete in one large duodecimo volume. 
Price $1.76 in cloth; or $1.60 in paper cover. 

MRS. SOUTHWORTH’S COMPLETE WORKS. 

Tried for Her Life.$1 75 The Lost Heiress.$1 75 

Cruel as the Grave. 1 75 Deserted Wife.. 1 76 

The Maiden Widow. 1 76 Love's Labor Won 1 76 

The Family Doom. 1 75 The Gipsy’s Prophecy.... 1 75 

The Prince of Darkness.. 1 75 Discarded Daughter 1 75 

The Bride’s Fate. 1 76 The Three Beauties 1 75 

The Changed Brides. 1 75 Yivia; Secret of Power. 1 75 

How He Won Her. 1 75 The Two Sisters.1 75 

Fair Play.1 75 The Missing Bride. 1 75 

The Christmas Guest. 1 75 Wife’s Victory. 1 75 

Fallen Pride. 1 75 The Mother-in-Law. 1 76 

The Widow’s Son. 1 75 Haunted Homestead. 1 75 

Bride of Llewollyn. 1 75 Lady of the Isle. 1 75 

The Fortune Seeker. 1 75 Retribution. 1 75 

All worth Abbey. 1 76 India; or, the Pearl of 

Tho Bridal Eve.. 1 75 Pearl River. 1 76 

The Fatal Marriage. 1 75 Curse of Clifton. 1 76 

Above are in cloth, or in paper cover, at $1.50 each. 

*** Above Books are for sale by all Booksellers , or vriU 
sent post-paid on receipt of price by the Publishers, 

T. B. PETERSON A BROTHERS, 

306 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


GEORGE SAND’S NEW BOOK. 

THE LAST ALDINI. A Love Story. By George 8and, 
author of “Consuelo,” “Countess of Rudolstadt,” etc. 
One large octavo volume, paper cover, price Fifty cents. 

GEORGE SAND’S GREATEST WORKS. 

CONSUELO. Third Edition is now ready. 

COUNTESS OF RUDOLSTADT. Second Edition. 
JEALOUSY; OR, TEVERINO. Just Published. 
INDIANA. A Love Story. INDIANA. 

Price $1.50 each, bound in Morocco Cloth, Gilt. 
SIMON. A Love Story. Price Fifty cents. 

FIRST AND TRUE LOVE. Price 76 cents. 

THE CORSAIR. Price Fifty cents. 

FANCHON, THE CRICKET. Paper, $1; cloth, $1.50. 

WILKIE COLLINS’ NEW BOOK. 

BASIL; OR, THE CROSSED PATH. By WilkieOoltina. 
Complete in one largo octavo volume. Price 76 cents. 

WILKIE COLLINS’ OTHER BOOKS. 

THE DEAD SECRET. Price Fifty cents. 

AFTER DARK. Price Seventy-five cents. 

HIDE AND SEEK. Price Seventy-five cents. 

SIGHTS A-FOOT Price Fifty cents. 

THE QUEEN’S REVENGE. Price Seventy-five cents. 
MAD MONKTON. Price Fifty cents. 

THE YELLOW MASK. Price Twenty-five cents. 
SISTER ROSE. Prico Twenty-five cents. 

THE STOLEN MASK. Price Twenty-five cents. 

MISS ELIZA A. DUPUY’S NEW BOOK. 

HOW HE* DID IT. Third Edition. By Miss Eliza A. 
Dupuy, author of “ Why Did Ho Marry Her?” On© volume, 
12mo., price $1.75 in cloth, or $1.50 in paper cover. 

MISS ELIZA A. DUPUY’S OTHER BOOKS, 

WHY DID HE MARRY HER? A Love Story. 

THE PLANTER'S DAUGHTER. 

MICHAEL RUDOLPH. “ The Bravest of the Brave.” 
Price of each, $1.75 in cloth; or $1.50 in paper cover. 

ALEXANDER DUMAS’ GREAT BOOK. 

THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO. By Alexander 
J)nmas. New and beautiful edition. With elegant illus¬ 
trations. Price $1.50 in paper cover; or $1.76 in cloth. 

*** Abort Books are for sale by all Booksellers , or wiB ft* 
i nt post-paid on receipt of price by the publishers, 

T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS, 

306 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 
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THE VIGIL BY THE SEA. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “COBWEBS,” BTC., B T 0~ 


For hours she had stood there, watching the 
angry sea, hours that had seomed to her eter¬ 
nities. The wind roared, the salt spray drove 
in her face, the surf boomed and thundered on 
the beach : yet she held resolutely to her post. 
She was so close to the water that it often wet 
her feet, but still she stood there, with clasped 
hands, peering anxiously seaward, while the 
gulls overhead clanged and shrieked, their 
wild, discordant cries seeming to forbode dis¬ 
aster and death. 

The gray dawn was just breaking. All tho 
afternoon before, and all through the long 
night, a storm had been raging, ouch as had 
not been witnessed, for half a century, even on 
that tempestuous coast. The fury of the gale 
was now passing away. But even yet the 
beach rocked under the tremendous surges that 
still broke upon it. 

Lctty Trevor had been married only three 
months, and this was the first serious anxiety 
she had experienced. Her husband was, by 
general consent, the handsomest, bravest and 
hardiest young fisherman on the coast. With 
three or four other boats, he had sailed the 
morniug before, but his companions, foresee¬ 
ing a storm, had put back shortly after high 
noon. Hfc, however, eager to secure his catch 
of fish, had refused to return: “he hadn’t had 
much luck, this season,” he said, “and he had 
made up his mind to Btick to it till luck came.” 

The other fishermen had hardly made the 
shore before the gale set in. As evening drew 
on, several of the older women and wives came 
to comfort Letty, telling her to keep a good 
heart, for that they remembered boats that had 
rode out tempests quite as fierce as this. But 
their well-meant words only increased the 
young wife’s anxiety, for she knew they would 
not have sought her out, in this way. if they 
had not feared the worst. At last, to her relief, 
she was left alone. But she could not sleep. 
Vol. LX.—17 


She would not even undress and He down. She 
sat rocking herself ■ in her chair, at first: 
then her terror increasing, she rose and began 
to walk the floor: finally, she could remain in. 
doors no longer, but tying a handkerchief un¬ 
der her chin, she went out into the rain and 
tempest. She sought the sea-shore, and there, 
all through the night, she remained, peering 
into.the darkness, with the half-crazed hope, 
it was not so much even as an expectation, that 
she might see the sail of her husband flying 
before the gale, or be in time, perhaps, to 
resotre him from the hungry surf. 

For it was not anxiety alone, it was remorse 
also, that was at*her heart. ‘Yesterday, the first 
pettish words she had ever spoken to her hus¬ 
band had passed her lips. She had asked him 
for a new dress, such as one of her old school¬ 
mates had just bought, aud he had answered 
that he could not afford it, the fishing, this 
season, having been so bAd. She had retorted 
she hardly knew what; but it had been some¬ 
thing like a reproach ; and he had turned away 
hurt. Soon after, when he rose to go, he ap¬ 
proached, to kiss her, as usual, but she turned 
petulantly away. All this she remembered 
now. When his comrades had come home with¬ 
out him, and bringing his message, she divined 
only too surely why he had.remained behind. 

“Oh!” she cried, wringing her hands, “if 
he should never come back. If he has died 
before I can beg forgiveness. Yes! he staid 
to earn enough to buy. the dress—the dress I 
was so wicked as to reproach him for not being 
able to give me ; if I could only see him alive 
for one instant, and be forgiven, then I would 
be willing to die !” 

In such vain regrets, with such wild appeals, 
the night had passed. Ah! how often repent¬ 
ance comes when it is too late! Too late 1 
Awful words, and with what hidden meaning. 
Too late! Too late! 
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The words burned themselves into her brain. 
They were everywhere. They were borne on 
the wind, they thundered in the surf, they 
were shrieked out by the birds overhead. 

Suddenly, she thought she saw, far out at 
sea, a white speck, as of a boat or sail. It rose, 
for an instant, on the crest of a distant wave, 
on the extremest horizon, and then disappeared. 
"With breathless, intense gaze she watched for 
its return. Was that it, flashing up again? 
No, it was only the foam of a far-off roller, or 
the wing of a low-flying gull. 

The reaction, after her momentary hope, 
was terrible. Her knees gave way beneath 
her, and she fell prone upon the beach. Prone, 
and grasping the sand, the unspoken prayer 
going up from her bleeding heart: Father 
let this cup but pass from me!” 

After awhile she rose feebly from her knees. 
But she was soothed and calmed by her peti¬ 
tion, nevertheless; for when did an anguished 
heart go to the All-Pitying and not find relief? 
As she looked out once more, over the Humb¬ 
ling waters, her heart stood still, for there, 
distinctly marked against the sky, on the same 
far-off horizon, was some object, apparently a 
boat. Again it disappeared; but this time it 
rose again immediately ; it sank again and rose 
again; and now she saw that it was really a 
boat, bottom-upwards, and with a human figure 
clinging to it. 

“Oh, Father in Heaven!” she cried, “grant 
it may be him. Spare me, spare me, this 
once!” 

On and on came the boat, driven before the 
wind and tide, the human figure still clinging 
to it. Once or twice, indeed, the poor wife 
thought that all was over, for the waves swept 
across the wreck, burying it from sight, and 
when it emerged again, she could not, for an 
instant, through her blinding tears, recognize 
the dark object that held so tenaciously by 
the keel. That half hour of suspense length¬ 
ened itself, in her imagination, to days and 
weeks. 

At last the wreck was so near in shore, that 
she fancied she could recognize the clinging 
figure. 

“It is he, it is he!” she cried. “Willie! 
Willie!” 

Her voice rose to a hoarse cry. The sullen- 
surf, the wailing wind, and the shrieking gulls 
echoed it back. But no answer came. 

“ He does not hear me. I must shout louder. 
Willie! Oh! my Willie!” 

She ran up and down the shore, wringing ) 
her hands piteously; but no reply was returned, J 


The figure on the wreck was more motionless 
than ever. 

“He is dead! he is drowned!” she sobbed. 
“Oh! Willie, my darling!” 

The boat was now swiftly approaching the 
beach in front of Lctty. But one of those in¬ 
sidious currents, which come and go so unac¬ 
countably, seized it at this instant, whirled it 
around, and bore it off down the coast. All 
seemed lost. The agonized wife followed, 
watching it with straining eyes, fearing, with 
every wave, that her husband’s body would be 
swept off and away, and that she would lose 
even the poor consolation of burying it in con¬ 
secrated earth, where, some day, she might lie 
down beside it forever, and be at peace. Now 
the surges swept it in toward her; now they 
bore it, as if in mockery, away; now the boat 
floated shoreward till it was almost in the 
breakers: and now again it receded, as if 
about to be hopelessly carried out to sea. The 
dawn was beginning to glow in the eastern 
sky. Faint, reddish streaks showed on the 
horizou, turning to delicate pink above, and 
fading off into &pp)e green higher up. But 
for this, one of the most beautiful sights in 
nature, this coming of the new day, this ever- 
recurring rosurrection, she, so fond of watch¬ 
ing it usually, had now no eyes: all she could 
think of was her husband, all she could see 
was that up-turned boat, tossed on the surges, 
and the motionless figure clinging to it. 

At last came a tremendous roller. It seized 
the wreck as if it had been but a chip; bore it 
aloft on its green, shining front; swept it with 
indescribable rapidity toward the shore; and 
breaking, in a whirlwind of foam, and with a 
noise like many thunders, left the boat and its 
burden, for one moment, almost at the feet of 
Letty. Then the tons of water began to re¬ 
cede, tearing up sand and pebbles and dragging 
them back to the insatiate ocean, with a wild, 
hungry roar. They would have swept the 
inanimate form off with them also, if Letty, 
reckless of her own life, had not rushed into 
the under-tow, caught her husband in her 
arms, and flinging herself almost on her face 
shore wards, managed thus to resist the re¬ 
ceding waters. Behind her, as if it had been 
a mere idle leaf, the wreck was sucked back 
into the boiling vortex. Another wave came 
thundering in. But, with superhuman strength 
and speed, Letty rose to her feet and rushed 
up the beach, just in time to escape it. Then 
she sank down, with her husband’s form still 
clasped in her arms, utterly exhausted, and in 
a dead faint. 
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The village was now beginning to awake. 
A few early fishermen were slowly loitering 
shorewards, not to tempt the oeean by embark¬ 
ing, however, but to see what damage had been 
done by the gale. One of them, turning the 
corner of a sand-dune, suddenly came upon 
the two figures we have described, lying locked 
in each other's arms. 

“Bless my soul,” he cried, “what is this? 
Lotty Trevor and Willie. Both dead, too!” 
He stooped, and narrowly examined them. 
“No, there are signs of life in her, she is only 
in a faint: and he, why surely he breathes a 
little, his flesh is warm. Hillo!” and he 
raised his voice to a shout. “Come here, 
boys! Quick, quick! it is for life or death!” 

That afternoon, when the angry sea was 
going down, and the setting sun threw long 
Jines of peaceful light across the salt meadows, 
Letty sat, with tearful eyes, holding her hus¬ 
band's hand in hers, for he was still too weak 
to rise. 

“Oh, Willie!” she said, “how happy I am. 
You have forgiven me, too. I never, never 
thought to feel so glad again.” 

“Forgive you?” he said. “I owe my life 
to you, dearest. If you had not been on the 
watch for me, I should have been carried out 


to sea again, and then I would have sunk for¬ 
ever. I was almost gone as it was. You see, 
when the boat capsized, I managed to swim 
back to her and hold on by the keel; but it was 
terrible hard work, with Cvery wave washing 
over me; and before daybreak I was nearly 
worn out. I was about giving up, when I saw 
a woman, far off, on the beach, and my heart 
told me it was you. That gave me new strength, 
And I managed tp keep up till I was within half 
a mile of shore. Then everything swam before 
me, and I lost my senses. The next thing was 
waking here.” 

She fondly stroked and patted his hand ; she 
leaned over and kissed him ; and her voice was 
choked with sobs, as she said, 

“For he that was lost, is found. He that 
was dead, is alive agAin. Oh ! thank God, 
thank God ! for He is long-suffering and full 
of mercy!” 

Then she broke into a fit of wild, uncon¬ 
trollable weeping. But the tears she shed were 
those of thankfulness and joy. 

Years have passed since then. Letty has 
never spoken a pettish word to her husband 
again. If ever she is tempted to be unjust to 
him, she thinks of the past, of that dreadful 
night, and of her Vigil by the Sea. 


THE AUTUMN FOLIAGE. 

U Y W. n. W A TEUTON. 


Though September’s suns shine brightly, 
And September’s skies are blue. 
Though the Autumn breezed lightly 
Stir the leaves of varied hue, 

Still a not unpleasant saduesa 
Stoaleth softly o'er our hearts. 

While we mourn the vanished gladness 
Of the Summer which departs. 

Thongh the Autumn foliage glory 
In its green and gold array, 

Yet its splendors tell u story 
Of incipient decay. 


Let ns listen to its teaching, 

For analogies profound, * 

And throughout all nature reaching, 
Are within us, and arouud. 

Yes, the Autumu foliage gaining 
Tints of beauty as it dies. 

Like the setting sun, which waning, 
Spreads new glory o’er the skies, 
Tells the Christian that as nearer 
To the grave his footsteps tend, 

All his graces shonld shine clearer, 
And beam brightest at his end. 


DYING. 

BY ECLA0 BAY. 


Lmt’s wearisome warfare is over, for me; 

My feet touch the river no mortal can see; 

It will not be long ere the Boatman shall come 
Across the swift current, to carry me homo. 

I see the bright angels around my low bed ; 

I hear the glad chorus by seraphim led; 


I feel the soft bree*e* blow fresh on my brow. 
From that happy country I’m going to now. 

The beautiful Boatman comes down to the shore, 
Hark 1 Hear ye not music—the dip of his oar ? 
IIo knows I am r^ady, and !*miling draw* nigh. 
Oh! call ye this dying? ’Tis blessed to die 1 
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BY MISS F. HODGSON, AUTHOR OF “KATHLEEN’S LO VE-8TOEY." 
CONTINUED FBOM PAGE 186. 


CHAPTER III. 

A grave face old Marjory’s, at the best of 
times—always a grave face ; but the time came 
when its gravity was deeper than ever, and 
when even its many lines and fhrroWs were 
deeper too. Women are quicker than men in 
the instinct of seeing danger ahead, particu¬ 
larly when the danger is danger to one of them¬ 
selves; and, in the case of her young nurs- 
liug, Marjory had been quicker to see the dan¬ 
gerous truth than her master had, dear as 
this one ewe lamb was to him in his lonely, 
laboring life. As the weeks followed one an¬ 
other, and the winter grew older, Prue’s fate 
had been weaving itself out. The unceremoni¬ 
ous evening visits, the chance meetings, the 
graceful idle speeches, could not be without a 
result, and their result was just the natural one. 
What had been easy at first, became easier as 
time passed on; for she had learned to love 
this man, through her very belief in him. The 
hours were scarcely long enough to dream her 
innocent day-dreams in, the undefined yet in¬ 
tense happiness filled her from morning till 
night ; the old, quiet life returned to her mind 
as something lost for ever, something over 
which a great change had come, something to 
which she could never go back. With Strath¬ 
spey it had been nothing more than drifting 
on, day by day. Ib had been a pleasanter win¬ 
ter than he had expected, or his rector’s daugh¬ 
ter had made it so. Circumstances had thrown 
him in her way, and circumstances had given 
her a charm for him, and he was a man whom 
circumstance governed completely; so it was 
that the spirit of the hour ruled him, and no 
day passed without some new move being made 
in the old, graceful, indolent, careless game. 

But, whoever else was blind, Marjory was 
not. She had »een this old, graceful game 
played before, and its ending had been one 
which filled her honest old Puritan heart with 
horror—not that she ever dreamed of such an 
ending to her nursling’s story; but “The 
bairn is but a bairn after a,” she said to her¬ 
self sadly, “ and I canna stan’ by and see her 
wronged.” 

It would have been a hard matter to speak to 
the “bairn” herself; nay, how could she? The 
sweet, serious face was so tenderly bright, 
248 


in these days; the brown eyes were so full of 
a new belief and happiness. It seemed as 
though a new life had come to her. How could 
she cloud it with such a warning ? 

“ I canna do it,” the faithful old creature 
said to herself, after many sad hours of pon¬ 
dering. “ I canna do it mysel’, so I maun e’en 
speak to the rector.” 

So it was, that, watching her opportunity, 
she came into her master’s study one evening, 
when he was alone, and broached the subject 
to him, with much faltering and grief. 

“She’s no a bairn any langer, master,” she 
ended, smiling sorrowfully. “Canna ye see 
that this braw young laird has stepped in be¬ 
tween us?” 

A strong, sudden pang came upon her mas¬ 
ter, as he listened. He had never dreamed of 
this before, and here he had awakened from 
his fancied security, to find that his child was 
his no longer. Child ! Nay, this faithful, ig¬ 
norant woman, who had been quicker sighted 
than he, for all his lore, had been right iu say¬ 
ing that their bairn had become a woman. 

“ She is only seventeen,” he said, with a new 
recurrence of the sudden pain. “ And yet— 
IIow blind l have been. Poor bairn! Poor 
little Prue !” 

When Marjory went back to her kitchen, she 
heard her master’s feet, in his room above, 
pacing slowly and heavily to and fro She 
heard them for two long hours, never resting 
for a moment, only treading backward and 
forward, in dull monotony. When his pretty 
young wife lay dead in her chamber, Marjory 
remembered that she had heard his slow feet 
through the whole of the dreary winter’s day, 
and remembered, too, how she had hushed the 
little brown-eyed baby closer to her breast, 
weeping silent, heavy tears over the sad echo. 

Perhaps, as he pondered over the grave 
truth to which he had newly awakened, a sor¬ 
rowful memory of his child’s dead young mo¬ 
ther stirred up his heart, and his old sorrow 
for the lonely life his little helpmeet had led, 
grew stronger as he thought of the difference 
a mother's care would have made. 

When Prue returned, after her absence, it 
was almost dark, and, going upstairs, she 
opened the study-door, to find her father ait- 
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ting in his chair, by the dull embers, resting 
his head upon his hand. Something in his 
face struck her sadly, and, with a little pang 
of affectionate self-reproach, she went and 
knelt beside him upon the hearth. But it was 
not so easy to talk now as it used to be, and, 
besides, she felt half sad herself this evening. 
She scarcely knew why, sometimes such sad¬ 
ness came upon her—half tenderness, half 
pain; but the time had not come yet when she 
could ask herself its meaning. 

“ I have been to the church, Papa,” she 
began to tell him. 44 It is getting along beau¬ 
tifully. It will be completed by Christmas, 
Lord Strathspey says.” 

“ Was Lord Strathspey with you this even¬ 
ing, Prue?” he asked, gently. 

She did not look up at him, and the red 
blood mounted to her cheeks, as she answered 
softly, playing with her gloves, 

“Yes, papa.” For his quiet voice held just 
the thoughtful sadness of his face. 

He laid his hand upon her pretty brown hair 
with a gentle touch—a touch as gentle as her 
dead mother's could have been, and, at last, as 
if unconsciously, he 4 rew her head to its old 
childish resting-place upon his knee. 

44 He has been with you very often of late, 
has he not?” he questioned. 44 Prue,” with 
the same thoughtful sadness in his tone, 44 is 
this grand young laird coming between my 
bairn's heart and mine ?” 

44 Oh, papa!” she faltered. 44 0h, papa!” 
and broke down into a gush of tender, innocent 
tears. 

There was a long silence then, and the poor 
child knelt with hidden face, tremulous, sor¬ 
rowful, happy. How could he speak, and tell 
her his sad fears ? How could he crush her 
fresh young dreams, by telling her that the 
chances were against her, and that it might be 
that a realization would never come; that there 
was scarcely a hope that a realization could 
come to a dream so romantic as hers. The 
warning had come too late. Man, as he was, 
he saw that, and, in his great extremity, he 
could only stroke the bent, girlish head, with 
a stronger sense of pain. There was nothing 
more to be said. The wrong was done already,' 
and, through his very tenderness for her trust¬ 
ing love, he could only hide his doubts, and 
hope for the best. 

He tried to talk cheerfully to her during the 
remainder of the evening ; but it was only the 
shadow of cheerfulness; and when he bade her 
good-night, he held her in his arms for a mo¬ 
ment, with a tremor on his square mouth, 


which was strangely unlike his usual reticent 
self-control. 

“Don't let us forget to trust each other, 
Prue,” he said. “Don’t let this strange lover 
make us forget what we have been to each 
other all our two lives.” 

When Marjory came to bring his bed-room 
candle to him, he had gone back to his place at 
the fire, and was seated just as Prue had found 
him. 

She came to his side, holding the candle in 
her hand, and, with her usual quaint freedom 
and sympathy, spoke to him at once. 

“ Can it be helped, master ?” she asked. 

He raised his head with a faint smile—such 
a mournful ghost of a smile. 

44 No, Marjory,” he said. 44 Our bairn is ours 
no longer. We were too late.” 

The winter ended as it had begun; the pur¬ 
ple heath began to bloom upon the braes, and 
Strathspey was still at Coombe-Ashley. The 
quiet life among the quiet people had actually 
begun to have a sort of negative attraction for 
him; and, perhaps, the quiet little figure, 
which sat in the great rectory-pew on Sun¬ 
days, held a sort of attraction for him too. 
The sweet young face, with its belief and trust¬ 
fulness, was not a face to tire a man soon, and, 
in some sort, it held him captive. Sometimes; 
in an idle way, he had even amused himself by 
fancying how it would look at the stately old 
Coombe, and had pictured to himself the sweet, 
startled happiness, which would leap into the 
brown eyes, if he made his careless love-mak¬ 
ing a truth, and told her that it was so. Not 
that it had ever been anything more than an 
idle, whimsical day-dream, this fancy of his. 
It would have needed more moral courage than 
ever Lord Strathspey had possessed, to have 
faced out such a proceeding with the world— 
his world, which was a world not easy to face, 
my reader, after committing a romantic ab¬ 
surdity. What would Lady Strathspey have 
said, if he had announced his intention of end¬ 
ing his career, by marrying his rector’s daugh¬ 
ter. Lady Strathspey alone would have been 
too much for him to cope with. Besides, how 
would the little creature look in London, 
among woifien who would envy her for her 
beauty, and snub her for her humility. Poor 
little, brown-eyed Prue, she was afraid of 
Lady Strathspey, who was more gracious to 
her than to any living being; and how would 
she be able to meet the sneers and patronage 
which she would have to encounter, as the 
inferior party, in a mesalliance in society, to 
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which she was only admitted on sufferance. 
Even his idle day-dream never ended without 
such additional thoughts as these; and yet he 
could not quite ruuke up his mind to ilee the 
temptation. So the spring came, and he still 
lingered ; one day half inclined to bring his 
trilling to an end, the next half touched by an 
iudoleut regret that his fate had not been a 
different one, or that he had not been more 
chary. Some faint twinges of conscience struck 
him now and then, when a shadow of the pos¬ 
sible result passed through his mind. It could 
not last forever, and an end must come, in the 
natural course of events. I wonder if it is pos¬ 
sible, that but for the interposition of a cooler 
hand, this quiet story of mine might ever have 
ended as happily as other stories have done ; if 
it is possible that the tender, girlish face 
would ever have wrought upon him, so as to 
arouse his stronger nature to its best. (Let us, 
at least, give each other the comfort of believ¬ 
ing, that even in the weakest of us there is a 
44 best.”) It might have proved so ; but it was 
not to be. The simple life was fated to hold its 
quiet tragedy, and it worked itself out. 

44 1 cannot let you talk nonsense to the 
little creature,” Lady Strathspey had said at 
first; but when, in the course of time, she 
found that her warning had been disregarded, 
and that the wrong was done, her slight feel¬ 
ing of annoyance became something very much 
stronger. This would never do, she decided, 
in some matronly trepidation. Men had been 
led in*o more absurd things than even this 
might prove, she told herself, as the result of 
propinquity and country visits. This little 
daughter of the rector’s was a sweet, lady-like 
young creature, and, if no one interfered, An¬ 
gus might carry his amusement too far, and do 
something absurd and romantic. She was too 
thoroughly a high-bred woman, and (let me 
add) too thorough a diplomatist, to let her anx¬ 
iety and annoyance reveal themselves to either 
of their objects ; on the contrary, she extended 
her really good-natured condescension to the 
Renfrews more cordially than ever. She talked 
to Prue about her pensioners as unceremoni¬ 
ously as her natural stateliness of manner 
would permit; she called at the rectory once 
or twice, and never failed to s?nd,soine grace¬ 
ful message of remembrance, through the rec¬ 
tor, to bis daughter; but, in the meantime, 
she did not forget that she had rather a diffi¬ 
cult and delicate matter to dispose of. 

Strathspey returned to the Coombe one even¬ 
ing, after a few hours absence, to find her lady¬ 
ship seated at her desk, writiug a letter. He 


was not in the most cheerful of humors, and 
be scarcely remarked it at first; but, after a 
few moment’s silence, she raised her head. 

44 1 am writing to Gwendoline Foamley, An¬ 
gus,” she said. 44 1 believe I forgot to mention 
to you that I received a letter from her yester¬ 
day, in which she speaks of coming to Coombe- 
Ashley. Here it is—read it.” And she handed 
him a double sheet of thick cream-colorcd 
paper, crossed and recrossed with delicate, 
flowing chirography, perfumed faintly with 
wood-violots, and stamped with a pretty mono¬ 
gram. 

Strathspey opened it with a slightly height¬ 
ened color. He remembered the young lady 
well, as a superb, fair girl, with whom he had 
spent the pleasantest month of his life one sum¬ 
mer a few years before, when he had chanced 
to meet her party at a wonderful little, many- 
balconied hotel, on the shores of Lake Geneva. 
She was a beautiful young creature, the belle 
of her first season then, as she had been the 
belle of the two seasons since; and, in spite of 
his claim of a distant relationship, Strathspey 
had only been one of a dozen others who were 
ready to fall at her dainty feet and worship. 
Still he could not help feeling a slight thrill, 
as the faint odor of wood-violets floated up to 
him, for be remembered she had been very 
fond of wood-violets, and had sentimentalized 
over them in a very pretty girlish way. 

It was a very charming letter; graceful, full 
of pretty phrases, and nice little turns of 
speech; lady-like, elegant—all that could be 
desired, and withal, tinged with a little spirit 
of delicate satire, which gave it a piquant 
sort of flavor 

“I am weary of amusing stupid people, and 
being stupidly amused, dear Lady Strathspey,” 
she wrote, “ and I believe that n visit to Coombe- 
Ashley would be a means of recruiting me for 
next season’s exertions. Even debutantes are 
allowed a few weeks rest from their difficult 
labor of charming and being charmed, and I 
am not a debutante , you know'. Pray do be good 
enough to invite me to spend a month among 
the bracken with you.” 

44 1 am writing to repeat my old invitation,” 
said her ladyship, carelessly, as Strathspey re¬ 
turned the missive to her. 44 1 shall be very 
much pleased to see her. She is a very charm¬ 
ing girl, I believe, though I only remember her 
as a child.” 

Nothing more was said at the time. She 
finished her letter, and the next day it was on 
its way to England ; but regarded, as a stroke 
of diplomacy, the double sheet of cream-col- 
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ored paper, with its soft fragrance of wood- 
violets, had been a success. For a moment it 
had blotted out the innocent face and tender 
eyes, the winter evenings spent in the rectory 
parlor were forgotten, the rector’s daughter 
was a myth, and Strathspey had gone back to 
the time when he sauntered on the shores of 
Lake Geneva, talking the graceful nonsense to 
Gwendoline Fra in ley, and carrying her dainty 
parasol. 

But still the impression was not strong 
enough to destroy the older fancy completely, 
and, in the course of a few days, he was at the 
rectory again. 

44 We are going to have a visitor at the 
Coombe,” he said to Pruc, during the evening. 
44 You must come and see her, Miss Prue. She 
is a belle and a beauty ; as groat a belle as 
any of the heroines of the stories I tell you 
sometimes. I dare say she has even been pre¬ 
sented at court,” with a light laugh, 4 ‘ and 
broken as many hearts as there are buttons on 
that pretty dross of yours.” 

The brown eyes softened into the sober 
gravity, which was so quaintly natural to 
them. 

44 1 think I should be afraid of her,” said 
Prue, staidly. 44 1 am not accustomed to grand 
people, and I am always afraid of them.” 

44 So am I,” said Strathspey, laughing again. 
“It is quite natural, Miss Prue.” 

It was a lovely evening. To this poor, ig¬ 
norant child it was the loveliest sho had ever 
known ; certainly it was the last in which she 
experienced unalloyed happiness. She sat in 
a low basket-chair before the open window, 
the moonlight streaming in upon her white 
dress and fair face—a face so very fair and 
pure, contrasted in the mystic light with her 
great, soft eyes, that, watching her, Strathspey 
for'got himself, forgot the world, forgot even 
Gwendoline Framley, and spoke to her as men 
will often speak under the influence of a fair 
face and a sweet voice. 

She listened to him with a wild thrill of hap¬ 
piness, her great, innocent eyes lifted up to 
his, as he leaned against the window, and 
looked down at her, more perfect and glorious, 
she thought, than he had ever seemed before. 
She looked forward to nothing—the future was 
nothing; it was quite enough to sit in the 
moonlight, and thrill at every word he uttered. 

There was a box of mignonette on the win¬ 
dow-sill, and, as he was going away, he bent 
and broke a spray from it. 

44 Do you know what it means ?” he asked. 

He had just bidden her good-night then, and 
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she was standing at his side, a quiet little 
ghost of a white-robed figure, with a fair, be¬ 
lieving face. 

44 No,” the sweet, serious voice answered 
him. 

4 * It means 4 My little darling,’ ” he said, 
softly. “Slay ; let me fasten it in that ribbon 
at your throat.” 

He bent to secure it, and she raised her face 
a little—the fair girl’s face, tender, innocent, 
truthful; and, as the moonshine fell upon its 
pure gravity, it thrilled him so that every¬ 
thing else was lost to him. He stooped a shade 
lower; the big, golden mustache brushed her 
lips—he had kissed her once, twice, thrice. 

. 44 Forgive me, little Puritan angel,” he whis¬ 
pered; “your sweet eyes were too much for me. 
Good night.” 

And in a minute more she was standing 
alone, watching his tall, slender form, as he 
strode down the road, her heart beating in 
great slow throbs of tremulous happiness and 
pain. 

She carried her mignonette up stairs to the 
little, white bed-room, and laid it between the 
leaves of her Bible, as if it had been some sacred 
thing, and then she knelt down in the moon¬ 
light, and prayed a tender, girl-like prayer. 
There was no single doubt or fear in her pure 
trustfulness. 

His sudden, tender kisses could mean only 
one thing to this young creature, with her 
quiet life—he loved her—he loved her! 

As to Strathspey, he went home with a slight 
sense of discomfort upon him. Possibly, he had 
made a fool of himself, he began to think, after 
a few minutes deliberation. The temptation 
had been a great one; but, perhaps, after all, 
it had been rather an indiscreet thing to give 
way to it. Ho was not an absolute villain, of 
course ; and the idea that he had probably gone 
somewhat too far made him feel slightly un¬ 
comfortable. 

It was not an impression likely to last long, 
but still it was there for the time being. 

Once or twice during his acquaintance with 
his rector’s daughter, he had actually found 
himself almost unwisely in earnest; and that he 
had been unwisely in earnest to-night, cool re¬ 
flection showed him. A vision of Lady Strath¬ 
spey rose in his mind, and then (shall I ac¬ 
knowledge it?) came the remembrance of the 
cream-colored letter, with its odor of wood- 
violets. It was odd how, as this recollection 
became stronger, his thoughts veered and fal¬ 
tered. Perhaps a few minutes before he had 
been nearer the dangerous weakness of doing 
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something ’ absurd and romantic, as Lady 
Strathspey put it, than he had ever been be¬ 
fore ; but the memory of the odor of wood- 
violets brought him back to the world of reali¬ 
ties. This little creature, with her gentle, 
Puritan ways, was not the woman to be Lady 
Strathspey, fair and pure as she might be ; but 
Gwendoline Framley was another person. “ I 
am afraid of grand people,” Prue had said. 
Gwendoline would have “cut” the Dowager 
Duchess of Buccleugh herself, if she had 
deemed it necessary, as calmly as she would 
have ignored Mrs. John Smith at a charity ball. 

The windows of the Coombe were brightly 
lighted, he saw, on reaching the lodge-gates, 
and, on entering the house, he suddenly re- 
retnbered that his mother had told him that 
her guest would be likely to arrive at a late 
hour. It was quite possible that she had 
arrived a day or so earlier than was antici¬ 
pated. He crossed the hall with a quick sense 
of expectation, and opened the door. 

Yes, she had come. She was standing near 
a table, turning over a portfolio of engravings, 
the light shining upon her fair hand and deli¬ 
cate profile, even the simple posture which she 
had fallen into showing the perfection of 
thorough-bred grace, from the turn of sloping 
shoulders to the sweep of her light dress. 

She had been beautiful as a girl of seven¬ 
teen, he remembered; but, at twenty, her 
beauty had more than fulfilled its promise. 
Her delicate face had more repose ; every fea¬ 
ture was as clear cut as a cameo; her blue- 
gray, velvet eyes, under their thick lashes, had 
that almost impossible translucent darkness 
which no other eyes ever have. 

She looked up as he approached, uncertain 
a moment, and then her face lighted as only a 
pretty, graceful girl’s can. 

“I don’t think it would bo easy for us to 
have forgotten each other,” she said, answer- j 
ing his welcome, by giving him her slender 
hand. “That month on Lake Geneva would 
be hard to forget.” 

It was nothing more than a graceful, idle, 
girlish speech ; but the translucent eyes, and 
the patrician face made it worth the remem¬ 
bering. Gwendoline Framley belonged to this 
world of his, which he feared so much, and, 
probably, the first sound of her clear, musical, 
thorough-bred voice, sealed the fate of the rec¬ 
tor’s daughter. 

He did not call at the Renfrew’s again that 
week. As Lady Strathspey had expected, 
Gwendoline Framley filled his time, and, in 
a certain graceful fashion, held him at her 


side. Time did not hang so heavily at the 
Coombe, after her arrival, he found. A morn¬ 
ing spent in the great parlor, with the win¬ 
dows thrown open, the breeze from the sea 
coming over the hills fresh with an added 
scent of heather, and the fair face beuding 
over some pretty work, as he read aloud, was 
not so wearing after all. Gwendoline was pos¬ 
sessed of the wonderful gift of listening well— 
possibly it had been a part of her young lady¬ 
like training; but, however that was, she had 
certainly acquired the art to perfection. She 
never spoke at the wrong time, never made re¬ 
marks unadvisedly, always looked interested, 
never indifferent. Her interest was a grace¬ 
ful, well-trained, well-cultivated interest, and 
even when assumed, as in the course as her ex¬ 
perience had frequently been unavoidable, it 
had never betrayed itself. Since she had been 
“out” she had listened to men who had bored 
her, and men who bored themselves; but she 
had always listened well; and now that she 
had encountered a man who was in no danger 
of proving tedious, she was naturally very 
charming. Strathspey found her so in more 
ways than one. Even the perfect, elaborate 
toilets, which appeared so adaptedly at all 
times, with their flower-like freshness, were 
an additional charm to him. Pruo had pleased 
and amused him; Gwendoline ruled him with 
her conscious, inborn self-possession; and 
I when such a man is so ruled, by such a 
woman, his fate is sealed for him. There was 
no fear of the world’s opinion in this case. 
Gwendoline Framley had held her place from 
her childhood among the very people whom he 
fenred. She had been the most popular belle 
of her season, and the men who would have 
snarled at the romance of a marriage with hia 
rector’s daughter, would envy him, almost 
savagely, if he won her for his wife. He was 
less a hero than anything else, I believe I have 
said already ; and so, letting all these things 
drift before him idly, he forgot his uncom¬ 
fortable sense of having done a wrong, and re¬ 
mained at the Coombe, playing the pleasant 
role of cavalier to his mother’s guest, while 
Prue waited patiently for his coming, and her 
patient waiting was in vain. 

She had heard of the arrival of the ex¬ 
pected guest, and made it his excuse. Lady 
Strathspey would wish him to remain with 
them, she told herself, and it was but right 
that he should remain ; but still she could not 
restrain a soft, little sigh, at the remembrance 
of the quietly happy days, when there had 
been no one to come between them. 
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She was half afraid, when Sunday morning 
arrived, at the prospect of meeting this beau¬ 
tiful new comer, and she dressed herself with 
no small amount of trepidation. The Strath¬ 
spey pew was not filled when she entered the 
church ; but it was not long before the party 
from the Coombe made their appearance, and 
the quiet little figure in the square pew near 
the pulpit was the first object which met Gwen¬ 
doline Framley’s glance. Prue looked up, and 
saw her as she followed Lady Strathspey np 
the aisle, and her first glance at the fair, re¬ 
poseful face, and translucent eyes, struck her 
with a sudden, strange pang, so unlike her usual 
quiet, that she was almost frightened at it. 

The sweet voice was not so clearly ready 
with the responses this morning, and the sweet 
face was not so bright. A faint presageful 
shadow had fallen upon it. She looked across 
the church at the beautiful figure, in its rich, 
elaborate dress, and her heart fell—the gulf 
which lay between their two girlish loves was 
so wide a one. 

She passed out of tlio little stone porch, just 
as Strathspey handed his mother’s guest into 
their carriage, and perhaps her first doubt 
came upon her at that moment. There was 
something of scarcely to be defined admiration 
in his eyes, as the girl smiled her grateful 
thanks—a something Prue had never seen be¬ 
fore, and the faint presageful shadow grew 
deeper, and fell upon her sadly as she turned 
away. 


CHAPTER IV. 

The quiet young figure of the rector’s daugh¬ 
ter stood at the rectory parlor-window, with 
folded hands, the quiet, young face looking 
out steadily at the hills, fast growing dusky 
purple in the deepening twilight. 

It was not the face which had smiled up at 
Lord Strathspey, on the Brae, a few months 
before. There was a slight palor upon it, the 
sweet, serious mouth had a listless droop, the 
brown eyes were strained and sad, the fresh, 
untried-look was gone. 

It was only two months since Strathspey 
had left her standing in the moonlight, with 
his kisses on her lips, and yet, in these two 
short months, the curtain had swung slowly 
upward, and the old, helpless, worn-out tra¬ 
gedy, which has been played so often, and so 
cruelly, was beginning to act itself out once 
more. 

There was nothing novel or dramatic in her 
dawning sorrow. It was only a helpless, vague 
one—only the skeleton of a plot, without any 


stage accompaniments to make it startling. It 
had made no change in her life as yet; there 
were the same things to be done, and she did 
them as conscientiously as ever; the same quiet, 
domestic duties to be performed, and not one 
of them were neglected; but her contentment 
in their management was gone. She went 
about the house with the same gentle attention 
to the every-day wants, but oftentimes Mar¬ 
jory looked up from her work to see her stand¬ 
ing silent and dreamy, faint little lines show¬ 
ing themselves on her white forehead, and her 
brown eyes fixed fur away. 

“I don’t think I am very well, Marjory,” 
she had said once or twice ; but she had never 
acknowledged, even to herself, that there was 
any cause for the change which had come over 
her. 

She had waited, with trustful patience, at 
first, not understanding its being possible, that 
what had seemed the realization of her hap¬ 
piness could be a mockery. She could not be¬ 
lieve it in her ignorance, and no shadow of the 
truth crossed her mind. She had seen Strath¬ 
spey once or twice since Gwendoline Framley 
had come to the Coombe; but their short meet¬ 
ings had only left her bewildered, stricken, 
and wondering. He had called at the rectory, 
if the truth must be told, in the hopes of stifl¬ 
ing an occasional twinge of conscience ; but, 
not finding the visits satisfactory, they became 
| fewer and farther between, and, in the end, 

I dropped almost entirely. “ It must come to 
an end sometime,” he told himself, with a 
slight recurrence of the sense of discomfort, 
“ and why not now, when there was a not loo 
palpable apology.” Every day, with the help 
of his new enchantment, led him farther away 
from the memory of the kisses he had stolen 
from the pure, girlish lips, in the moonlight; 
and with such a man, the fading of the strong¬ 
est impression life can leave, is only a question 
of time. Perhaps she had thought as lightly 
of them as he had, he tried to persuade him¬ 
self, and, with constant repetition, the argu¬ 
ment became sufficiently plausible to be almost 
believed. 11 Almost,” I say, not quite. So 
weeks passed, and Prue saw nothing of him, 
unless with his mother and Gwendoline Frnm- 
ley at church, or driving through the village, 
and day by day found her awakening to a new 
dread. She had never dreamed until now that 
it was very possible that the kisses and tender 
words had held no meaning, but that the time 
had passed slowly with him, and that her ig¬ 
norance and trust had helped it onward. She 
had made every excuse for his absence which 
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faith could suggest; she had even tried to be¬ 
lieve in the old palliation, that it was right 
that his mother’s guest should occupy bis time 
and attention; but now a new feeling was 
dawning upon her, which as yet she wa9 un¬ 
able to grasp in all its magnitude. 

She was pondering over it, as she waited for 
her father, this evening He had gone to the 
Coombe, a few hours before, at Lady Strath¬ 
spey’s request., on a matter of business, and 
now Prue was waiting for his return, with an ex¬ 
pectation which was almost pain. She scarcely 
knew why she expected him so eagerly. He 
knew nothing of her trouble, she fancied, and 
could tell her nothing; but the fact that he 
had, perhaps, heard the careless, indolent voice, 
nnd seen t he careless face, was enough to thrill 
her from head to foot. 

She waited so eagerly, and with so much of 
vague anticipation, that when at last the door 
opened, and her father entered, the face she 
turned toward him was - almost feverish in its 
expectant anxiety. 

“I thought you were never coming,” she 
said, with a little flutter in her voice. “ Tea 
has been waiting for an hour, papa.” 

She was at his side in a moment, ready with 
the slippers and dressing-gown, with which 
she never failed. She helped him to put them 
on, as usual, and drew hi3 easv-chair to tko 
fire ; but her hand trembled a little as she as¬ 
sisted him to remove his coat, and there was 
a hot spot of color on her cheek, as she took 
her place behind the tea-service. 

There was never any alteration in her affec¬ 
tionate manner toward him, and she never for¬ 
got one thing which might add to his comfort; 
it would not have been like her to let her 
trouble reveal itself; but still, in theso days^ 
there was a faint, sad feeling of restraint be¬ 
tween them. Perhaps it had arisen from their 
mutual desire to ignore the truth, or, perhaps 
from their mutual pain ; but it was there never¬ 
theless, and, in spite of their endeavors to con¬ 
ceal it, ruled them. The innocent childhood 
was a thing of the past, at least, and each felt 
it to be so. 

The deep lines on the rector’s face were 
deeper this evening than they had ever been, 
and his grave, resolute mouth had a sadder 
gravity. Lady Strathspey was a thorough dip¬ 
lomatist, woman as she was, And had known 
very well what she was saying, when she made 
her visitor partly her confidant on the subject 
which was nearest to her heart. 

44 Coombe-Ashley will scarcely be neglected 
a gain, I fancy,” she had carelessly said. “If 


Angus is married, a?soon ns I hope he will be, 

I have no doubt he will make it his home, and 
then, of course, he will feel his responsibili¬ 
ties.” 

Her confidence had merely appeared acci¬ 
dental ; but it had been sufficiently well ar¬ 
ranged, and had at least conveyed the infor¬ 
mation she intended it should, namely, that 
her desires were likely to bo consummated. 

The rector thought over it, as he drank his 
tea, and glanced at the slight figure before 
him. He knew enough of the world to under¬ 
stand what her ladyship’s speech had meant, 
and he was thinking of what it might meau 
to his daughter. 

Prue sat at the head of the table, with the 
spot of color burning on either cheek, and an 
eager shadow in her eyes. She could not ask 
him anything. What could she ask? So she 
waited, with a feverish pain, to hear if ho 
would speak of what he had seen. But when 
the meal had ended, and he had said nothing, 
her restlessness grew too much for her. 

She went out to Marjory in the kitchen, and 
gave her orders for the night, and then lin¬ 
gered for a few minutes, half fearing to return 
to the room. She did not know, poor child, 
that ho feared to see her come. 

She went back to the parlor at last, and 
found her father sitting there in silence, and 
almost darkness. lie had taken his summer 
seat in the deep old mullioned window, nnd 
was watching in the shadowy darkness for the 
rising of the moon. She went and stood near 
him, looking out for a few moments in silence, 
but at last Bhe spoke to him. 

44 Did you see Miss Framley, Papa?” she 
asked. She did not look at him as she spoke, 
and the little flutter in her voice made it sound 
strangely low and unsteady; so low and ur- 
steady that it gave her hearer a dull pang. 

“Yes,” he answered, “and Strathspey, too, 
Prue.” 

ncr heart beat heavily. It always did beat 
at the sound of that name; but now its echo 
forced it to a stronger throb. 

In the pause that followed the rector pon¬ 
dered gravely. If she was clinging to any 
hope, she must be undeceived, and who but 
himself could undeceive her. She was too 
young to feel the pain long, after the first 
wrench was over; but it had been her first 
young dream, and the pang must be a strong 
one which tore it from her. He did not un¬ 
derstand that, young as she was, this quiet, 
girlish romance of hers might be ns bard to 
kill as the romance of a woman. He pitied 
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her ; but he pitied her as the innocent child 
he had loved, whose childhood was now lost 
to her. He had not awakened to the full truth 
yet. “Poor little bairn,” ho said to himself, 
and then glanced upward at the slight figure 
in the shadow, with its face to the window. 

“She is a very beautiful girl, this Miss 
Framley, Prue,” he said, at last. 

“Yes, papa,” she answered, without moving. 

“Lady Strathspey was telling mo to-night,” 
he went on steadily, “that she had hopes that 
she would hold his lordship at Coombe-Ashley. 
I have no doubt she will, when they are mar¬ 
ried, as I think they will be.” 

The slender figure stirred faintly, but very 
faintly, and then Prue made her reply. 

“ It will be better for Coombc-Ashley,” she 
said, slowly. 

He had not anticipated that she would dis¬ 
play any great emotion, but he had expected 
to see more than this. It almost relieved him, 
and his fancy that her youth would make her 
pain slighter for her, returned to him with 
more of reassurance than it had offered before, 
and made him speak more cheerfully. 

“Yes,” he said. “It will be better for 
Coombe-Ashley, and better for all of us. Miss 
Framley is a very fitting Lady Strathspey.” 

Prue made no reply. Sho stood silently 
watching the clouds brighten above the hill¬ 
tops as the moon rose. She was thinking 
steadily of the one thing. 

The rector rose from his seat at last. It 
would be best leave her alone, he thought. 

“ I have some work to do,” he said to her, 
“so I must go to my room. Good-night, Prue.” 

“ Good-night, papa,” she answered, steadily, 
and then he left her. 

She did not stir after he was gone, and she 
found herself alone. The moon was just flood¬ 
ing the rowan-trees with its shining light, and 
she watched it movelessly, and in silence. 

Men had amused themselves with women 
often before, as women had amused themselves 
with men; other women had awakened from 
foolish, tender, delicious dreams of happiness; 
but few women had ever awakened with such 
a shock, leaving behind in the past so much of 
innocent faith and ignorant trust as this poor, 
little, desolate Prue. Until the morning she 
had met Gwendoline Framley in church, she 
had never even dreamed that the wide difference 
bet ween herself and her lover could be an ob¬ 
stacle ; she had thought of nothing but her love, 
and this love had been so girlish, so foolish, so 
trusting, so pure. She saw it all now. She had 
been led on blindly to this end, while he- 


She stopped here, remembering the hnndsomc, 
careless face, and the eyes which had smiled 
her down. Her heart began to beat wildly ; it 
was only a girl’s heart, and the handsome face 
and smiling eyes had won it from the first. 
She could not blame him yet—a woman might 
have done so, a girl never. I almost think that 
if it had been possible to blot out all the re¬ 
membrance, with all its present and future 
pain, she would have chosen to keep the mem¬ 
ory, rather than stand where she had stood 
twelve months before, losing the recollection 
of the blonde, cavalier face, and the great 
thrills of foolish bliss it had brought her. 
There were so many memories. There, upon 
the hearth, he had kissed her hand the night 
sho wore the white fuchsias in her hair ; here, 
at this window, she had waited a hundred 
times, only to seo him pass by with his gun 
slung over his shoulder; the box of mignon¬ 
ette still bloomed upon tho sill; the faded, 
little brown sprig lay between the leaves of her 
Bible up stairs, and this moment she felt tho 
touch of the great golden mustache upon her 
lips, and heard his footfall ring upon tho 
walk as he passed out in the moonlight. "Would 
he never come back again ? Perhaps not. Sho 
found herself imagining blindly how tho old 
life would seem when she returned to it, and, 
looking forward, with a great shuddering pang, 
to the time when Miss Framley would come to 
the Coombe as Lady Strathspey, and sit in the 
velvet-hassocked pew, week after week. Sho 
could go no farther than that, without the wild 
heart-beating, and she slipped upon her knees 
before the empty basket-chair, flinging up her 
arms—she was so crushed, so striken. 

The shadow of the trouble had been upon 
her so long, with its constant torture of chang¬ 
ing hopes and fears, that she was too weak to 
bear it. Now it was becoming more than a 
shadow, and she felt her strength drifting away 
from her, so she knelt. The helpless, hope¬ 
less wearing had been too much for her. 

She rose at last. It would not do to remain 
there any longer, she told herself, and she 
must go to her room. She had beard Marjory 
moving about in the kitchen for an hour, mak¬ 
ing preparations for retiring, and she went out 
to her, as sho always did, to bid her good- night. 

But at the kitchen door she paused, strangely 
dazzled by the light, and Marjory looked up at 
her to see her wavering, with white lips. 

“ Don’t call papa, Marjory,” she said, help¬ 
lessly. “ Please don’t call papa and tho next 
instant Marjory had caught her as she fell. 

(TO BB CONTINUED.) 
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FAITH’S TEMPTATIONS. 


BY MARY D. NAUMAN. 


“ And what will Faith say to all this, I 
wonder?” 

“Faith? I had forgotten her. I can only 
think of you just now, Margaret.” 

These two brief sentences had, for a week 
past, been burning themselves into Faith Ham- 
lyn*9 memory. They had never been intended, 
she knew, to reach her ear—the two by whom 
they had been 9poken were wholly unconscious 
that any other had heard them. Faith, herself, 
had been an involuntary listener; for it was 
only that she had gone into the library for a 
book, never guessing, never thinking how the 
parlor was tenanted, and then these words 
had come; and Faith would have given worlds 
had they neven been spoken. 

Such a heartache as it was that they had 
given her! Such a rude awakening as it had 
been from the sweet, sweet dream Faith had 
been so tranquilly dreaming. Such a change 
from the bright, glad, girlish romance she had 
cherished so happily, to the bitter pain and 
disappointment of the reality. Faith thought 
it very, very hard. 

Somehow it seemed hardest this evening, as 
Faith thought it over, waiting at the garden- 
gate for her father to come home ; for if Faith’s 
bright face had not been the first of the home- 
sights to meet her father’s eyes, after the stir 
and bustle of his long day given to business in 
the city, Mr. Hamlvn would have thought there 
was something missing, something wanting in 
his home-coming, without his little girl to greet 
him—and for worlds Faith would not have dis¬ 
appointed him. 

But it was not the merry, light-hearted Faith 
of one week siuce, who stood this evening at 
the garden-gate. That Faith, she thought, with 
a strange pity for herself, was not thu Faith; 
they were two separate and distinct indivi¬ 
duals—one Faith, whose heart had been eo 
gay, so light, another Faith, whose heart was 
heavy with such a dull, steady aching; and to 
think that this change had been wrought by a 
few words. And then the girl—it was her first 
trial—began to wonder why it had come to her, 
and if things would ever look again to her as 
they once had done. 

If only this trouble had come to her at some 
other time—in mid-winter, for instance, when 
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trees were bare, and skies dark, and the earth 
hidden under a white snow-shroud! Then it 
would not have been half so hard to bear, with 
the birds all gone, and the flowers faded, and 
nature, grieving for their loss, to sympathise 
silently with her; but for her trouble to coine 
now, now, in this sweet October weather, the 
time of the year she had always loved best, 
when the sky was bluest and brightest, and the 
many tints the leaves wore fairly rivaled the 
gorgeous brillancy of the clouds, painted anew 
each evening by that greAt artist, the setting 
sun; when earth and sky Alike put on their 
gayest garments, and the soft mistiness veiling 
the far horizon, only lent a new beauty to the 
scene; to come in and spoil this sweet St. 
Martin’s summer—this beautiful Sabbath of 
the year, which she had always enjoyed; it 
was all the harder to bear fofr the fair aspect 
of all around her. 

And then, too, it was a thing to be borne 
alone—for a trouble like this could not be car¬ 
ried to her mother. How faith sometimes 
longed to be petted and comforted, as of .old, 
in her childish sorrows, which seemed so trifl¬ 
ing, and so far away now. But no one could 
help her in this—this battle with herself must 
be fought alone; for in what words could she 
say that she, Faith Hamlyn, had given away 
her heart, unsought and undesired. It was 
hard enough to confess it to herself; it was not 
the story any girl would care to tell, knowing 
it to be her own—least of all such a proud, 
sensitive little thing as was Faith Hamlyn. 

And, after all, what was it that she had 
hoped for? Nothing, surely, that was unrea¬ 
sonable; nothing more than falls to every wo¬ 
man’s share—the common lot and heritage of 
all. She had only asked for love, the love 
which is the crowning blessing of life; the 
only thing was this, that Mark Ainsworth did 
not love her. 

She had thought of this often enough before 
during the*long week just past, this poor little 
Faith ; but, somehow, its exceeding bitterness 
seemed to come with an added sharpness of 
pain this evening; this evening, when the red, 
slanting rays of the low October sun brightened 
into ruddier, more golden glory, the mingled 
scarlet and orange of the maple-trees; stained 
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with a richer crimson the gay leaves of the 
Vwginia-creeper covering the side of the house, 
and threw long, wavering shadows across the 
smooth, velvety sward, green, as in spring¬ 
time, which lay before the house. Till now 
the blow had crushed her. She had only been 
conscious, in the dull numbness of pain, that 
she suffered; but to-day the brilliancy and 
brightness around her made her ask, by its 
contrast with her own dark thoughts, why it 
was that she suffered, and for whom ? 

To Faith there lay the sting—that was the 
hardest part of it all. Had it been any one 
but Margaret; had Margaret even been her 
own sister, and not her cousin, adopted, to be 
sure, into, and treated as one of the family; 
had it been any one but Margaret, it would, 
so it seemed to Faith, have been easier to bear. 
But that Margaret should have all, or what 
seemed to Faith all, and she herself nothing; 
Margaret, who would have been homeless, and 
who must have labored at illy-paid woman’s 
work to win her daily bread, had she not been 
taken by Faith’s parents to their home and 
hearts. It was ungrateful in her, nothing less; 
and yet not for one moment did Faith grudge 
her the loving care and tenderness Mr. and 
Mrs. Hamlyn gave, and which in no ways 
lessened or interfered with their love for her; 
but it wos hard that all the brightness, and 
sweetness, and beauty of life should fall to 
Margaret’s share; all its darkness, and gloom, 
and bitterness to Faith. 

All the beauty—for Margaret was beautiful, 
with all the blonde loveliness which Faith had 
loved to look upon, as upon a beautiftil picture, 
«o different was it from her own irregular fea¬ 
tures, her own expressive, attractive face. 
And Margaret’s voice, sweet in speaking, was 
yet sweeter in song—a power denied Faith, 
with her passionate love of music, yet never 
once begrudged to her cousin. Even in name 
she bore the palm; for “Margaret” held in 
itself such sweet, poetic meanings, a “pearl,” 
a “ daisy;” the one so well describing her fair 
beauty, the other her gentle, modest, maidenly 
bearing; and she, she was only Faith—her 
name had no sweet significance, no tender* 
poetic beanty, that a lover might cherish or 
dwell upon. It was old, it waB ugly and un¬ 
meaning—a sad omen of the lonely life before 
her; and yet onoe, not so long ago, Faith had 
been proud of her name, for it had been borne 
by her father’s mother, who, though dead long 
years since, was yet remembered and loved 
by her son as only women who have proved 
themselves true mothers are loved, reverenced, 
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and remembered; and Faith, knowing how her 
father prized and revered the memory of his 
mother, had been proud to think that he had 
given her, his only daughter, that mother’s 
name. 

So great a change had one short week 
wrought, Faith felt ten years older at heart, 
than she had done on that evening just one 
week ago to-day; that dreary evening when 
she had learned that Mark Ainsworth did not 
love her. It was that had taken all the sun¬ 
shine out of her life, all the youth and joy out 
of her heart. An4 just at th ‘19 point in her 
thoughts she heard her father’s well-known 
step; she had nearly forgotten for whom she 
was waiting, and she had only time to smooth 
her brow, and force her lips to their usual 
smile, when he came up, and she raised her 
flushed face to meet his ready kiss. 

Not for worlds would our proud little Faith 
have had any one Buspect the torture she en¬ 
dured, the agony she lived through in secret. 
To her thought this week of mental pain was the 
longest, dreariest, weariest week in her life; 
and yet each day of it she had been forced to 
try and bear herself as she was wont. To 
meet her father at the gate with a smile; to 
talk to him all the evening in the accustomed 
merry strain; to help her mother in the little 
household duties in which she loved to have 
Faith's assistance—those delicate touches in 
the household economy which no hand but a 
l/idy’s can give, and which lend a charm to 
th^home; to go on with all this, dully, aim¬ 
lessly’, and to feel that nothing interested her, 
that Bhe cared for nothing, it was more than 
hard to beat*. 

She had been so sure that Mark loved her; 
although he never had said so in words, it had 
always seemed to Faith as though they must, 
.some day, belong to one another; they had 
known One another so long that no one else 
bad any right to him. Now, she said to her¬ 
self, she had all this time, in her sweet con¬ 
fidence in what was to come, been walking in 
a fool’s Paradise, trespassing on another’s 
• manor, feeding on forbidden fruit. Had 6he 
put it away from her, this blessed gift that she 
thought her own; had she herself resigned it; 
had it been her own hand, and not another’s, 
which had closed the gates of Elysium to her, 
it had been far easier to bear. 

And through all this long, dreary week it 
seemed that Faith’s jealous eyes daily dis¬ 
covered new charms in Margaret—Mark’s 
Margaret, as she called her, to herself, with 
bitter entry—for a soft, rosy flush, like the deli- 
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cate hue of the sweet-briar, came and went, 
causelessly, on the fair, smooth cheek; there 
wa9 a certain nameless grace in every move¬ 
ment, a joyous, hopeful expectancy in the 
sweet, blue eye—and nothing of it all esoaped 
Faith. And, as though it had only come to 
make Faith’s heart heavier, she remembered 
how, one evening, in those days in which she 
had thought Mark all her own—hers, not an¬ 
other’s—he standing with her under the soft 
June moonlight, breathing the rose-scented 
air, had seen Margaret, and seeing her, had 
quoted: 

“ Oh, rare, pale Margaret I 

Oh, sweet, pale Margaret ?” 

and had called Faith’s attention to the pensive 
grace of every movement. Now the grace was 
joyous, as though she trod on air, and moved 
to 9weet music, only heard by herself. And 
then—misfortunes never come singly—at that 
very moment Faith spied on Margaret’s hand, 
the significant left hand, circling the betrothal- 
finger, a ring of gold, set with one single pearl, 
pure and priceless, gleaming in fair whiteness 
on the fair hand; and seeing it, all its mean¬ 
ing suddenly flashed across Faith’s thoughts, 
and she knew what that little circlet meant, 
and how, to one, Margaret was the pearl of 
womanhood, and to what it pledged her. 

Till then a faint hope, a hoping, as it were, 
against hope, had lingered in Faith’s heart; 
but the fair pearl on Margaret’s hand ended 
that hope. And then, too, it seemed to Faith 
that Margaret, always gentle and caressing, 
hung around her more tenderly and lovingly 
than ever before, and as though some sweet 
secret were trembling on her lips, which she 
would share with Faith, secure of winning 
sympathy from her cousin in this new happi¬ 
ness which had come to her. 

But this sympathy for which Margaretj longed 
Faith could not, would not give—the pain was 
too recent. She avoided her cousin; and cold¬ 
ness is so easily shown, so promptly felt, that 
Margaret soon saw that a change, for which 
she could not account, whose cause she copld 
not divine, had come over Faith. No one else 
seemed to notice it; it was only a girlish whim, 
Margaret said to herself, a day or two of wait-r 
ing, a little patience, and Faith would be her 
own bright self once more; she would let her 
alone. 

And this was all Faith wanted. If Mark 
were absent, Margaret should not turn, mis¬ 
sing him, to her. Her soft whisperings, her 
low-breathed hopes, must be kept for his ear. 
She could wait until his return; meantime, 


Faith suddenly remembered that he would 
write—lovers always did; and then, suppose 
that it should fall to her lot to hand the letter, 
hie Utter , to Margaret! That she could not, 
would not bear. 

So Faith, who heretofore had loved dearly to 
watch and wait for the coming of the postman, 
in his familiar, gray uniform, and to receive 
from him and distribute the daily budget of 
letters—for, like most young ladies, she and 
Margaret were blessed with many correspond¬ 
ents—Faith no longer watched for the mail; 
but at the hours for the postman’s rounds, she 
always had some household duty to engross 
her, something which could only be done by 
her hand, and could not be put ofif. 

And so the fair October days passed, each 
one adding a new glory to the sky, a brighter 
tint to the leaves ; and as the to-morrows grew 
into to-days, and faded into yesterdays, they 
brought increase to Faith’s unhappiness, or 
rather to her suffering, for it was nothing less ; 
a suffering eudured in such proud secrecy, that 
none guessed at it. And Faith hoped that, 
after a while, the pain might wear itself out, 
and the wonfcd be scarred, though the memory 
would still remain. She little guessed, poor 
child ! how the boy and girl tenderness, which 
had grown and strengthened, as she reached 
womanhood, into love, had interwoven itself 
with, ahd become a part of her very being. 
Still less did she think that love’s twin sister, 
jealousy, had found entrance into her heart; 
least of all did she guess at the temptations to 
which it was to expose her. 

She came in one morning from an errand, to 
And her mother out, Margaret absent, and the 
mail lying on the hall-table. Listlessly Faith 
looked over and sorted the letters; but as her 
hand touched, and her eye fell upon the last, 
she started, as though she had seen a ghost 
The envelope bore, in Mark’s clear, bold band¬ 
writing, Margaret’s name, and Faith stood and 
looked at it with a sort of fascination. A sud¬ 
den thrill of jealous pain shot through her 
heart, that it should be addressed to another, 
and not to her; at the thought that she had no 
right to know its contents, to read its pages. 
She stood, holding it in her hands, this love- 
message, which was not for her, reading the 
direction over and over, wishing it might never 
reach its owner’s hands, longing to read the 
words in it written, though not written for 
her; turning it over and over, as the tempta¬ 
tion, first to read, and then to destroy it, grew 
each moment stronger; noticing, as at such 
moments we notice trifles, that Mark bid not 
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trusted to the adhesive matter upon the en¬ 
velope, but had sealed it; and somehow the 
seal reminded her of him ; just the clear, round 
drop of scarlet wax, and on it the imprint of 
the seal-ring she herself had given him only 
last Christmas, bearing his crest—a clenched 
band, with the motto, “I hold my own;” and 
well Faith knew how firmly, yet how tenderly, 
Mark would hold and cherish his ownl 

The letter was in her hand. The thought 
that Margaret would never know it crossed her 
mind—another moment and Faith would have 
yielded. But just then Margaret’s sweet voice 
called her, and Faith, dropping the letter from 
her hand, never noticing that it fell on the 
floor, with a sudden feeling of relief, mingled 
with regret, that the decision was no longer 
left to her, rushed into the parlor, and, throw¬ 
ing herself upon the Bofa, burst into a passion 
of tears. But, though they were the first tears 
she had shed, they were tears which brought 
no soothing or softening with them. 

She heard Margaret’s light step cross the 
hall; she heard her stop, and knew that she 
was engaged, as she herself had been, a mo¬ 
ment before, in looking over the mail. She 
heard Margaret’s low sigh of disappointment; 
then came, a moment later, the rustle of the 
stiff, white envelope, as the girl’s foot touched 
it; it seemed to Faith, as she checked her sobs 
to listen, that her sense of hearing had grown 
preternaturally acute ; she read, in Margaret’s 
low exclamation of surprise, as she stooped to 
raise the letter from the floor, her joy and re¬ 
lief at receiving it. She heard her cousin run 
hastily up stairs, as girls, in the sweet truth¬ 
fulness of love will do, to read, unseen, un¬ 
watched, in the maidenly solitude of her 
chamber, the precious missive; and Faith, 
never thinking how she had been saved from 
falling into this temptation; only conscious 
that she was unhappy, while Margaret Iras 
happy; questioning in herself why this should 
be, lay still, with a strange, bitter feeling of 
anger and of envy fast growing up against 
Margaret in her heart. 

Presently, she heard her cousin oome down 
stairs again, her rich voice ringing forth for 
very gladness, in a merry “lilt,” whose clear, 
sweet notes were suddenly hushed as Margaret, 
on entering the parlor, caught sight of Faith’s 
recumbent form. She was at her side in a mo¬ 
ment. 

“ Faith, dear! are you sick ?” 

Faith looked up to see, as though in mockery 
of her own woe, the soft love-light still shining 
In Margaret’s eyes, the delicate flush still tint¬ 


ing the fair cheek. Remembering whence they 
rose, she turned abruptly away. 

“ You can do nothing for me. I came in here 
to be quiet; my head aches.” Ah, it was no 
headache—it was a heartache ! 

How Faith hatevr and rebelled against, all 
day, the tender care these words brought upon 
her! She longed for eveniug, that she might 
be alone. They were all invited to a little 
party at their neighbor’s, Mrs. Cary, and, fear¬ 
ing lest some of the family might think it ne¬ 
cessary to remain with her, toward dusk Faith 
exerted herself to be her own cheerful self 
once more; and, so well did she play her part, 
that Mrs. Hamlyn, bidding Faith be sure and 
go to bed early, went to her own room to dress 
for the evening. 

So Faith sat down quietly in the library, as 
in happier days had been her custom, and 
watched the fire. It was a fancy of Mr. Ham- 
lyn’s, that, in this room, the family sitting- 
room, should be seen the cheerful home-like 
blaze of a wood fire, welcoming every one with 
its changeful brightness, lighting the darkest 
day, like the face of a dear friend ; and there 
was nothing that the inmates of Ivy Cottage 
loved better than the evenings on which they 
gathered cozily around the cheerful hearth, 
when, leaving the gas unlit, they sat and talked 
in the flickering firelight. 

Sitting on a low stool, at the side of the 
hearth, Faith went on thinking over, and in¬ 
dulging in the old, bitter fanoies, which all 
day long had haunted her. So thoroughly did 
they possess her, that she knew not how time 
passed ; so deeply was she engrossed, that she 
knew nothing of Margaret’s entrance; and it 
was with a start that she looked up, and saw 
her standing before her. Faith shrank farther 
back into the shade; she saw that Margaret 
was as unconscious of her presence as she 
Faith, had been of Margaret’s coming. Sta 
could not talk with her cousin; she drew back 
into her corner, and watched her. 

And to Faith’s thought, Margaret had never 
been more beautiful than she was that even¬ 
ing. She wore a sheer Swiss muslin, whose 
soft, clear texture was singularly becoming to 
her, and the numberless puffs and rulfles, in 
which the airy drapery floated around her 
graceful figure, following, not copying the pre¬ 
vailing fashion ; the blue ribbon, “ snooding** 
the golden hair, and circling the slender waist, 
relieving the whiteness ef the dress, and giv« 
ing It just the one touch of color it needed 
were in striking contrast with Faith’s ow 
dress, a dark brown merino, which sometimei 
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not this evening, however, she was accustomed 
to wear with scarlet ribbons at her throat ani 
in her hair, find call, playfully, her autumn- 
leaf livery. £ut there was no playfulness in 
Faith’s thoughts now. Margaret stood before 
the fire, gazing into its blazing depths, one hand 
resting upon the mantel, the other falling care¬ 
lessly at her side., And Faith, for a moment, 
in her passionate love of beauty, forgetting her 
pain, looked at the girl with something of the 
admiration we feel for a beautiful picture, she 
was such a fair, embodiment of happy maiden- 
hoop, when suddenly her eye caught the soft 
sheen of the pearl, gleaming on the fair hand, 
and with the recollection of all the significance 
of the betrothal-ring, there surged again*over 
her heart the storm of jealousy, which had 
been for a moment lulled. 

A moment more, and Faith would have 
spoken—would have bidden Margaret leave 
her, when a slight change in the girl’s posi¬ 
tion hid her face from Faith, and brought her 
flowing, white draperies so near ,that they al¬ 
most touched her hand. At that very moment 
a blazing pine splinter fell on the hearth, and 
rolled, all unseen by Margaret, nearer and 
nearer, till at last it lay with its yet unkindled 
end just touching the hem-of her dress. Faith 
saw and watched it with a sort of fascination; 
she watched the little flame, slowly, silently, 
creeping^ along the wood; she thought how 
soon it would reaoh her cousin’s dress; how, 
burning there, it would rise higher and higher, 
fiercer and fiercer, till her beauty would be 
marred by the flame’s destroying kisses; how 
no one need ever know that, hod she chosen, 
she might have hindered it,' and how, when 
Margaret’s beauty should be gone, Mark’s 
heart, truant for a while, pleased with a fair 
face, a graceful.form, would return once more 
to its rightful owner, and, true to its old alle¬ 
giance, she mighkagain be happy. 

Nearer aod nearer crept the tiny flame; and 
Faith waited, waited, with a strange, hungry 
longing at her heart for the end to ctome. Then 
came the thought, suppose Margaret were to 
die; suppose the fire, instead of only spoiling 
her beauty, ware to kill her; why,- it would 
only part Mark, and her own self the more; 
would make of .Margaret.* living, ever-present 
memory, an idealisation of all that was fair, 
lovely, and loveable, and leave her own life as 
empty as ever. ....... 

It seemed like hours, yet, in truth, it only 
took a moment for these thoughts to flash 
across Faith’s brain. Margaret had nothing 
only this one little ewe-lamb of love; Faith 


had a.home, wealthy, loving parents; yet she 
held them as nothing, compared to this oue de¬ 
nied and desired possession! And all this 
time the flame crept nearer and nearer; a mo¬ 
ment more and it would have been too late, 
when suddenly the thought came—“ Aud I 
would be a murderer.” 

It was all that was needed; the revolusion 
had began; the temptation was over. She 
could not bear to think of what Mark’s grief, 
of what her own remorse would be. £aith 
bent forward, and reverently, tenderly, scarce 
feeling herself worthy, even with these better 
feelings, to touch the hem of Margaret’s gar¬ 
ment, she moved the light draperies from within 
the reach of the waiting fire-fiend. She would 
have spoken, but just then Mrs. Hamlyn called 
for Margaret, and, wholly unconscious still of 
Faith’s presence, utterly unaware of the dan¬ 
ger in which she had stood, and which she 
had escaped ; she obeyed her aunt’s summons, 
leaving Faith^ now that it was all over, weak 
and sick at heart at the thought of the tempta¬ 
tion ishe had escaped. 

She sat still, as though in fear, until the 
-closing of the front door told her that she was 
at last alone, If the others sought her to say 
good-night, she did not know it. IIow she 
hated herself for the vile thoughts she had 
been cherishing ; how little she now seemed in 
her own estimation! She knelt down and 
prayed, prayed as never in her short life she 
had done before; prayed as only we can do at 
times; prayed for forgiveness; and, for the 
first time, she fully understood, as she uttered 
them, the true meaning of the words, “Lead 
us not into temptation.” 

Completely worn out by the storm of feeling, 
through which she had that day passed, yet 
with a sense,of deep thankfulness, that it was 
over, Faith drew a lounge before the fire, and 
lay down. She lay there, resolving that on the 
morrow she would seek Margaret’s hitherto 
repelled confidence; would enter, let it cost 
her what it might, into her happy feelings; 
and in these, and similar thoughts, tempered 
by true repentance, how thankful Faith now felt 
that it was not remorse. The moments passed, 
till, at last, her mind full of a peace, to which it 
had been for days a stranger, she fell asleep. 

How long she slept she never knew; she 
would haye $lept, till all of the others came 
home, if a sudden peal of the door-bell, pulled 
by no patient band*, had not awakened her. A 
glance at the little French dock on the mantel 
told her that it was .half-past nine—too late for 
visitors; and she wandered who it was that 
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sought admission at this hour; she listened, j 
as the servant answered the summons. She 
heard the door open ; a gentleman spake, in¬ 
quiring for Miss Margaret Hamlyn ; she heard 
the servant’s reply, that Miss Margaret was 
not at home, with the added information, that 
she had gone to a party at Mrs. Cary’s, and. 
then camp something about “Miss Faith.” 
There was a moment’s pause, and then the 
front door closed, and Faith would have thrown 
herself back upon her pillows again, had not a 
step in the hall ibade her spring to her feet, 
her heart beating so hard and fast that she 
could almost hear its pulsations. 

For it was Mark Ainsworth’s step she heard, 
the step Faith would have known and recog¬ 
nized anywhere amid a thousand others, and 
the next moment he stood before her. The 
room whirled around her, her head grew 
dizzy, and then, for the first time in her life, 
Faith fainted. 

She wokp from her insensibility, to feel 
Mark’s arms around her, to have him press 
kiss upon kiss upon her pale lips, and hear 
him call her, “ My own, own Faith my own, 
poor darling !”—to see the anxious expression 
in his eyes as he looked at her. 

She lay for a moment passive; it was so 
sweet to hear all this; if only she could die 
pow, here, in his arms; and then she bravely 
gathered all her strength, mental and physi¬ 
cal, to put hiip from her. But, before she could 
speak, and do this hard thing, he had laid her 


on the lounge, and knelt beside her, telling 
her how long he had loved her, pleading with 
her to be his wife 1 

She listened, as though in a dream, think¬ 
ing her ears deceived her. But no, that was 
Mark’s handsome face, so near her own; that 
was his voice, low with emotion, and then he 
paused for an answer. It came, in low, fal¬ 
tering topes, just one word, 44 Margaret.” 

44 Margaret! My brother’s betrothed ? Faith-! 
Faith! what has she to do with us now ?” 

It was all clear to Faith at last; she had for¬ 
gotten Philip Ainsworth. 

44 Mark 1 Mark 1 can you ever forgive me P* 

And then Faith made her confession. She 
left nothing untold, she extenuated nothing, 
ehe hid nothing, and Mark never reproached 
her ; he looked at her pale cheeks, her heavy 
eyes, and thought that through suffering, she 
had made amends. 

“ You only heard part of my congratulations 
to Margaret, Faith, and the letter was from 
Phil. He was called away unexpectedly, and 
begged me td close and address it.” 

All so simple, now that it was explained. 

And, presently, Mr. and Mts. Hamlyn came 
home, and Margaret and Philip, and nowhere 
could happier hearts be found than beat that 
night in Ivy Cottage. 

Both young couples are married now; but 
Faith’s temptations have, remained, and always 
will remain, a secret between herself and her 
husband. 


MY MOTHER’S VOICE. 

BY'CLABA B. HBATH. 


My mother's voioe t it come to me, 

Botne on the wings of memory. 

I hear it often in my dreams; 

So real and life-like it seems, 

1 scarce can think that years have flown, 
Since last I heard its magic tone. 

How oft it soothed my childish grief; 

No other words could bring relief 
Like hers, so gentle, and so mild— 

“ I would not grieve for that, my child." 

I seem to bear its accents now, 

And feel her cool hand on my brow. 

When fever burns upon my cheek 

Ahd life’s warm paise grows faint and weak; 

Weary of sickness, care, and pain, 

With throbbing heart and aching brain, 

How welcome would her presence be, 

So full of love and sympathy. 


I was a wayward child at best, 

Full of wild passions and nnrest: 

A storm, a calm, a tear, a smile, 

Like April wieatherfc.il the while; 

Site calm as Sumtaer»eve can be— 

How must her heart hare grieved for me 1 

Unfit my womau-’s place to fill; 

For the gay world more unfit still; 
Looking for perfect love and peace. 

In such a sinful world as this, 

She said—and wisely had she thought— 
My pleasures would be dearly bought. 

My mother's voice! it comes to me, 

Borne on the wings of memory; 

I used to hear it when at play. 

Ah, me! it seems bnt yesterday. 

I scarce can think that years have fled, 
Since she was numbered with the dead. 
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MARION’S 

BY HILEN 

“ I beq your pardon!” 

“Pray, don’t mention it, sir.” 

The gentleman removed liis hat, the lady 
slightly inclined her hcftd, and they continued 
their separate ways. 

“What a pretty, graceful little thing!” 
thought the gentleman. “Who can she he, 
I wonder?” turning around to look after the 
little figure hurrying along the deserted street. 

“What an awkward man! he has ruined my 
dress with his great foot,” thought the lady, 
looking regretfully at the torn flounce. 

She had reached the door of a large, square, 
dilapidated white house. An old gentleman 
was leaning over the casement of one of the 
windows in the entresol. He had a little velvet 
cap on his head, and a segar in his mouth. 

“Did you get my papers, Marion?” he 
called out. 

“ Yes, papfc. But you should not stop at that 
open window ; it is the worst thing possible for 
your cold.” 

“Very well, my dear,” Baid the old gentle¬ 
man, laughing a little at the imperative tone; 
and he drew in his head and closed the window. 

Marion ran in and up one flight of the narrow, 
stone stairs, that wound up, and up, to the very 
top of the house. She was groping about in 
the dark—for there was no window in the pas¬ 
sage-way—for the handle of the door, when 
she heard the heavy tread of wooden shoes 
clattering down the stairs. ‘ 

“Is that you, Pierre?” she asked. 

“ C'est moi , mam’selle.” 

“ And how is little Rosine ?” 

“Very ill, mam’sclle; she is fading away,” 
said the man, sadly. 

“ Oh, no! she will get well, Pierre; I am sure 
she will. Has the doctor been again ?” 

“ No, mam’selle. It does iio good, and I am 
too poor to pay for so many visits.” 

“ Tell her I am coming to see her this even¬ 
ing, and that I shall bring her a book of fairy 
tales.” 

“Mam’selle is too good.” 

“And, Pierre, you are to take this and get 
the child some oranges, and something for 
your own supper.” She put a piece of money 
into the man’s hand, and without waiting to 
hear his thanks, ran into her own door, closing 
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it after her. She traversed the little ante¬ 
chamber, and entered the talon , which was 
long and narrow, and looked more like a gal¬ 
lery than a room. The ceiling was low, and 
ornamented with gay frescoes of flowers and 
figures, not very true to nature, and much dis¬ 
colored by age. Three windows looked into 
the quiet, grass-grown street. A door on the 
right led to the little dining-room, and through 
that again to the kitchen. To the left, a door 
opened into a narrow entry, which conducted 
to various bed-chambers. 

The talon was uncarpeted, except by soft 
rugs, put here and there before a sofa or table; 
but the floor was brown and polished like a 
mirror. The furniture w as modern and plen¬ 
tiful, and looked somewhat out of keeping with 
the frescoes and the gilded garlands which 
decorated the panels of the doors. 

There was a large fire-place, guarded by a 
pair of shining, grotesque brass logs; and a 
basket of pine-cones, and a few sticks of wood, 
stood ready on the hearth, in case the air be- 
| came so chill as to make a fire necessary. A 
table in the center of the room was piled up 
with books and papers, and another smaller 
table, placed near one of the windows, was 
j covered with fancy work and materials for 
I drawing. 

“No letter, I suppose?” said the gentleman, 
[when Marion came in and handed him the 
j papers. 

I “ No, papa,” she answered, gently. 

“Why should I ask, indeed! Who is there 
to write ?” 

“America is far away, papa; and you have 
not been home for twenty years.” 

“ True! And if I w'ent now, there would be 
no one to welcome me, or even remember my 
name. Philip Gerald is forgotten.” 

“ And why should we care ?” cried Marion, 
cheerfully, “ we have each other.” 

| “Yes, we have each other,” murmured Ger- 
! aid, patting his daughter’s hand, thoughtfully. 
| “ Why has not Catharinemade thefire, pray ? * 

\ said Marion, putting energetically at a heavy 
[ bell-cord, and then getting down upon her 

1 knees and herself putting the pine-cones and 
sticks of wood into place. “Have you been 
cold, papa ? The window open, too! Oh! there 
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you are, Catharine! A light, please. I hare 
already built the fire.” 

“ And why should you have built it, Miss 
Marion?” said old Catharine, looking dis¬ 
pleased. 44 I prefer to do my own Work.” 

44 And so you shall, Catharine, only to-night 
I was in a hurry; these autumn evenings are 
getting chilly. Now put the light to it, and 
watch how pretty the cones look as they burn 
to a coal.” 

She stood looking into the fire for a long 
time. Mr. Gerald read his papers, and then 
dozed off in his chair. 

Presently Marion roused herself from the 
little reverie she had fallen into, and ran gayly 
into the kitchen to see if supper was ready. 

“ Now don’t scold me, Catharine,” she cried, 
coaxingly, as she put her bright head in the 
door, 44 let me stop and see you make the coffee 
and toast the rolls?” 

Catharine acceded to this request rather 
grimly. 44 The kitchen is no place for ladies,” 
she said. 

44 But I am not such a great lady, Catharine. 
I’m sure I don’t look in the least like the fine, 
gayly-dressed ladies I see when I gO to Paris. 
And the ladies I know here, not only go into 
their kitchens, but sometimes they dreBs a nice 
dish for dinner themselves.” 

44 It’s old Madame de Gaston, I suppose, you 
mean, Miss,” said Catharine, contemptuously ; 
“but, although she is a baroness, Idon’tihink 
much of her quality.” 

44 She is a good old soul, and Very kind to 
me,” said Marion. 

44 She id kind enough, I dare say, Miss 
Marion : but you belong to a better stock. The 
Geralds used to be great people In New York, 
and your mamma was a Miss Van Voort. I 
wonder at your father’s bringing you to live 
in Versailles! It is no place for such as 
you.” 

44 It is the sweetest place in the world to me,” 
said Marion. 44 1 love the quiet, lazy street 
and the deserted chateau, better than all the 
fine sights in Paris.” 

44 Ah. well!” said Catharine, 44 the day mny 
come- 

44 1 am satisfied with the present, I don't look 
into the future,” exclaimed Marion, impa¬ 
tiently. 44 Come, Catharine, is the coffee made ? 
I know papa is ready for it by this time.” 

“And if you will return to the talon, Miss, 
you shall be served in a few minutes.” 

Marion laughingly obeyed. 

‘Oh, papa!'’ she said, in mock distress, as 
eh? entered the room, “Catharine is getting 


worse and worse; she wants me to be a fine 
lady, and thinks Madame de Gaston not good 
enough for me.” 

44 You want younger companions, perhaps?” 
said Mr. Gerald. 

“No, mtrei! I would rather have dear old 
Gaston than all the young people 1 know.” 

Cathrine came in with the supper-tray, and * 
Marion gave her father his coffee and roil, 
and lighted the shaded lamp on the center- 
table ; and, after a while, when she saw him 
comfortably settled with his book and seg&r, she 
left the room, and mounted the long, stone stair¬ 
case, not stopping till she reached the garret. 

Two or three doors opened into as many 
rooms, and, by a faint light which gleamed 
underneath one of them, Marion was enabled 
to find her way. 

She tapped softly at the door, and a feeble, 
little voice bade her enter. 

It was a poor place, big and empty looking. 

A calico curtain was stretched across one end 
of the room; a eharcoal stove, a table, and two 
or three chairs made up all the furniture visi¬ 
ble, with the exception of a low, iron cot, 
which stood near the dormer-window. A child 
of seven or eight years of age was lying on the 
cot. Her large, dark eyes shone with the bril¬ 
liancy which fever lends. A crimson spot 
burned on each thin cheek, and the little, red 
mouth was half open. 

44 Kind mademoiselle!” she said, taking 
Marion’s hand, and kissing it. “ lie said you 
were coming, and I have been listening for 
you.” 

44 And are you no better to-night, Rosine ?” 

44 Yes, I think I am,” said the child, with a 
faint smile, 44 If I could only—only go out into 
the fresh air, I should get well.” . 

“You shall go, petite. To-morrow we will 
go into the Park, and see the fountains play.” 

“Oh, if I could!” the dark eyes filling with 
tears; 44 but, alas! Rosine cannot walk. I 
have so little strength, mademoiselle, that, if I 
cross the room, I have to cling to the wall for 
support.” 

“You will not have to walk, mignonnex I 
shall get a wheel-chair for yon, and we will 
make a merry time of it. You must sleep well 
to-night, and be strong to-morrow. 

44 How good—how kind you are,” murmured 
the child, gratefully, putting her little cheek 
upon Marion’s hand. 

“ And, Rosine, I have a famous book of fairy 
tales for you; did your father tell you ? Which 
shall I read first ? Shall it be the history of 
Prince Charming ?” 
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44 Oh, yes,” cried Rosino, sitting up in bed, 
44 and after that the Bluebird, n 1 e*t-ce-pa*, 
mam’selle ?” 

Marion assented, and commenced reading. 
She sat there an hour or more, and when, finally, 
Pierre came in, and Bhe bade Rosine good¬ 
night, the child’s Jiappy face, and clinging 
arms about her neck, fully proved how well 
spent the time had been. 

The next day Marion had not forgotten her 
promise to the little Rosine. She begged her 
father, who was starting off for a morning’s 
stroll, to engage a wheel-chair for a couple 
of hours, and to bid the man be at the door at 
two o’clock. 

44 1 am going to take Rosine to see the foun¬ 
tains play,” she said to Catharine. 44 The little 
thing is dying for want of air and gentle ex¬ 
ercise.” 

44 And proper food,” put in Catharine, in her 
sharp voice. 44 1 took them some breakfast 
this morning—though Pierre does not deserve 
it; he is a lazy, good-for-nothing, and spends 
his time at the Cabaret—and what should the 
child be munching but a piece of dry, black 
bread.” 

44 Thank you, Catharine, for thinking of 
them,” said Marion, gratefully. “Pierre is 
lazy, I own, but he loves Rosine, and they both 
must be fed.” 

“She won’t live long,” said Catharine. 
44 She needs better doctoring than poor folks 
can pay for.” 

Two o’clock found the wheel-chair at the 
door. Pierre carefully carried his little girl 
down the winding stairs, and placed her on the 
cushioned seat. Marion wrapped a soft, bright 
shawl around the thin shoulders, and tucked a 
carriage-robe over her feet and lap. 

44 lion Jour , mon papa /” called the child, quite 
merrily, waving an adieu to her father, as they 
moved off. 

Marion walked by Rosine’s side; talking 
pleasantly to her, and to the chairman who 
pushed his light load easily along. 

They went up the street, passed the hotel, and 
into the Park. The long, Bhady bvenues were ! 
strewn with autumn leaves, and the wheels 1 
rolled noislessly over the ground thus carpeted, j 
The place, usually deserted, except by sight- ! 
seeing strangers, was now quite gay with pco- ] 
pie, though mostly of the lower classes. ] 

Pretty, fresh-complexioned women, with j 
large, white aprons, and fluted caps, would oc¬ 
casionally salute mademoiselle, in a friendly, 
though respectful way, as they passed, or stop 
for a moment to inquire for the child, and look j 


pityingly at the little figure reolining in the 
chair. 

Marfan and Rosine slowly followed the 
crowd from fountain to fountain. It is only 
once a fortnight, or once a month, that the 
Grand* Eauz play at Versailles, and a lovely 
sight it is, giving merriment and life to those 
quiet gardens and alleys, which seem, at other 
times, to be under the spell of enchantment, 
so stately and still are they. 

They had made the round, and seen all that 
was to be seen, and had brought up at last on 
the tapis vert , as a large, almost square piece 
of turf is called, which lies at the foot of the 
terrace of steps and fountains at the back of 
the palace. Here the chairman was told he 
could leave them for awile, and the fairy book 
was produced. But Marion had hardly more 
than got well into the story, when they were 
interrupted by the sudden approach of a gen¬ 
tleman, whose step on the soft grass neither 
had heard. 

44 Pardon me, if I intrude,” he said to Mar¬ 
ion, in French; and, taking off his hu, as he 
spoke, 44 but perhaps you will point our, to me 
the path I must follow to reach the Iloiel det 
Reservoirs. ” 

44 Certainly, monsieur,” said Marion, recog¬ 
nizing the stranger who, the day before, had 
torn her dress. 44 If you will go to the top of 
the terrace, and turn to the left, you will soon 
see the gate of the hotel.” 

44 Many thanks,” said the stranger; then, 
turning to Rosine, he asked her in a kind voice 
if she was ill. 

44 1 am well to-day, M’ssieur,” she answered, 
with a happy smile. 

“ Rosine has been an invalid for months,” 
explained Marion, impressed by the sympathiz¬ 
ing look and voice, 44 and this is the first time 
she has left the house.” 

44 She needs tonics, and constant exercise in 
the open air,” said the gentleman, taking the 
child’s hand in his. 44 1 am a physician, ma¬ 
demoiselle,” he continued, smiling, “ and, there¬ 
fore, may be permitted to give advice.” 

44 Yon aro very good, sir; if you will tell 
me what tonic would be the best, I will try and 
see that Rosine has it.” 

44 1 should recommend bark and wine ; but, 
as I am to be here for a week or ten days, if 
you will tell me where the child lives, I should 
like the occupation of attending te her, and 
using my skill to bring a more healthy color 
into her little face.” 

44 1 hardly know how to thank you,” said 
Marion, somewhat embarrassed by the gener- 
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oos offer. But Rosine, who was pleased with 
the notice and friendly face of the stranger, 
eagerly gave her address, and added, that rpa- 
demoiselle lived a Ventresol. 

“ I shall come and see you to-morrow then, 
Rosine,” he said, without noticing the last 
piece of information. And, bowing again, he 
left them. 

Marion, on returning home, told her father 
of the adventure. She described the stranger 
as a tall man, with a kind face and pleasant eyes. 
An American, evidently, and a gentleman. 

44 If he will only do Rosine good, how glad I 
shall be!” 

“He is stopping at the Hotel des Reservoirs, 
you say ?” said her father. “ Perhaps, as he 
has been so kind about your little protegee, I 
had better go and leave a card.” 

“ Do, papa. It would only be civil, at any 
rate.” 

“ You are sure he is an American?” 

44 Positive.” 

Mr. Gerald, glad of an excuse, for the life 
at Versailles was monotonous, and sadly devoid 
of excitement to one, who had led the gay and 
varied existence of a wandorerfor twenty years, 
took his hat, and started off to make the visit. 

Marion waited impatiently for her father’s 
return ; but the long twilight had almost faded 
into night before she heard his step upon the 
stairs. She ran to open the door. 

“ How did you like him, papa? and what is 
hi8naine?” she cried, not seeing in the dark 
that the stranger himself accompanied Mr. 
Gerald. 

Both gentlemen laughed. 

“ I like him very much, my pet, and his name 
is George Archer,” said her father, putting his 
hand on Archer’s shoulder, and pushing him 
forward “ Let me present him to you as the 
nephew of one of my old friends and sohool- 
mates, Marion.” 

Marion blushingly offered her hand, and 
murmured something about being 14 very glad,” 
and 44 not having seen him when she spoke.” 

She preceded the gentlemen into the salon , 
and then ran to tell Catharine that they had 
company to supper. 

44 He knows who we are,” she said, laugh¬ 
ing to the old servant, “and I have no doubt 
lie can vouch for our American 4 blue blood.’ ” 

14 1 don’t know what blue blood is, Miss 
Marion ; but if he is a friend of the family, he 
shall be well served in this house,” said Catha¬ 
rine, with dignity. 

From that night Dr. Archer became the ami 
de la maison. Little Rosine grew better under 


his kind and skillful care, and was able before 
long to creep slowly down the stairs, nnd-sR 
quietly and happily by Marion’s side as she' 
worked or read aloud. 

Catharine always received the doctor with a' 
smile, and saw that he had of the best when he 
dined there. And Mr. Gerald seemed happier 
in this young companionship than he had been 
for years. 

George Archer staid through the ten days he 
had intended, and then returned to Paris; but 
another week found him again in Versailles* 
and at last it became a matter of course that he 
should come down every Saturday, and stop 
till Monday evening. 

Marion and Archer, and sometimes little 
Rosine, when she grew quite well, would take 
pleasant walks in the Park, or in the pretty 
rural grounds, where poor Marie Antoinette had 
played at being shepherdess. Many an hour 
did they wander through the vast galleries and 
apartments of the chateau, or through the 
cozy, home-like rooms of the Trianops ; nnd the 
pictures and marbles became like old familiar 
friends. 

“I quite approve of lepetit docteur said old 
Madame de Gaston to Mariou one day when 
that young lady was passing the evening with 
her friend. The doctor was five feet eleven 
inches at the least, and Madame de Gaston a 
very little woman; but she seemed entirely 
unconscious ofMhat fact, and always spoke of 
every one else as if they were of the most di¬ 
minutive stature. 44 Yes, I quite approve of 
le petit docteur ; he is very distingue , and, what i e 
better, I am convinced he will make & good 
husb&nd.” 

She said this in a perfectly natural tone, but 
accompanied it with a sharp look out of her 
bead-like, black eyes. 

“Why should that interest you, madame?” 
asked Marion, quietly.” 

“On your aooount, why else ?” 

44 Thank you 1” said Marion, laughing; “hurt 
the ‘little doctor’ is already married.” 

“ Impossible!” cried madame. 

“I have heard him speak of Mrs. Archer, 
and he told me once he had a little girl near 
thqpge of Rosine.” 

“Then what did your Catharine mean by 
telling my Jeannette that the marriage was 
already arranged ?” 

44 Did Catharine say that? said Marion, 
angrily. 

“Indeed she did, my dear; and said, more¬ 
over, that your papa was much pleased with 
the match, and would give you a fine dot. 1 * 
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44 1 would not have believed that Catharine 
could gossip so ! I shall scold her well for in¬ 
venting such a tale.* 1 

44 Ah, mon angel your Catharine is not any 
more perfect than the rest of the world,” said 
madarac, between whom and Catharine there 
was no liking lost. 44 However, I am sorry the 
doctor is married, for I had set toy heart upon 
going to the wedding. And in spite of his 
having a wife,” she continued, 44 1 can tell you 
he likes you; and, what is more, I have 
thought that you liked him.” The little, black 
eyes again looked sharply at Marion. 

44 0f course I like him,” said Marion, blush¬ 
ing suddenly and violently. 

“And when did he tell you that he wafe mar¬ 
ried ?” asked Madame. 

44 He did not tell me; I overheard him speak¬ 
ing to papa of Mrs. Archer; but he told me 
of his little girl.” 

44 He is a bad man,” said Madame, senten- 
tiously. 

44 Indeed he is not!” 

44 1 bad man,” repeated the old French¬ 
woman. “With my own eyes, I have seen 
him make love to you. Avoid him, Marie; he 
is a snake in the grass!” 

Marion tried to defend Archer, and declared 
that he was all that was kind and good ; but 
Madame de Gaston only shook her head, and 
persisted that he was a snake in the grass. 

44 Marie,” she said, as if struck with a sud¬ 
den idea, when the young girl was about tak¬ 
ing leave, 44 will yon go with me into the coun¬ 
try for a few weeks? I intend going to my 
son’s chateau, twenty miles from here, and his 
wife has often asked you to make her a visit.” 

How could I leave papa?” 

44 Perfectly well; his health seems much im¬ 
proved, ami the change would do you good.” 

44 When do you go, rnadame ?”■ 

44 To-morrow,” was the prompt reply. 

44 How odd that you should not have told me 
before!” said Marion, surprised. 

44 Not at all. I am an old woman, and some¬ 
times forget. If you say yes, I will call for 
you on my way.” 

44 Yes, then, and thank you very much,” said 
Marion, after an instant’s hesitation. QBhe 
leaned over and kissed her old friend, as she 
wished her good-night. 

Catharine was waiting in the ante-chamber, 
to accompany her on the short walk home. 

44 Catharine,” said Marion, as soon ns they 
hid left the house, 44 why did you tell Madame 
de Gaston’s maid that I was about to marry 
Dr. Archer ?” 


“So Jeannette must blab !”said Catharine, in 
some embarrasment, though muking no de¬ 
nial. “For my part, I make it a rule never to 
repeat what I hear from a servant.” 

44 But why did you tell her such an untruth ?” 
persisted Marion. 

• 4 Because I thought it, Miss,” said Catha¬ 
rine, boldly. 44 It is plain enough to see that 
the young gentleman is in love, and that your 
father approves. And so do I, Miss Marion ; I 
would wish to see you well married and set¬ 
tled.” 

“ That is enough, Catharine. You will see 
how absurd and imprudent you have been, 
when I tell you that Dr. Archer is already 
married,” 

“I don’t believe it!” cried Catharine. 

44 Whether you do or not can make no dif¬ 
ference in the fact. And now remember that 
I will regard it as an impertinence, if you 
speak of my affairs again.” 

For once, the old woman was awed, for Ma¬ 
rion had rarely, if ever before, shown so much 
temper or authority. 

Mr. Gerald made no objection to the pro¬ 
posed visit; but, on the contrary, thought it 
would be of advantage to Marion. 

44 Of course I shall miss you, child; but 
Catharine can take care of me,” he said, in 
answer to a fear his daughter expressed, that 
he would not be comfortable in her absence. 

44 What shall I tell Archer for you?” he 
asked, as Marion stood ready and waiting for 
Madame de Gaston. 

44 Tell him nothing, papa. What is there to 
tell?” 

44 He will be disappointed at finding you 
flown. He says ho counts the days and hours 
away from Versailles, and is only happy here.” 

Marion stood looking out of the window. 
She made no reply. 

44 No message, eh ! Marion ?” 

44 No—yes. Soy that I hope he will not for¬ 
get Rosine.” 

44 Of course he will not forget Rosine,” said 
Mr. Gerald, somewhat impatiently, and, seem¬ 
ingly, not all satisfied with the message. 

The carriage came, and Marion descended 
slowly to the street. 44 1 almost wish I was not 
going,” she thought. 

“Are you ready, Marie?” cried Madamey 
briskly, putting her head out of the window 
of the carriage. ** That’s right, pttiie! jump 
in. I will take good care of her, and bring 
her safely back,” she called out to Mr. Gerald* 
as they drove off. 

It was a long but pleasant drive, that oool 
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autumn morning. The road was hard and 
fine, the views pretty, if not varied. Alto¬ 
gether, Marion enjoyed herself, and entered 
with some spirit into the lively conversation 
Madame de Gaston parried on. The old lady 
could be very amusing when she liked, and 
upon this occasion Bhe quite outdid herself. 
Perhaps some of her acquaintanoes suffered a 
little, for, iu relating a.stofy, she hesitated at 
nothing which; would embellish it; but Marion 
knew how to make all allowances. In three 
hours they had reached their destination. 
The chateau was nothing more than a rather 
large, white, stuccoed country house, standing 
a short distance from the road, and surrounded 
by a few trees, and an immense flower-garden 
Madame de Gaston’s son and daughter-in-law 
were a pleasant, hospitable young oouple, very 
much in love with each other, and very much 
devoted to their numerous children. 

They arrived on a Tuesday, and the rest of 
the week was spent in driving or walking about 
the country lanes or into the quaint little town 
near by. Marion had not much leisure to 
mope; the cheerful little family iu which she 
found herself a member, claimed too much of 
her time. She had never fairly admitted to 
herself that she was in love with Archer, 
though she; well remembered the pain which 
had shot through her heart, when she heard 
him speak to her father pf his wife. 

“Mrs. Archer resides permanently in the 
country,” she had heard him say. “I bad 
hoped she would coipe abroad with me; but 
phe. declared herself too great a coward to cross 
the ocean.” 

/ She would repeat this to herself,, over and 
over again ; and even when she was listening 
to nmdanie's funny anecdotes, or playing gay 
music lor the eh|ldreu to dotnoe, the very words 
would rush into her thoughts, and the same 
pain seize her heart. But with all that she ap¬ 
peared cheerful and happy enough, and Ma- 
dame de Gaston was content with the success 
of her little stratagem, and firmly believed 
that she had spared her favorite a great trou¬ 
ble by so suddenly running away with her. 

, Saturday evening* as usual, found Archer in 
Versailles. How great waB his surprise to 
find Marion flown! The little talon appeared 
empty, the streets deserted, the city dead! 
There was no life, no movement, now that 
Marion was away. 

Old Catharine plodded about her work, and 
pever vouchsafed a smile when Archer ven¬ 
tured into her kitchen. Little Rosine sat on a 
low chair by the fire, looking wistfully iuto 


the burning coals, a book lying unread in 
her lap. 

“Oh! you’re back again ?” said Catharine. 

Yes,” answered Archer, “I did not find 
Mr. Gerald in the drawing-room, so I made my 
way to you. 1 hope you won’t Bcold me for my 
intrusion, Catharine?” 

Catharine muttered an unintelligible reply. 

“ Where is Mr. Gerald, do you know ?” 

“At the post, likely, at this hour,” said 
Catharine, crossly. 

“And how are you, Rosine?” Archer asked, 
stooping over the child, and putting his hand 
on her bent head. 

“Ah! m’ssieur, I am sad without mam’sello. 
Why will she not come?” 

“ The child is well enough,” said Catharine, 
“ Its a pretty how d’ye do if Miss Marion can’t 
be allowed to leave her for a few days.” 

“ By the way,” remarked Archer, with rather 
an affectation of indifference, “the concierge 
mentioned that Miss GerAld had gone into the 
country, on a visit. PrAy, can you tell me 
where?” ; 

“ That’s more than I know,” said Catharine, 
fibbing without hesitation; “ but if Miss Mar? 
ion is pleased, and her papa satisfied, that’s 
all that’s necessary, / think.” 

“I don’t agree with you there, Catharine,” 
said Archer, pleasantly ; “ but as you seem in a 
bad humor with me this evening, I shall have 
to wait till Mr. Gerald returns to find out what 
I want.” 

“ And why should it concern you where our 
young lady is gone? ’eried Catharine, in a 
passion. “ I’m thinking you’d belter go back 
to your wife, and not stop here to break Miss 
Marion’s heart.” 

“ What’s that you say about my wife ?” 
Archer demanded* “ She docs not—no, she 
cannot think that I am married !” 

“ And you’re not married, then ?” exclaimed 
Catharine, breathlessly. “ Well, I said I didn’t 
believe it when she told me.” 

“ How could she think it ?” said Archer, half 
to himself, “ Her father has heard my story— 
a miserable one enough, God knows.” 

“I feel as if a load was off me,” remarked 
Catiline, restored to smiling good humor, 
“ though 1 didn’t beliete it all along. Here, 
Rosipe, run and light the lamp in the talon. 
I’ll serve the supper in a minute, sir. Master 
must be home by this time.” 

Archer stood as if in a dream, for a moment, 
and then turning, hastened into the drawing¬ 
room, closing the door after him. Mr. Gerald 
was there, and the gentlemen remained for a 
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long time together, talking earnestly, and re¬ 
fusing admittance to Catharine and the supper. 
But .the old woman took it very easily, and 
shook her head shrewdly, as she returned to 
the kitchen with the loaded tray. 

“ A wedding is a gay thing, little Rosine,” 
she said in her broad French; “ and a bride is 
a pretty thing. And no bride could be prettier 
than my Miss Marion will be.” 

“ And will she go away ?” asked Rosine. 

“ That’s more than I can say. Like enough, 
though, and live in Paris, which is a fitter 
place for her than this dull old town 1 Or, per¬ 
haps, she will cross the ocean to America, 
Rosine; and that’s what I’d like best of all.” 

But the child hung her head sadly ; it only 
foreshadowed desolation to her little heart. 

Marion had begun to long for home, and, if 
truth must be told, for Archer. Her life had 
been so monotonous, so uneventful since she 
had attained womanhood ; her companions had 
been so few, her pleasures so rare, that the 
friendship which had sprung up between her¬ 
self and Archer had been a new and sweet ex¬ 
perience to her. She had eagerly looked for 
his weekly visits, and his unceasing and ten¬ 
der attention (another word only for devotion) 
had unconsciously won upon her heart; and, 
at last, she loved him with the first intense 
passion of her nature. A restless longing 
seized her now to see him again, to hear his 
voice, to feel the touch of his hand! The days 
became inexpressibly irksome to her, and her 
continual effort to be gay and bright was fast 
wearing upon her nerves. Sunday morning 
she fairly broke down, and Madame do Gaston 
found her upon her bed, complaining of a vio¬ 
lent headache, and her eyes sbowirtg plainly 
the traces of tears. 

“What is it ails you, my pretty one?” she 
asked, touching the burning forehead with her 
hand. 

*•1 think I must be home-sick,” said Marion, 
trying to smile, but sighing heavily in the at¬ 
tempt. 

“ Home-sick or love-sick, which is it?” asked 
Madame, rather sharply. “ Oh ! the wicked, 
wicked man!” 

“Pray don’t!” exclaimed Marion. %You 
must not abuse him. I will not listen to it.” 

“ Bon dim /” said tbe old Frenchwoman. “ I 
knew it was so ; the child loves him ! Marie, 
mon enfant , you must eonquer your heart; you 
must see him no more.” 

“ Mademoiselle!” called a servant, knocking 
at the door. “ There is a gentleman below 
who asks for mademoiselle.” 


“It is Archer!” Cried Marion, starting up. 

“ Doucement,” Madame, laying a detain¬ 
ing hand upon Marion’s arm. “ I will see thB 
gentleman first, my dear.” 

She swept oat of the room with great dig¬ 
nity, her little figure, with its rustling black 
silk looking very stately indeed, descended 
the stairs, and entered the drawing room, fully 
prepared to read poor Archer a lecture, and 
turn him out of the house. But a half hour 
passed, and Archer still remained. 

That half hour dragged anxiously and wear¬ 
ily by to Marion. She paced up and down her 
room, or stood by the window, and gazed out 
upon the sunny garden, gay with variegated 
chrysanthums and dahlias, and merry with tbe 
sound of children’s voices. She watched the 
neatly-kept graved drive,, expecting every mo¬ 
ment to see Archer’s tall figure appear, and 
half determined to call from the window, and 
ask him to wait till she came down to him. 

“How can I help loving him!” she cried 
passionately to herself. “He is so kind, so 
tender! And he loves me! Oh ! I am sure he 
loves me.” 

And then whispered conscience, “ he has a 
wife!” 

“Oh, God!” cried Marion, clasping her 
hands over her streaming eyee, “ have pity ea 
me.” 

And pity was shown her, for Madame came 
gayly into the room at this moment (looking as 
much like a pitying angel as an old lady who 
wore caps decorated with pink rose-buds and 
lace lappets could be expected to look) and 
gave Marion a smiling kiss. 

“Run down stairs, ma was,” she chirped, 

“ and be sure you are very nice to le petit doc- 
teur.” 

“Madame!” said Marlon, in breathless sur¬ 
prise. 

“ And be sure you ere very nice to my friend 
the doctor,” repeated Madame, slowly and em¬ 
phatically. 

And then, suddenly throwing her two arms 
about Marion’s waist, she exclaimed, between 
laughing and crying, “ He is not married, my 
pet! He iB a widower, with one little girl, 
who will be sure to love you, and whom yon 
will love. Pavvre garcon ! he led a weary life 
of it with his wife. But you will make all that 
up to him an hundred fold. Run down, petite, 
he is waiting for you so impatiently.” 

Marion was gone. In another moment she 
was in her lover’s arms, pressed to his heart, 
kissed again and again by his dear lips ! 

And then he repeated to her the sad, miser- 
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able story of bis life—unloved, misunder¬ 
stood, “married, not mated.” 

“And who is Mrs. Archer, of whom I have 
heard you speak ?” asked Marion. 

“ My brother’s widow. She has charge of 
my little girl; but all that will be changed 
now, my darling. My precious darling—my 
own !” 

How many kisses; how many tender, loving 
murmurs filled the next blessed hour! 

So Marion went to America, thus gratifying 
the dearest wish of old Catharine’s heart. Mr. 
Gerald accompanied his daughter, and so di<l 


the little Rosine, now quite restored to health, 
who was to be brought up as the companion 
and maid of Archer's child. 

Pierre grieved at parting from his little 
girl; but he knew it was for her great good, 
and he Cofcsoled himself by marrying the buxom 
landlady of the cabaret —and a sorry life she 
led him! 

Madame de Baronne de Gaston corresponds 
regularly with Marie and le petit doctewr , and 
promises them a long visit at some future day. 

Old Catharine (secretly) hopes that day may 
never come. 


PE It SON IF 

BT ANNIE 

An iceberg floateth throngh the night, 

’Midst Polar sea* of gloom ; 

It glearaeth in the wan moonlight, 

A floating, crystal toihb. 

From glitt’ringrift a woman’s face. 

Turns upward toward the skies, 

A form replete with every grace, 

Within the iceberg lies. 

The lustre of all India's gold, 

Shines in her floating hair; 

The full, red lips can scarcely hold 
The smiles imprisoned’there; 

The bue of far-off Sommer .skies, 

With gleam of Summer star, 

Lie sleeping in her gold-lashed eyes, 

Like dreams of lands afar; 

With blushes frozen on ber cheek, 

Like blood upon the snow; 

With fair hands folded very, meek, 

Like prayers spoken low; 

The draperie'8 flow seems carven out 
From iqarble, whitely cold ; 

And jewels rare-cling close about 
The bosom’s porfect mould: 

An iceberg floateth through the night. 

Of Polar cold aud ‘gloom; 

It glearaeth In the wan moonlight, 

A floating, Crystal -tomb. 


The long grass groweth lftsh and green, 


ICATIONS. 

E. D O T T. 

Thick set with scarlet blooms, 

And star-like blossoms'llung between, 

All quiv’ring with perfumes; 

And stately trees stand tall around. 

And every branch down-hung. 

With birds that never make a sound, 

Rut fly and leap among 
The gJdSsy green, like streaks of flame, 
That Changes with each breath: 

Gold, purple, scarlet—ne’er the same, 

Like dolphin in its death ; 

And fountains play, and rivers run 
On clear to Slimmer seas; 

The spotted snakes lie in the sun. 

And low, amidst all these, 

Amidst the glory of the flower, 

And shine of leaping bird; 

’Midst blossoms foiling, shower on shower, 
A something lies unstirred. 

We wonder what it eould have been— 
That face all seamed and scarred, 

With lines ploughed In by years of sin, 
With featnres drawn and marred; 

Eyes horror full, and staring wide, 

Hands clenched, as for a blow ; 

With filthy rags, that scarcely hide 
The shapeless thing of woe. 

Amidst the glory ef the flower; 

And shine of leaping bird ; 

*Mid?t blossoms falling, shower on shower, 
It lieth all Unstirred. 


TO MARY. 


B T W. B B O N T O N. 


Yonr letter, daillng, came to the, 
Bxpressing fear and dole, 

A dove from o'er .{he stormy sea, 

To nestle in pa? soul. t 
For I have wept that we should part, 
And be osnnder torn, 

When heart inStlpctly dong to heart, 
And each for each was bom 1 


So wipe Away the falling tear, 

The blight and bane are o’er; 

The parting made yon doibly dear, 
The bitter, sweetness bore. 

We’ll love»and spend our future days, 
Ih steadfast foith And love, 

And monnt on angel wings ef praise, 
To realms ef bliss sbeve. 
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The children were unusually stupid or indif¬ 
ferent; the afternoon sun streamed in through 
the open windows, in long, slanting lines of 
gold; every now and then some saucy robin 
or wren would peer in at the casement, just 
back of the schoolmistress's desk, or the low 
wind would sweep by, redolent with the scents 
of the pine woods. Altogether, the restraint 
became harder for her to bear than it was for 
the little ones, eagerly watching an oppor¬ 
tunity to get into mischief, or to doze off to 
sleep, according to the peculiarity of their 
temperaments. 

When the noon-session began they had been 
promised release a full hour earlier than usual, 
if they were only diligent and well-behaved; 
but even that inducement had not the inspiring 
effect it would have had at any other period 
than this lazy July day, and feeling how diffi¬ 
cult it was for herself to keep within the bounds 
of schoolmistress propriety, Miss Lake had mot 
the heart to be severe on the delinquents. 

I think she never had the heart, yet she 
managed her little flock admirably, neverthe¬ 
less, and contrived to give satisfaction to the 
parents as well as the children. 

Barbara had been keeping the school for 
more than two years now, and she was almost 
nineteen, though being but a small thing, she 
looked even younger than her age, which she 
was beginning to consider as very ancient. 

She had once had glimpses of another life, 
too. Her father had been a poor artist, rich 
in nothing but dreams—one of those men always 
on the verge of doing something wonderful, but 
ne?er getting at it. When Barbara was about 
twelve, some unexpected turn of luck enabled 
him to take her and go off to Europe; and they 
had lived either in quaint German towns, or 
quiet Italian cities, until the child was past 
sixteen. Then her father died—withoiit warn¬ 
ing, as he did everything—and Barbara had 
just money enough to get herself back to her 
grandmother in America, and had soon taken 
to herself this schpol, whose duties were rather 
wearing and monotonous than diffioult or un¬ 
pleasant. 

The village was a sleepy old place, with more 
old maids in it than were absolutely necessary 
to make it an agreeable abode fer a girl so 
270 


pretty as Barbara, though she succeeded in 
keeping most of them better natured than one 
would have believed possible. You can ima¬ 
gine what life must have been to her; how the 
sunny memories of her childish wanderings in 
foreign climes, the recollections of the gay Bo- 
hemian society her father had about him (the 
very preoariousness and uncertainty of their 
daily existence possessing a certan charm) 
must have come back to tantalize and make her 
restless. But she bore it all very well—so well 
that nobody about her imagined how hard it 
was at times; and her grandmother really 
thought her a pretty mouse of a child, per¬ 
fectly satisfied with the humdrum existence 
fate had forced upon her. 

The last few weeks had wrought certain 
changes therein—changes which brought Bar¬ 
bara many hours of pleasure and happiness, 
but, during the later days, so many more of 
uneasiness and painful excitement, that she 
began to doubt her wisdom in having allowed 
the gray sameness of her course to be illumi¬ 
nated by streaks of sunlight shed from the 
lives of those who must soon flit out of her 
path, and leave her more solitary than ever. 

She was thinking of all these things this 
dreamy afternoon, and there was a sudden sharp 
pain at her heart to which she gave no name, 
too vague and mysterious for her to have the 
courage to drag it out into the daylight and 
really analyze its substance and nature. 

Suddenly there was a sound at the window 
back of the schoolmistress—neither bee, nor 
bird, nor the voice of the wind ; and she started 
so violently that the book fell from her desk, 
and she made her cheeks scarlet in stooping to 
pick it up before she turned her head toward 
the speaker. 

44 1 do believe you were asleep,” said a laugh¬ 
ing voice. 

By this time Barbara had secured the book, 
and turned her pretty face toward the case¬ 
ment—a tall, handsome fellow was leaning 
across it, making a very nice picture, framed 
among the honeysuckle-vines. 

44 You certainly were dozing,” he continued, 
careful to keep his words inaudible to the 
scholars, who immediately took advantage of 
the mistress* back being turned, either to go 
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fast asleep, or perpetrate the first bit of mis- 
ehief that suggested itself. “What indiscre¬ 
tion ! I shall certainly go and complain to the 
School-committee.” 

•‘I think I have more right to do that, Mr. 
Howland,’* replied Barbara, quietly enough, 
though the roses in her cheeks still kept up 
their deepest tint. “ I shall see if I am to bo 
interrupted in my duties by having the heads 
of ill-regulated young men thrnst in at my 
window—such an example to my scholars!” 

“It is you who were the awful example,” he 
rejoined; “dozing at your post! I shall tell 
the Committee I looked in to wake you, and 
instead of blame, I shall probably have a medal, 
and a vote of thanks from the nuguBt body.” 

“Then please go tell them while I hear my 
small boys do their spelling lesson.” 

“Poor things! Let them off.” 

“And have their parents offended. No, in¬ 
deed! Anyway, I have promised to set them 
free at three o’clock.” 

“I’m very glad,” said her visitor, “for now 
yoa can have no excuse for refusing the favor 
I came to ask. My sister wants you to come 
up to Fernlands this afternoon for croquet and 
high tea, not to mention our delightful society, 
and other varieties.” 

Barbara hesitated; it was plain that to re¬ 
fuse would be to deprive herself of a great 
pleasure, yet her face showed that she was 
about to do so. 

“If you’ll not come, we most give up the 
game,” he urged; “we are an uneven num¬ 
ber, and we can’t leave one of the young 
ladies to sit still; unless you take pity on U3, 
we shall be condemned to unmitigated dull¬ 
ness.” 

But Barbara still hesitated, and he persuaded 
and teased till she looked ready to laugh and 
cry both at once; and the children ran riot un¬ 
disturbed* At last she consented, almost fret¬ 
fully, apparently to get rid of his impor¬ 
tunities. 

“Thank you ever so much,” he began; but 
she cut him short. 

“Please go away now,” she said, “or these 
children will turn the house upside down.” 

“ I’m gone; only tell me why you refused to 
come at first?” 

“Good-by, Mr. Howland.” 

“ But wby did you ?” 

“ Johnny Saunders, come and say your les¬ 
son,” she called, regardless of his presence. 

“Please’m, I can’t.” 

“ Oh, you naughty boy! haven’t you learned 
It yet?” 


“ Yes’m, I did; but I ain’t no good of my feet, 
for Joe Cappeli’s tied me fast.” 

“ Then Joe Cappell bad better untie you 
before I come there,” said Barbara, severely, 
though her dignity was somewhat upset by a 
titter from the irreverent Howland. 

The untying business proved a work requir¬ 
ing much time and noise; but Johnny Saun¬ 
ders reached the mistress’s desk at last, and 
stood a perfect monument of childish mischief 
and wickedness, so entirely innocent of any 
knowledge of his lesson that Howland was in 
a state of ecstatic enjoyment. 

“What is the equator?” demanded Barbara. 

“ The principal river in South Asia,” pro¬ 
nounced Johnny, unabashed. 

Howland laughed outright, and the whole 
school joined. At another time Barbara would 
have been amused, but to-day something made 
her nervous and irritable; she was almost 
ready to cry as she turned toward the window. 

“If you don’t go,” sho said, “I can’t get to 
Fernlands—it’s not right to interrupt me.” 

Howland was grave enough in an instant, 
and after a word or two of apology, ho dis¬ 
appeared, and left Barbara free to devote her 
whole energies to the duties of the hour. 

It was a fearfully long ofto to her; not a 
child there so thoughtful as sho when the hand3 
of the little clock on her desk crept round to 
the marks which gave them all liberty. The 
children went shouting and whooping off toward 
tho woods, and Barbara locked her desk, put 
on her hat, and walked slowly homeward; 
looking as solemn and absorbed as if she had 
forgotten there was a visit, and pleasure, aud 
gay society in store for her. 

Grandma Gaylord had gone to spend the day 
with a neighbor; there was nobody at home 
but cross-eyed old Eunice, who had lived in 
the brown cottage so many years that she con¬ 
sidered herself its mistress; and as Eunice was 
a model in the way of taciturnity, Barbara’s 
inclination for silenoe was not disturbed. 

Sho went up to her chamber and began to 
dre 9 s for her visit; but she was by no means 
quick about the business, though it was evident 
that she-did not linger because she was over- 
fanciful in regard to her appearance. Yet only 
a fortnight ago the thought of a visit to Fern- 
lnnds had been a pleasurable excitement to the 
girl; but that was before MariA Anderson had 
come up from the great city, with her airs and 
graces, and her prond, insolent faoe, which 
Barbara could not help disliking, even while 
she admitted its beauty. Barbara had seen her 
first tft church, and coming out, Howland’s 
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sister, Mrs. Reeves, introduced the two, and 
Barbara was treated to the haughtiest bow and 
glance any woman had ever given her* and her 
soul rose in wrath at once, though she told 
herself over and over, as people always do, 
that she did not oare in the least. 

Once since that she had accepted an invita¬ 
tion one evening to Fernlands, and it was so 
genuinely uncomfortable that she almost made 
up her mind never to go there again. She had 
often met Howland and Miss Anderson in her 
walks, they dashing by on horseback or be¬ 
hind bis fast trotters; once or twice she had 
seen Mrs. Reeves, and received a kind, affec¬ 
tionate greeting; but she had not been sent for 
to the house, and so she was able to hold fast 
to her resolution of not going while the guests 
from town remained. 

And she was vexed with herself for having 
been so easily persuaded that} afternoon. She 
had three minds to hunt up one of her pupils 
and send Mrs. Reeves an excuse, only that 
seemed giving the matter more importance 
than it deserved. She would go; very pro¬ 
bably it would not be pleasant, still it might, 
if Charles Ilowland was as kind to her as he 
used to be before the great hoiress arrived. 
Then she found she was thinking that, and told 
herself it was not at all what she meant. In 
fact, she meant nothing, and her heart ached, 
and she wanted to cry—and just then Eunice 
•houted from below, 

u It’s a going on to half past four; unless you 
meau to get there to-morrow, I guess you’d 
better start,” 

So. Barbara obeyed the suggestion, and set 
off without further waste of time. It was a 
pleasant walk to Fernlands, not more than a 
mile from the cottage, by taking a field-path 
which led into Mrs. Reeves’ grounds—a path 
' so fresh and clean, these sunny days, that Bar¬ 
bara’s pet boots and prettiest summer-dress ran 
no risk of injury 

She came out of the grove at the side of the 
house just by the croquet-ground where the 
whole party had assembled. Mrs. Reeves saw 
and immediately came forward to welcome 
her in her pleasant, friendly way, and to scold 
her for being so late. Other people came, and 
she Was made much of; but Mr. Howland was 
bo deeply occupied in showing Maria Anderson 
•ome secret of the game, that he did not even 
appeal conscious of her arrival; and Barbara 
wondered why, when they were all so kind, 
•he should still feel gloomy, and wish that she 
had staid at home 

Then he was called away to the house for a 


few moments, and while the party was waiting 
his return to begin the game, Miss Anderson 
came up to the spot where Barbara was stand¬ 
ing, accidentally, it appeared, for Bhe looked 
surprised when she saw the little school¬ 
mistress, then allowed her face gradually to 
assume a glance of recognition, though as if it 
was a good deal of trouble to do so. She was 
an adept in the various insolent arts by which 
a woman can bo rude to one of her own sex, and 
still preserve a decent show of good breeding. 

“Ah, Miss Lake, I think! How do you do 
to-day?” and she touched the eye-glass that 
hung at her ohatelaine, as much as to say, 
“I’m not quite certain, but it's too great an 
effort to use this to find out.” 

“I'm quite well,” Barbara answered, not in 
the least confused; though she could not keep 
her ready color from rising, and felt Borely 
veked with herself therefor. 

“ You look very warm,” pursued Miss An¬ 
derson. “ I supposo you walked up from ths 
village.” 

“ I always walk,” said Barbara, “ because 
I have no other way of getting about.” 

“Oh!” said Miss Anderson, and give a little 
Shiver of contemptuous pity. “ Walking always 
flushes one so.” 

“Yes,” replied Barbara, and decided that 
she might ns well try her talent too at ill- 
nature. “But we fair women can bear it, you 
know—it’s only the brunettes that get maho¬ 
gany-color.” 

Miss Anderson’s black eyes flashed, and 
Barbara felt thoroughly ashamed of having 
been betrayed into such a petty bit of spite, 
though attacking her with her own weapons 
was the only way to endure a woman like the 
heiress, for unless people gave her back sharp 
words, she believed herself Bafe in walking 
over them, and never failed to attempt it. 

“You were fortunate in choosing to-day fox 
your call,” said she, trying one shot more; 
“ only I’m afraid the croquet-party had just an 
even number.” 

“ I suppose, then, Mrs. Reeves counted on 
some one of her visitors having a dread of 
getting flushed,” returned Barbara, “as she 
sent her brother down to. invite me.” 

Then she went away and joined a little group 
of people she knew—that sort of encounter woe 
not at all to her taste; but each timo they met 
Miss Anderson had treated her with such uni¬ 
form rudeness, she began to feel it a weakness 
not to punish her. She left the heiress furious, 
as the young lady had looked upon her as s 
pretty sort of doll, who could easily bo cowed 
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and taught her place; and it did not suit Miss 
Anderson to see the little schoolmistress bo 
evidently at home ami comfortable in Fern- 
lands. 

Presently, Mr. Howland came back, the game 
vras beginning, and he had only time to get 
near Barbara long enough to say, 

44 1 was afraid you did not mean to come! I 
hope you are not vexed still, because I laughed 
at Johnny Saunders ?” 

He said it all hurriedly, for Miss Anderson 
was beckoning to him. Barbara did not see 
that; she only thought it was because he was 
in haste to get away, and, for the life of her, 
she could not help answering pettishly. He 
gave her one glance of surprise, made some 
excuse, and went off to Miss Anderson ; indeed, 
he could not have done otherwise, considering 
the persistence of her signals. 

It was & long, dull game to Barbara, and 
there were few people whom she knew well; 

' so* in Spite of Mrs. Reeves’ efforts, she had a 
lonely, desolate feeling come over her, and 
wondered at her own folly in accepting the 
invitation. It was not until everybody began 
to move toward the house in search of their 
tea, that Barbara found Mr. Howland near her 
again, only as he had passed her in the pro¬ 
gress of the play, having no leisure for more 
than a pleasant word or glance. 

44 You look tired,” he said, joining her near 
the veranda. 44 I’m afraid you have not en¬ 
joyed yourself.” 

She smiled, nnd got up a pretty fib as a mat¬ 
ter of duty. 

44 You are 60 very polite, that I’m inclined to 
doubt the sincerity of your speech,” he an¬ 
swered, laughing. 

44 Why should you think I’ve not enjoyed my¬ 
self!” she asked. 

“Partly, perhaps, because I have not, and 
so took it for granted that everybody els© must 
be bored. However, you had Forsyth with 
you. I believe the women oil consider him an 
antidote to weariness or boredom.” 

Barbara had hated him intensely for hover¬ 
ing about her; but, of course, she would have 
died rather than say so.” 

44 He’s very witty and good-nktoted,” she 
said; and Howland pulled his msstaohe in 
silence. 

Just then the obnoxious individual lh ques¬ 
tion appeared from the house—Howland was 
wanted for something. 

“That’s the bore of playing host,” he grum¬ 
bled, as Mr. Forsyth uttered the announce¬ 
ment ; and he could have strangled bis friend 
V*i. LX.—19 


with pleasure, particularly for venturing to 
laugh. 

44 He’s a sulky old bear, Miss Lake,” sai l 
Forsyth. 44 Tea is not ready, so please let me 
show you that view from the lawn.” 

Barbara, recollecting the tedious game of 
croquet, during which Howland had been so 
patient under Miss Anderson’s attentions 
(though Barbara put it the other way) was 
quite ready to do anything to prove her indif¬ 
ference ; so off she started with her new ad¬ 
mirer, and left Howland to fulfill or neglect his 
duties, ns he might boo fit. 

At tea tho two were nowhere near each 
other; Mrs. Reeves had taken Barbara under 
her wing, and would not hear of the^girl’s 
wish to slip away before it got dark, and find 
her road home by the field-path. Her hostess 
tried to persuade her to stay all night, and 
when Barbara would not listen to that, in¬ 
sisted on sending her home in the carriage, 
and was bo urgent, that Barbara could not per¬ 
sist in her refusal without rudeness. 

nowland did hear tho end of the laughing 
discussion. He had risen from the table, and 
sauntered toward them ; he settled matters at 
once by Baying, decidedly, 

44 1 am going to drive Miss Lake home my¬ 
self.” 

44 That’s Tight,” returned Mrs. Reeves. Be¬ 
fore Barbara could utter a word, out rang Miss 
Anderson’s voice, she having managed to get 
near, and tho voice was misery to Barbara, for 
it said, 

44 0 ! we’ll have a party, and go ; it’s such a 
beautiful moonlight evening; won’t that be 
nice, Miss Lake ?” 

Thore was ho negation or demur possible; 
before anybody could speak, Miss Anderson 
had arranged the whole affair, even to the per¬ 
sons who were to go. Having settled it to her 
own satisfaction, and managed to make it ap¬ 
pear as much Howland’s doing as her own, she 
forced Mrs. Reeves to say it was time for the 
dancing to begin, and then immediately turned 
toward her host. 

44 I’ve not forgotten that I am engaged to 
you for the first,” she said, took his arm, tap¬ 
ped Barbara playfully on the shoulder with 
her fan, and walked her tictirrt off. He was 
too thorough a gentleman to appear otherwise 
than content; and little Barbara watched the 
pair with eyes that hurt and burned, as if she 
had cried for a week, and again she wondered 
why she had been silly enough to accept the 
invitation to oofcie among these fine, idle peo¬ 
ple. • ••*»- 
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The various groups began to move toward 
the drAwing-room, and Barbara found herself 
made captive by Forsyth, to the envy and 
rage of three quarters of the women, though 
she would gladly have relinquished him. He 
would not be given up ; he had rushed into a 
wild admiration of the pretty couutry girl, 
and was so delighted to find he could be en¬ 
thusiastic once more, that he had three minds 
to propose to her on the spot. 

It was long after ten o’clock before Barbara 
was permitted to go ; then she found that How¬ 
land was to drive his phaeton, with Miss An¬ 
derson beside him on the box. The heiress 
hAd arranged it all herself, and Barbara found 
Forsyth still her companion, with a couple of 
female nonentities thrown in as make-weights. 
It was a beautiful night, and Miss Anderson 
and Forsyth chattered incessantly. Howland 
was busy with his horses, Barbara near angry 
with sheer weariness, and the two make¬ 
weights giggling and ejaculating at proper in¬ 
tervals. They drove tip to the little brown 
cottage, that looked like a great bird’s-nest 
among its sheltering vines and trees, with the 
yellow moonlight glorifying it into new beauty. 

44 What a pretty spot," said Forsyth. 

"Such a comical little place,” drawled Miss 
Anderson. 44 Do you really live here, dear 
Miss Lake; why, how on earth do you manage 
to get in ?” 

Forsyth was helping Barbara out of the 
phaeton, and she heard him mutter something 
opprobrious in regard to the heiress. The fact 
that anybody noticed kept Barbara from feel¬ 
ing vexed. 

44 If you should even come to see me, I will 
show you how we get in, Miss Andorson,” she 
said. 44 Good-night all! It’s too bad to have 
given you so much trouble, Mr. Howland.” 

She was gone like a flash, and Forsyth did 
not overtake her till she reached the door. 

“Won’t you shake hands?” he asked. 
44 Mayn’t Mrs. Reeves bring me to see you, 
please ?” 

44 Oh, yes,” Barbara answered, indifferently; 
44 only I’m always busy nearly ; but maybe you 
couldn’t get in,” she added, beginning to laugh, 
and the joyous sound floated through the still 
night, and caused Charley Howland to wince, 
and bite his mustache savAgely. 

“That girl’s a born—” began Forsyth. 

“Heiress,” added Barbara, quickly. 

44 Exactly! What a fool Howland most be 
to endure her. I never thought he oared so 
much for money,” returned Forsyth; and as 
he really did not mean to be ill-natured, of 


course bis words sank into Barbara’s mind, 
and bore their fruit. 

The very next day, after school hours were 
over, Forsyth and Mrs. Reeves drove to the 
cottage ; but Barbara chanced to have gone 
out, much to old Eunice’s indignation, though 
she had gone at the autocrat’s request. Bat 
the day after that was Saturday, and Barbara’s 
day of freedom, a fact which Forsyth bad dis¬ 
covered, and took advantage of accordingly. 
He came and asked her to go to walk, and 
while they were absent, Howland, having man¬ 
aged to escape from Miss Anderson’s clutches, 
called at the cottage, and received scant mea¬ 
sure of civility from Eunice, whose ideas were 
old-fashioned, and who thought, as she told 
Barbara later, 44 one chap at a time was en¬ 
ough for any girl to have hangin’ about her.” 

On Sunday Barbara met them all at church, 
but Miss Anderson and fate defeated a little 
plan Howland had formed during service. The 
heiress fastened herself to his arm, and he had 
the pleasure of seeing Forsyth walk off by 
Barbara’s side, and this time he was in a fierce 
rage with the little schoolmistress, and men¬ 
tally called her a flirt, and anathematised her 
as heartless, after the fashion of bis sex, at 
such untoward moments. 

Before all these present mishaps and mis¬ 
understandings arose between the two, there 
had been six weeks of delightful acquaintance, 
during which there was not a single cloud to 
disturb the brightness. It was rather hard on 
them both to have their pretty romance so 
rudely broken ; but of course they helped the 
matter along by believing the worst of each 
other, and accepting every word and action in 
a different sense from that in which it was 
meant. 

Much of this was apparent to Miss Ander¬ 
son. That young lady had come to Fernlands 
for the express purpose of allowing Howland 
to ask herself and her shekels as a gift. She 
had given him every opportunity so lo do dur¬ 
ing the previous winter in town; but as he 
had not taken advantage thereof, she intended 
there should be a different ending this time, 
even if she had to stoop to conquer. 

Barbara fully determined to persist in her 
resolution not to join the Fernlands’ party in 
their search after amusement; but she found 
herself constantly forced to break new vows, 
owing to the persistence with which Mrs. 
Beeves and Forsyth overwhelmed her with im¬ 
portunities. The latter, indeed, made no secret 
of his admiration, and, thanks to Miss Ander¬ 
son, Charley Howland was made to beliete that 
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Barbara received his attentions with more 
than pleasure. The coolness between the pair 
increased rapidly, and, as Howland, in sheer 
desperation, commenced a sort of lazy flirta¬ 
tion with the heiress, she began to believe that 
her plans were nearing success. An accident 
nearly upset them. Barbara and Howland 
chanced to meet alone in his sister’s private 
morning-room one day, and, after a few mo¬ 
menta attempt at dignity, fell a talking, and 
would have got at a solution of their troubles, 
had it not been for Miss Anderson’s inoppor¬ 
tune entrance. She was always flitting about 
where she had the least business, and her fa- 
piiliar directed her hither. 

It made the heiress take a new resolution, 
and, having concocted her fresh scheme, it 
seemed to her that there were two chances out 
of three of its success. 

Only the next afternoon, as Barbara was sit¬ 
ting alone in her school-room, after the schol¬ 
ars had gone, setting copies, correcting exer¬ 
cise-books, And looking much more dreary and 
poetical than agreed with the commonplace 
task, she was startled by somebody speaking 
close at her elbow. She was nervous in these 
days, and nearly upset her desk; then she 
looked, and saw the heiress with her black 
eyes brighter than ever, and her face more 
disagreeably handsome than usual. 

“Did I frighten you?” she asked, laughing 
heartily as she always could at other people’s 
annoyances. 

“ Good afternoon, Miss Anderson,” said Bar¬ 
bara, calmly enough, forcing back her self- 
possession. “Won’t you sit down? There’s 
only a bench to offer you. I don’t have visi¬ 
tors here often, else I’d have an easy chair.” 

“ I’ve been into the village, and thought I’d 
just look in at you,” explained the heiress. 
“You are very good,” said Barbara. 

“ And here you sit, like a pretty robin in a 
bower,” pursued Miss Anderson, eying her j 
sharply. j 

“That sounds like poetry,” returned Bar- j 
bar a, laughing ; and Miss Anderson laughed j 
too, though she appeared oddly preoccupied. | 
“ I believe you’re a good little soul,” said ! 
ahe, suddenly. | 

“Many thanks for the information,” quoth | 
Barbara, and did a little mock humility, look- ! 
ing rather scpimful the while. I 

“Oh, don’t tease me 1” exclaimed the heir¬ 
ess, “ else I shall cry! I came here on pur¬ 
pose to tell you a secret. I must tell some¬ 
body, else my heart will break, and you’re the j 
only soul near whom I can trust.” I 


Somehow Barbara felt as if a cold wind had 
suddenly blown across her naked heart; but 
she sat very quiet, and said something suitable 
to the occasion. 

“ I’m so nervous, I’d like to cry,” continued 
the heiress, and tried to squeeze out a few 
tears ; but the effort was so unsuccessful, that 
she speedily gave it up. “You don’t ask me 
what it is,” she continued, fretfully. 

“I thought you were going to tell me,” re¬ 
plied Barbara, having much ado not to shiver 
and shake under the sharp eyes of the other. 

“ It’s a great secret, you understand?” 

Barbara nodded. 

“ My mother and step-father will be furious ; 
they had set their hearts on my marrying a 
relative of his. I know they will persecute 
me horribly, so I dare not let it be known; 
but I must tell somebody; do comfort me; do 
say something nice!” 

She hid her face in her hands, and tried to 
sob, but it was not well done. 

“Don’t sit there like a statue,” she cried, 
finding that she could do histrionics best in 
words. 

“But you’ve not told me what it is,” ob¬ 
served Barbara, in a slow, calm voice. 

“But you know—you understand !” 

“ I am very stupid, I fear-” 

“Why,” interrupted the heiress, “I am 
secretly engaged to him! Nobody must know 
it v not even his sister! You’ll not tell; but 
you’ll help me ; you’ll be good to me; I like 
you so much, and so does he.” 

“You are leaving me still in the dark,” re¬ 
turned Barbara, and her voice was slower and 
quieter than ever. “Who is the ‘he* I am to 
congratulate ?” 

“Oh, you’re not to let him dream you know 
it. Promise—swear!” cried the heiress, clasp¬ 
ing her hands tragically, then forgetting to 
wait for Barbara’s answer, in her eagerness 
to add—“ But you can guess who it is ?” 

“Not in the least,” said Barbara, as quickly 
and clearly as if she were not telling a fib; 
but, indeed, considering all things, one could 
not much blame her. “ Who is it, Miss An¬ 
derson ?” 

The heiress turned her head away to hide 
the blush that was not on her cheeks, and 
whispered tbe name. 

“Oh, Mr. Howland,” repeated Barbara, and 
was proud of her own composure. “ And you 
have a little secret too. I am sure that makes 
it all the pleasanter, and how nice of you to 
tell me.” 

“You’ll be true; you’ll not tell?” gasped 
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the heiress, clutching wildly at Barbara’s 
hands, which Barbara was careful to keep out 
of her reach. 

“ Certainly not,” she replied. 

Miss Anderson sobbed and gasped a little, 
closely watching Barbara from behind her 
handkerchief, though she might as well have 
watched the wooden pillar against which she 
leant, for any sign the girl’s cold face afforded. 
Then the heiress poured out a broken and very 
sketchy tale, discovered it was late, and, after 
a tender leave-taking, hurried away. 

Barbara sat there till the sun went down— 
not working, not weeping—staring blankly at 
the pile of copy-books. The last glow of red 
light faded, the room grew chill, the shadows 
started up like ghosts about her, and she re¬ 
membered it was time to go home. She rose, 
got her hat, locked the door behind her with 
an odd feeling that she had just locked her 
heart and her youth in a black tomb, and 
walked away, as quiet as ever. 

Only the very next day, Mr. Forsyth over¬ 
took her, on her way back from school, and, 
in very nice fashion, offered himself and his 
fortune for her acceptance. He was dread¬ 
fully in earnest, and, for a few moments, as 
she listened to the picture he painted, of the 
freedom, the new life he could givo her, Bar¬ 
bara’s mind was troubled by the thought that 
perhaps the best thing she could do was to let 
him take her away forever. 

Only an instant—not long enough to make 
her waver—then she knew it would be a sin, 
not only wicked to herself, but more wicked to 
him, for she could never give him other than 
the coldness of regard and esteem. She had 
to tell him this, and then ho went off, behav¬ 
ing to the last in so manly a fashion, that Bar¬ 
bara did for him what she had not done for 
herself, during the long, horrible hours which 
had elapsed since Miss Anderson’s uncalled-for 
confidence, shed a few tears, and blamed her¬ 
self that she could not have spoken at least a 
word of comfort. 

After Mr. Forsyth’s departure, the group at 
Ferlands changed as often as the colors of a 
kaleidoscope, during the next two weeks, but 
through all the comings and goings, Miss An¬ 
derson kept her place. Barbara had only been 
twice to the house. She contrived to avoid 
Mrs. Reeves* visits, to return polite refusals to 
numerous notes, asking for her company, and 
thrice to escape without being seen by Charley 
ITowland, when he called at the cottage, in¬ 
solently enough, ns Barbara said to. herself. 
Fortunately for her, Mr. Forsyth had told Mrs. 


Reeves the story of his rejection, so that made 
a show of reason for Barbara’s behavior ; she 
was afraid of being laughed at or scolded. 

But one day Mrs. Reeves drove down to the 
brown cottage, and caught her. She would 
take no denial; Barbara must and should go 
back to luncheon. The whole troop of guests 
had gone off on an expedition to some lake and 
glen, and Mrs. Reeves could have her favorite 
to herself for awhile. 

“ I planned it on purpose,” said she. “ Now 
get your hat, while J say a word to dear grand¬ 
ma, and off we go.” 

There was no decent pretext for refusing, 
and Barbara had no reason now, except that 
she dreaded to see the placo where she had 
been so happy, look changed and forlorn under 
the coldness of her present life. 

“ You’re grown thin, I declare.” Mrs. Reeves 
averred. “You work too hard, and you’ve 
been fretting about that poor man you sent cff. 
Well, well, don’t try to frown; I’ll not say a 
word more.” 

The visit did Barbara good, in spite of the 
shiver and chill that came back, as she en¬ 
tered the pretty morning-room, where she had 
so often sat in those first delightful weeks of 
summer, while Chailcy Howland read aloud, 
or talked pleasant nonsense, which took a deep 
significance from a hundred earnest looks and 
shades of manner. 

In the middle of the afternoon, the party 
came back unexpectedly enough. They had 
missed the road, and finally did their picnic 
luncheon in a convenient wood, and rushed 
homeward. 

It was sometime before Barbara could get 
away from the people she knew; but she suc¬ 
ceeded at last, and stole off into the garden, 
meaning to get from there to the Chestnut 
Grove, and so gain the field-path which led 
homeward. 

But the first turn in the walk brought her 
face to face with Charley Howland. In the 
house he had only spoken a few words to her, 
and then disappeared; now he stood straight 
in her road, so that she could not escape, and 
as she glanced shyly into his face, she saw be 
looked pale and worn in spite of his happiness. 

“ I knew you would come this way,” he said. 
“I won’t, detain you ; but I must ask you a 
question.” 

“Ask me?” returned Barbara, and took a 
firm grasp' of her pride, So that she might ap 
pear calm. 

“Yes. What lias changed you so ; how have 
I offended you V* 
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He fixed his great, dark eyes on her face 
with a reproachful glance, which angered her. 

“ I am neither changed or offended,” she re¬ 
plied, coldly. “ Let me pass, pray ; I’ve no 
time for comedy.” 

“ For shame, Barbara !” he exclaimed, hotly. 
“That is not like you ! I will tell you what I 
meant to, though. I love you—I Oh, Bar¬ 
bara. you are breaking my heart.” 

She raised her hand, as if to ward off a blow. 
Her face grew ashen; her eyes shot fire with 
the quick passion that thrilled her. 

“ How dare you insult me in this way !” she 
exclaimed. 

“Insult you? Oh, Barbara, is it an insult 
to tell you that I love you?” 

‘•Yes, under the circumstances! Nobody 
but a coward would have done it! You thought 
I woubi be silent; that you could trifle with me 
—outrage me ! Oh, you shall see that I am able 
to revenge myself, and I’ll do it—yes, I will!” 

He stood staring at her in dumb surprise. 
She ran forward a few steps, and he followed 
her mechanically. Her eyes had caught the 
Butter of a woman’s garments in the adjoining 
path. * 

“Miss Anderson,” she called, “come here, 
quickly.” 

The heiress had been spying about, fearing 
that the pair might be together; and having 
heard of their whereabouts was hastening to 
interrupt the interview. 

At Barbara’s imperious summons, she came 
toward them, crying, 

“Who called? What is it? Oh, Barbara 

Lake, and- Why, what do you want, Mr. 

Howland?” 

“I? Nothing,” he replied, and stood look¬ 
ing from one woman to the other. 

“It was I who called you,” exclaimed Bar¬ 
bara, pale with rage, so stung by the insult 
she believed herself to have received, that she 
could not control her passion. “ I choose you 
to hear. Let him say it over before you !” 

“ I have no objection, Miss Lake, if that will 
afford you the slightest satisfaction,” said How¬ 
land, calmly. 

“ Why—why—what is it ?” stammered Maria 


Anderson, turning a greenish white with sud¬ 
den dread. 

Barbara was roused to new fury by his 
words and manner. He was daring her; he 
did not believe she would speak! 

“ This man has presumed to tell me of his 
love—your betrothed, Miss Anderson. It is 
for you to answer him, not me.” 

Miss Anderson turned a more sickly white, 
and Howland burst out laughing. 

“There’s an ending to a tragic scene,” said 
he, controlling himself quickly. “ Pray ask 
her, Miss Anderson, how she got that idea in 
her head.” 

“ Yes, how odd ! Oh, I—it was just a joke, 
Barbara,” faltered the heiress, while Barbara’s 
head went round and round, and Howland's 
eyes drove Miss Anderson nearly mad. “ A 
pair of idiots !” she shrieked, suddenly, giving 
free vent to her pain and wrath. “Barbara 
j Lake, I'll pay you well for this !” 

With an insane, sounding burst of sobs and 
unintelligible words, she darted off, and the 
two stood there alone. In the midst of the 
whirl in her brain, Barbara heard his dear 
voice, saying, 

“ We don’t need any explanation now—we 
both understand ! Barbara! Barbara ! I haven’t 
deceived myself. You do care—you do! Come 
to me, Barbara—mine—ray very own.” 

She crept silently into the shelter of the lov¬ 
ing arms which stretched themselves to clasp 
her, and there was no word spoken for many 
moments, though they could have both sworn 
they were talking all the while. 

Late that evening, when Howland returned 
from the brown cottage, his sister met. him 
with a lame explanation on the part of the 
heiress. She had only meant a joke, and asked 
him to say that he believed her. He was happy 
enough to say anything to please anybody, 
and the next morning Miss Anderson and her 
maid, departed. 

Of course, so contemptible a woman as site 
would not believe it; but there was never any 
further explanation between the lovers ; and her 
n:\me never even gained the honor of mention 
or thought in the midst of their happiness. 


C H I L D II E N. 

BT A. K. JOBS*. 


The paths tha+ lead as to Goffs throne, 
Seem worn ay children's feet; 

So smal’. and ;et «o difficult. 

Are wnvi bv which wo meet. 


We cannot know their childish hearts, 
We cannot know their grief. 
Although we, too, were children once, 
And years gone by are briet 
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BY H A B R Y 

“ Did any of you fellows ever Bee a dragon ? 
A real, live dragon ?” 

The speaker was Charley Stone. The place 
was the smoking-room of the Club. 

“A dragon!” It was a chorus of derisive 
▼oices that replied. 

“ Yes ! You laugh because you have never 
Been one. I don’t want to be rude,” said Char¬ 
ley, coolly looking around the circle, “ but it 
Beems to me you’re quite as absurd, in spite of 
your boasted civilization, as the Bengalees, 
who, because they have never seen ice, think 
you’re chaffing them, when you say that rivers 
freeze over.” 

“But a dragon,” cried Jack Stanton, with a 
guffaw, “a real, live dragon!” 

“ Yes! a dragon,” retorted Charley. “ Haven’t 
we authority for it in both sacred and profane | 
history ? The Scriptures speak of dragons. 
The army of Regulus, in Africa, killed some¬ 
thing very like a dragon. The traditions of 
all peoples and races speak of dragons, from 
the polished Greek to the pig-eyed Chinese/’ 

“ Myths, my dear fellow, myths,” said Jack, 
Bententiously. “There never were dragons.” 

“Pardon me. What else was the Saurian? 
Go into a geological museum, and you will see, 
any day, the skeleton of the monster. That 
settles the question, as to whether there ever 
were dragons or not.” 

“Very well put,” said Jack, lighting a fresh 
segar. “ I give that part up.” 

“ The next point is, were they cotemporary 
with man ? Now we know that the reindeer 
of France, the urus, and the Siberian mam¬ 
moth, once supposed to have been Pre-Adamite, 
survived until the human species appeared on 
earth. Which is the more probable, that some 
of the Saurian tribe lived down to the advent 
of man, or that the idea of so strange and ab¬ 
normal a monster should have been evolved out 
of what the Germans call * the inner con¬ 
sciousness’ of a savage or savages ?” 

“Well,” said Jack, pulling his mustache, 
perplexedly, “ I should think the former.” 

“ Moreover, the dragon, as he has been tra¬ 
ditionally pictured by the Chinese and Japan¬ 
ese, for thousands of years, is* making due allow¬ 
ance for the low state of art among those people, 
a very graphic representation of a Saurian.” 
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“So he is,” cried Jack. “I never thought 
of that before.” 

“Now, the only remaining question,” went 
on Charley, pinching a new segar before he 
lighted it “ is this—has the Saurian lived down 
to our time ? In remote and primeval regions, 
such as you still find, occasionally, in South 
America and Africa; in those vast morasses, 
which, geologically, speaking, are like the 
earlier formations, it is yet possible—is it 
not ?—that Saurians, that is dragons, may be 
found.” 

“ If you put it in that way,” cried Jack, 
“egad ! you may be more than half right.” 

“ More than half right ?” thundered Charley. 
“ I know I am right, altogether. Why, I’ve 
both seen and shot a dragon.” 

“ Shot a dragon !” cried Jack, jumping from 
his chair, as if a bullet had hit him. 

The wonder and amazement were not con¬ 
fined to Jack. The roost eager curiosity—a 
curiosity that was half incredulous, I must con¬ 
fess—was in every countenance, as Charley, 
coolly knocking the ashes from his segar, and 
looking steadily at each of us in succession, 
went on. 

“It was down on the western coast of Africa, 
mind you,” he said, “ a good way south of the 
Bight of Benin, where we had been driven by 
stress of weather, that I saw the monster. I 
was, at that time, supercargo on the good 
barque Samaritan, Bob Cushman being master 
and principal owuer. Bob was of a first-rate 
old Boston sea-faring family, and had just been 
getting married, and his wife, as plucky a girl 
as ever lived, insisted on going out with him. 
We had a charming time, for a while ,* fair 
winds ; everything we could desire. At last a 
gale struck us, that lasted, off and on, for nearly 
three weeks. In all that time we didn’t get & 
solitary observation. When the storm had 
blown itself out, we found ourselves hundreds 
of miles from our course, and had nothing to 
do but to beat back, with baffiing winds, no end 
of thunder-storms, and beastly, hot calms! 

“Two months passed in this way. Finally 
| we sighted land, aud as we were nearly ont of 
| water, and two-thirds of ear crew were down 
with fever, we ran for it at once, though w® 

[ knew it was the fever-cursed African coast. 
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“ We dropped anchor in a swollen, muddy, 
swirling river, with mangroves coming close 
down to the water’s edge, and millions of mon¬ 
keys chattering in the dense forest on either 
side; and the next evening, manning a boat 
with what of our crew was left fit for duty, we 
set forth to look for fresh water. So short- 
handed were we, that, when we mustered 
finally for this expedition, there wasn’t a single 
able-bodied man we could leave behind with 
Bob’s wife, But she, brave girl, said it didn’t 
matter. ‘You’ll not be gone more than a day 
or two,* she declared, 4 and I don’t mind being 
left alone for that time. Fortunately there are 
no natives about here to do one barm.' 

“We took the flood-tide, as the moon rose, 
and pulled steadily up stream. 

“ Abodt an hour after midnight, wo cfttne to 
a high bluff, and landing at its foot, found a 
delicious spring, which bubbled up, clear nnd 
cool, amid luxuriant grasses and flowers, that 
reminded us of dear, old New England. We 
bad taken soundings, all the way along, and 
found there was depth of water enough to 
bring the barque up to the bluff; so, resting 
till the tide turned, we started again for the 
mouth of the river with the ebb. 

“ It was a sight of extraordinary, beauty. 
We, who live in northern climes, have no 
idea of the splendor of tho heavens, in the 
tropics. The larger 6tara come out as brilliant 
as New England moons, and the moon is as 
bright almost as the sun here, 6nly more 
silvery. The banks, on either hand, were 
covered with luxuriant vegetation: great man¬ 
groves that sent their contorted, snake-like 
roots far out into the river; gigantic trees, 
covered with long, trailing moss, or hung with 
huge leaves, that flapped, silently, ink the still 
bight-air, like the wings of weird birds. The 
day was just breaking, as we entered the reach 
of the river, where the barque lay moored ; a 
close, sultry, foggy morning, like an August 
one at home, only a hundred times intensified. 

“Poor Bob had been nervous and excited, 
ever since we had left the bluff. He had a pre¬ 
sentiment, he said, that something' Was going 
to happen to his wife; and be urged the men, 
continually, to greater speed, though the poor 
fellows, tired out with their long pull, were al¬ 
ready doing their best. It was with a: tty of 
joy, therefore, that I saw the black hull of the 
barque, with its tracery of yards and rigging 
above, standing out, sharp and clean, against 
the gray, western sky, in Which the Wan moon 
was just setting. But I had hardly tittered the 
hurrah, when Bob clutched me wildly by the 


arm, and cried hoarsely. ‘Look, look!’ Great 
heavens! what is that?’ 

“I followed his horror-struck gaze, and saw 
a sight that froze my very blood. Lying in the 
slime of the shore, between us and the barque, 
but much closer to the latter than to our boat, 
wallowed a vast monster, nameless in shape, 
that, at tUis instant, raised its repulsive hekd, 
and seeming to discern the ship for the first 
time, began to put its huge bulk in motion, as 
if to devour this new-found prey. As it rose 
from the mud and reeds of the shore, its vast 
proportions and unsightly figure became dis 
tinctly visible. Half-crocodile, half-elcphaut 
in body, with a large, taperiug, scaly tail, and 
with a neck like a giraffe’s, that swayed to 
and fro, as it waddled along, it would have 
been less an object of disgust, if it had not in¬ 
spired such unspeakable horror. Its legs, and 
the claws at the end of them, were more than 
fins, and were yet not feet. Misshapen, un¬ 
developed, terrible, gigantic, it rolled, as it 
were, along, leaving a great furrow in the mud 
behind it. All this time, its enormous head, 
in which glittered two large, fiery-red eyes, 
swung from side to side, as a horse’s when 
weaving, as stable-boys call it; and its hideous 
mouth, filled with steel-like teeth, opened and 
shut, with eager appetite, and a snap that we 
could hear even at our distance. 

“It soon reached the water, and, sliding 
in, began to swim awkwardly, yet swifily, to¬ 
ward the barque. Fora moment, notwiihatand- 
ing its apparent intention, I had hoped it was 
not amphibious, and that, therefore, terrible 
as it looked, the vessel and its precious freight 
would be safe from it. But this illusion could 
be indulged iu np longer. The monster was 
so much nearer the ship than we were, that, 
long before we could get alongside, its mighty 
jaws would be crunching fhe timbers liko egg¬ 
shells. Nor was this all. Even if we reached 
the barque, what, could we do against such 
an adversary? All thi,s rushed through my 
mind, the unhappy husband, at my side, 
groaned-, ‘Oh! can nothing be done?’ . 

“ Nothing done ? It was certain death, but 
we would, I said to myself, at least die ; heroi¬ 
cally. I never went on any expedition with¬ 
out my rifle, and my friend was also armed. 
He bad clutched his gun, as he spoke, and 
though the range was a long one, took aim, and 
fired.. Tbte ball hit the monster, but without 
~1’eriously injuring him. I saw it glance off 
from bis scaly hid*. He turned, however, to 
see from what quarter his assailants came, nnd 
discovering us, wheeled his enormous bulk 
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around, and creating his neck and head high 
above the water, made rapidly for us, with ' 
eyes flashing with rage. I fired, almost in¬ 
stantly, taking his eyes for a mark, hoping in 
this way to reach the brain. But his incessant, 
undnlatory movements made it impossible for 
me to be sure in my aim, and I had the horror of 
seeing that my shot had not even touched the 
dragon, for such I now knew the animal to bo. 

“ Both rifles, by this time, were discharged, 
and as neither was a breech-loader, the mon¬ 
ster would, almost- certainly, be upon us, be¬ 
fore we could re-load. 

14 * Turn and pull away, it is our only chance,’ 

I cried. ‘A stern-chase is a long one, and it 
will give some time to re-load.* But the boat 
remained motionless, and glancing abound, I 
saw that part of the crew were cowering in the 
bottom, paralyzed, and that the others had 
frantically leaped overboard ; reason and cour¬ 
age, in what were otherwise brave and intel¬ 
ligent fellows, having given way in the face of 
this appalling and unheard-of danger. 4 Load, 
load. Bob,’ l shouted at this. 4 and give it to him 
again; he must have a weak spot somewhere.’ 

44 My answer was the click of the hammer, 
as Bob drew it back to put a cap on his rifle, 
nud immediately after came the sharp, ring¬ 
ing sound of the ball as it sped on its way. I 
did not venture to look up, fdr l was ramming 
my own ball home, but I knew from the ter¬ 
rible cry of my friend, that hm fire had proved 
as ineffectual, this time, as before. In a flash, 
all that depended on my next shot, the last 
probably that £ should ever discharge, blazed, 
vivid and intense, before me. As in a magic- 
lantern I saw, in succession, the awful scenes. 
Once having dispatched us, there would be 
nothing to prevent his wreaking his rage on 
the barque. The vision of what would happen 
there almost unmanned me. But the noise of 
the monster, close at hand, like the quick pad¬ 
dling of a ferry-boat, stimulated me afresh. I 
had now got my ball home; it was bnt a mo¬ 
ment’s work to cap the nipple; then I lifted 
the rifle, and glanced along its shining barrel, 
feeling as if I had a thousand lives beating in 
my veins, and was willing to sell them all. 4 Fire, 


fire, for God’s sake, fire!’ cried the husband, as 
I paused in this position. Bui I had resolved 
I would not fire, till I saw, at least, a chance 
of hitting a vulnerable part, or till the huge 
\ beast was actually upou us. Already this last 
\ contingency was close at hand. 1 could hear 
S the noise of the oreature breathing, and feel 
: nis hot breath ; the water around us was, even 
\ uow, swirling and eddying before the distarb- 
\ ance created by his vast circumference. At 
that instant, as he raised his huge head 
\ angrily, waving it from side to side, I saw 
| what seemed a thinner fold of skin, just where 
the neck and breast met—you see the same in 
a tortoise—a fold that grew thinner yet as it 
: was distended by the act of stretching out the 
neck and head. Here, if anywhere, was a 
vital entrance, for the heart lay directly be¬ 
hind it. Quick as thought my barrel sought 
! it; the hammer fell; the shot rang out on the 
sultry air. 4 Hurrah !’ 1 shouted, in uncontrol¬ 
lable excitement, as 1 saw the blood spout from 
the wound, dyeing the water all around. In¬ 
stantly the head fell fiat on the tide, with a 
; swashing sound ; the mighty body rolled over 
; on its side; and then the dragon floated past 
> our boat, the horrible fins and tail thrashing 
i the wafer in the death-agony. 

44 1 turned to look at my friend. lie had 
fallen, in a dead faint, across the tiller-ropes. 

44 Well,” continued Charley, drawing a long 
breath, 44 of course we made for the barque, 
immediately. The happiest moment, I think, 
of all my life was when we leaped on deck, 
and found everything safe. Bob’s pretty wife 
was still asleep ; she had not even heard of the 
monster; and thank heaven ! she never saw 
him either, or he might have haunted her 
dreams for weeks. As for us, we got up an¬ 
chor at once, and made sail. 4 Better go on 
half allowance of water for weeks,’ said Bob, 

4 and be short-handed all the way to Shanghai, 
than stay another hour in this Inferno.’ 

“ But I have sinoe regretted that we did not 
remain long enough to bring away the head of 
the monster, or aeoare some other trophy of him. 
I coaid then have proved what you seem to 
doubt—that I shot thk last dragon.” 


THE BREEZE. 


IT R. H. MARTLET. 


Buxzs, breeze of the hill, 
Lightly, merrily play* 
frolic around me while you will; 
When your work dou", away! 


Then, as your,life is spent 
Laboring, so may I 
Work, at the work that God has sent 
And faithfully doing, die. 


Digitized by v^ooQLe 



THE REIGNING BELLE. 


BT MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS'. 

[Entered, according to Act of Congress, in the year 1871, by Mrs. Ann S. Stephens, in the Clerk’s Office of the District 
Court of the United States, for the Southern District of New York.] 

CONTINUED PROM PAGE 216. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

The next morning after the ball Mr. Smith 
arose very cross, and Mrs. Smith slept late, so 
lAte that Jerusha Maria grew fearfully impa¬ 
tient, and, having slept off her liberal share of 
the paregoric, wanted to have the usual rough 
and tumble romp on her mother's bed, a desire 
the drowsy woman repulsed with n half-angry 
growl, that made the child first open her eyes 
wide with astonishment, then fill her mouth 
with indignant screams. These James was 
expected to pneify, while Kate Gorman got the 
breakfast in grim discontent, for she too was 
suffering from want of sleep, and took ven¬ 
geance on the gridiron and coffee-mill, v.bicb 
she banged about viciously, and ground with 
the fury of a Nemisis. 

While Smith eat his solitary breakfast, which 
was in itself enough to sour any man’s temper, 
*the coffee being thick with grounds, and the 
fried potatoes bitter with smoke, Boyce opened 
the store, and dragged forth his baskets and 
boxesof merchandise under the sheltering awn¬ 
ing ; vegetables left over from the previous 
night, and fruit with a suspicion of decay creep¬ 
ing through it—for Smith had slept too late for 
the early market hour—and even his stock in 
trade felt the effect of that one nighj’s advent 
into high life, the splendor of whicb had de¬ 
moralized his home. Thus it chanced that the 
store work came entirely to Boyce, and that 
interesting child, with her screams, her kicks, 
and wonderful capacity for hair-tugging, fell 
to James, while Kate scolded, and Mrs. Smith 
slept. 

In vain the lad tried to hush the indignant 
young lady; in vain he bent bis head* and 
offered a tempting mass of raven curls for her 
hands to revel in. Once or t^ice, I aip afraid, 
he was tempted to shake her soundly ; in fact, 
be did practice a little in that line, but ended 
it all in fun, and finished by making up faces, 
that turned her continuous howl into shrieks 
of laughter. 

At last Smith went down stairs, wondering 
if there was no way of stopping that child’s 


noise,. and wishing that he were a woman with 
nothing to do but sleep till noon, contented as 
a lamb, with an Irish girl slamming things 
about, and an only child yelling Hail Columbia 
in his ears. 

Mrs. Smith was too soundly asleep to hear 
this sarcasm, and the young lady aforesaid 
set up a new tune of offence, feeling deeply 
wronged, when her father passed down stairs, 
without an effort to appease her grief. 

James struggled under these difficulties with 
wouderful patience ; he tossed Miss Smith into 
the air till she caught her breath like a sun- 
fish out of water. He set her down in his lap, 
and trotted her to Boston, with the agility of a 
race horse. He exhibited a pair of red mo¬ 
rocco boots on her own little feet, which filled 
her with a moment’s admiration, and a burst 
of fervent laughter. He carried her to the 
window, and pointed out her lather, who was 
talking with Boyce in front of the store, in an 
earnest and rather excited manner, which did 
not strike him as singular, as everybody was 
restless and excited that morning. But there 
was something strange about Boyce, who 
seemed to be talking in a low, eager voice, and 
watching the thunder-cloud on his employer’s 
faoe, with keen, side-long glances, that struck 
the l&d who looked on as false and sinister. 

Even the child seemed to notice something 
strange about her father, and stopped crying 
suddenly. For some unaccountable reason the 
boy’s heart fell, and he watched the two as 
they walked back into the store with a feeling 
of vague apprehension. Why, a wiser person 
than himself could not have told; for he had 
done no wrong, and had no enemies, unless 
that young fellow, Boyce, was one. 

This was what hud happened in the store 
below. In the hurry of preparation for Mrs. 
Carter’s party, r considerable amount of money 
had been left in the desk, a circumstance that 
seldom happened, and which Smith had always 
provided against, by a deposit every afternoon. 
Before going up to dress, he had locked the 
desk, and put the key in his pocket, leaving it 
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there when he changed his clothes. When he 
went down in the morning, this money was 
gone, and with it some of the more expensive 
portions of his stock—two or three small boxes 
of choice tea, which bore his private mark, 
and other # articles, amounting to the value of 
several huudred dollars. Now these things 
might have been removed from the store by 
one person, but a horse and wagon must have 
been used to carry them away, if they were 
taken any distance. It had been considerably 
after nine the night before when Smith and 
his wife started for the party. Boyce had gone 
oiit with Kate Gorman directly after, as he 
confessed, having been locked out by James 
Laurence, who retained possession of the key. 1 
IIow then could this robbery have taken place I 
before ten. Kate Gorman had been about all 1 
the time, and so was James, who was anxious, 
Boyce said, that the key should be left with 
him. This was all that Boyce knew of the 
matter. He and Kate Gorman had been to¬ 
gether all the time after they left the store, 
till they returned to it. Early in the evening 
they had watched the guests going into the 
Carter mansion ; then they had been at the 
Bowery theatre. In fact, every minute of his 
time could be accounted for. But the boy 
James, Boyce knew nothing about him, only 
that he wanted to stay at home, and was ra¬ 
ther anxious to keep the key, and had fastened 
the door after them when he and Kate went 
out. Of course, there was nothing wrong about 
that. True, money had been missing in small 
sums more than once ; but thieves were adroit, 
and, in the hurry of business, the money 
drawer was left exposed sometimes. There 
was no reason to suspect James, because a few 
dollars had been found missing now and then. 

But for these sagacious hints, perhaps, Mr. 
Smith never would have suspected the boy. 
He knew how adroit burglars could bfc, and his 
thoughts naturally turned in that direction; 
but Boyce had managed to unite the boy with 
this very idea. Burglars always had accom¬ 
plices, he said, frequently among the servant 
girls; but that could not be true of Kate Gor¬ 
man, who was honest as the day was long; be¬ 
sides, she had been with him all the time. No, 
no, it could not possibly be Kate Gorman, nor 
James. Things might look a little squally in 
his direction; but the little chap was true as 
steel; to suspect him was just nonsense. 

Smith said little. He was a shrewd, close 
man, who kept his thoughts and his money 
very much to himself. He questicmeK Boyce 
closely enough, and imbibed suspicions con¬ 


scientiously, that influenced his after action 
to a cruel extent; but he came to no definite 
conclusion for that day at least. This much 
he settled. Mrs. Smith was to know nothing if 
the robbery; first, because discovery was not 
likely to spring out of much talking, and again, 
because his wife had warned him of danger in 
having so much money in the store. Besides, 
what was the use of telling her? Women were 
always Marplots in such affairs. No, no, he 
would betake himself to a sharp detective, get 
the property back, and then tell his wife. 
Fortunately, she would be far too sleepy that 
day for any special interest in his affairs. 

Boyce was very willing to be sflent; in fact, 
he did not take lovingly to the investigation, 
and was glad to be rid of it; his face had been 
unusually pale from the first, and he moved 
uneasily when Smith's eyes were upon him, as 
if the thought of drawing suspicion on that 
young boy were distressing him. 

Not even to Kate Gorman did the grocer 
mention his loss; but he questioned her in a 
cautious way, and got full confirmation of all 
that Boyce had said. After this, he went to a 
detective, and set him on the alert. 

That day Boyce carried some groceries to 
Mrs. ‘ Lambert’s kitchen. He was very inti¬ 
mate in that region, especially with Robert the 
footman, who had a face not unlike his own, 
and hair of the same brick-dust hue, a tint 
that Ellen Post admired exceedingly. In fact, 
the waiting-maid’s fancy did not stop there, 
but took in the five feet ten of the footman’s 
entire person. For his sake, she gave a little 
lofty patronage to Boyce, though it was a thorn 
in her side that Robert’s influence had been 
brought to bear on the cook in the same direc¬ 
tion. 

After all, society is like a tangle of wild 
vines, it is impossible to Separate the fruit 
from the leaves that breathe for it. What so¬ 
ciety is in the mass, families are in detail. 
Each methber has an important influence on 
the others. The mistress of a household would 
often be shocked, if she dreamed how com¬ 
pletely she is the tool and puppet of a servant, 
with more brains and less money than herself; 
or how completely her most sacred thoughts 
are criticised And discussed In the kitchen. 

For Some days Miss Spicer had been staying 
with Mi's.' Lambert, who was far from well, 
and ktaf her rbotn, refusing to see any one but 
this girl, who brought her news from their 
outer world, and talked with her contindally 
on the only subject she wished to think of. 

Miss Spicer being an active person, erratio 
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in her movements, and fond of talking, had 
many spare hours which could not be spent 
with Mrs. Lambert, who wearied the girl, the 
moment her stock of news was exhausted, and 
pined for solitude, being sick at heart, and 
weary of everything. 

Now there was no other lady in the house, 
and, as Miss Spicer must fraternize with some 
one, it naturally fell out that she became inti¬ 
mate, and even confidential, with Ellen Post. 

A little before Boyoe brought his basket of 
groceries into the kitchen, Miss Spicer and 
Ellen were together in the young lady’s room, 
talking over the merits of a changeable silk, 
which Miss Spicer was in suspense about, not 
being quite certain of its effect upon her com¬ 
plexion. 

' Ellen Post stood in the center of the room, 
with her head crowned with its little French 
cap on one side holding up the breadths of 
shimmering silk, which changed and glistened 
like a pigeon’s neok with each movement of 
her hand. 

• “Now, for Mrs. Lambert, I should say at 
once, take it,” she said, with the solemn nir of 
a' priestess at the altar; “ but, for you, Mies 
Spicer, it is different. As a general thing, 
solid colors, and delicate at that, is what I 
could wish.” 

• “ Tou think so, Ellen ? Well, I am not sure. 
The silk is exquisitely lovely in itself.” 

“ Yes, but haven’t you observed, Miss Spicer, 
that the most charming tints in silk are not 
always the most telling, when 70 U get them 
on! There is the dress you* wo» 2 the other 
night. Now, to my mind, that dress was a 
failure.” 

“ That dress a failure ? Why, Ellen Post, it 
oost ten dollars a yard.” 

“ Shouldn’t wonder; but still, it didn’t come 
up to my expectations. When the madam 
came out, she killed it dead.” 

• “ Nothing, I believe, came up to any one’s 
expectations that night. I never spent such an 
evening. Every one I knew was out of sorts,” 
Said the young lady. 

“ I’m sure the madam was,” answered Ellen. 
“Never saw her so wild and white in my life. 
What could have happened? You ought to 
know, Miss Spicer—you, as one might say, 
apart of the family.” 

“No, I’m not, Elltfn Post, and it’s likely I 
never shall be.” 

J “ Wby, Miss Spicer, I thought it all set¬ 
tled. I am sure the' madam treats yea ns if 
you were her own daughter, and M*. Ivan—— 

“There, there, don’t 1 mention him! It’s 


only an aggravation. One day sweet as honey- 
dew, the next after some one else, flirting, like 
a humming-bird, right before my face, and 
daring to tell me that another girl—one of 
those forward, low creatures that sell goods— 
has rejected him.” 

Ellen Post dropped the silk which she had 
been bolding, and all its shiniug folds fell in a 
heap on the carpet. ' 

“ Miss Spicer, you don’t mean to say that!” 

“Yes, Ido mean to say just that, and could 
say more. Only think, Ellen Post, of tuking 
that girl’s leavings, a creulure with hair like 
ink, and eyes hid away under her lashes like 
a brook sleeping under rushes. Then the im¬ 
pudence of her air, walking lik* au empress, 
and she a shawl-fitter, or a—— Oh, I would 
give five thousand dollars this very hour to see 
her so disgraced, that he would be ashamed to 
own that he had ever spoken to her. I hate 
her very name!” 

“What is her name?” inquired Ellen Post. 

“ Laurence. Ev^ Laurence. Such a name 
for a shop-girl!” 

“Eva Laurence. I have heard that before. 
The madam kept saying it over in her sleep the 
night she come home from Mrs. Carter’s party. 
She docs not like the girl more than you, I 
am certain, though I never heard her speak the 
DAme, except in sleep; then it left her lips 
white, as if her bane had touched them.” 

“I should not wonder,” exclaimed Miss 
Spicer, struck by a sudden idea. “Didn’t you 
tell me that Mr. Ross, the great artist, called 
here once or twice ?” 

“ Once; I only remember once ; but. she re¬ 
ceived him irj her private room—a tiling I do 
not remember of any other man—and told me 
to say that she was not at home to a human 
being. He stayed ever so long—three hours, I 
should think.” 

“That is strange,” said the young lady. 
“She must have known him before.” 

“ Miss Spicer, if you’ll promise never to men¬ 
tion it, I’ll tell you something.” 

“ Well, I promise!” 

“ That man once forced himself into our gar¬ 
den, trampled down the beds, and insisted on 
finding madam in one of the green-houses, 
where he did find her, and there they talked 
together in a.strange way. I did not bear 
what they said, being in another part of the 
garden, and old Sterns there, so that I could 
not get oloser; but his voice was loud and 
clear, and hers — - Well, I can’t tell you what 
hers was like, only there was something that 
went to my^heart in it—tears buried out of 
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Bight since she was a girl. I should Bay-—” 

“ Well, Ellen, you have surprised me. Who 
would have thought it of her—so proud, so 
grandly self possessed ? I never dreamed that 
she could give way.” 

“ Give way ! Why, that man left her on the 
conservatory floorinadeud swoon,” said Ellen 
Post, bringing her story to a climax with thril¬ 
ling dexterity. 

Miss Spicer sunk down on the carpet, by the 
billowy waves of silk that Ellen had dropped 
there, holding up her hands in astonishment. 

“ Mrs. Lambert in a swoon, a down right 
fainting fit! I can't believe it. Indeed, in¬ 
deed, I can’t.” 

“You may, - for I helped to bring her out, 
and a dreadful*time we had of it. All that 
night long she lay like a dead woman, nnd 
never spoke a word, except one, and that was 
a name.” 

“ What name, Ellen ?’* 

“ Herman. I never heard it before, and I 
don’t know who it bedongs to in the least,” an¬ 
swered the ladies’ maid. 

“ Herman ; that is Am name—Herman Ross.” 

“Then, one thing is sure!” 

“WhM is that, Ellen?” 

“ She loves the man !” 

“ Ellen Post, you take away my breath !” 

“She laves the man. It was him she was 
chaffering for that night, when nothing conld 
please her. 

“The uight of Mrs. Carter’s party; do you 
mean that, Ellen?” 

“Of course I mean that. Never saw her so 
hard to please. I took off her diamonds twice, 
and had to put them on again at last. Never* 
saw anything like it. In any other person I 
should have known the signs ; but who Would 
suspect her of wanting to please any one in ; 
particular? But it’s all clear now. We've 
settled on the right man.” 

“ Why, Ellen, he’s going to marry this Lau¬ 
rence girl himself!” 

“ What! The man she loves?” 

“ As true as I sit here—he is engaged to her ! 
It all came out at the party. Mrs. Carter told 
it. This Ross is her bother, you know.” 

“That was what made her so white nnd 
wild. I understand it alt now. That is why 
she kept repeating the girl’s name in her sleep, 
which was more like a fit than natural slum¬ 
ber. She has not been herself since?” 

“No, you are right there; she seems like 
one stupefied by a blow—and Ivan is not much 
better. He was wild as a hawk that night. 
Only think of it—mother and son; but it 


J serves him right. I have no compassion for 
| him, and all but engaged to me.” 

“But if she marries this Ross, all will be at 
at an end with Mr. Ivan. 

“No, if won't. He thinks her the ioveliest, 
the most beautiful and accomplished creature 
in the world. Being married won’t hurt her 
with hihi. He will never think any oue fit to 
untie her shoes I want him tc despise her— 
hate her. I want to break up this match, which 
is killing your poor mistress.” 

“But how?” 

“ I don’t know. What is the good of being 
rich, when the thing you want most can't be 
got for money. Oh, if 1 had that girl under 
my feet, how I would stamp her down !” 

Ellen Post seated herself by the window, and 
fell into thought. She was a sharp, even-tem¬ 
pered schemer, who saw a chance of killing ' 
several birds with one stone, if it only could 
be brought about. Her ideas were crude as 
yet, but she saw a gleam of daylight through 
them. 

“ Five thousand dollars 1 Did you say that, 
Miss Spicer ?” - 

“I said five thousand; but what is the 

good ?” 

“ And you mean it.?” 

“Mean it? No, I don’t mean it, for the 
thing isn’t possible. If it were, I wouldn’t 
hesitate a momont.” 

“ What yon want is to disgrace this girl, so 
that neither of these men. would think of mar- 
; rying her ?” 

“That is what lam pining for, and what 
will make your lady a well and happy woman. 

It is for her sake.” 

“Never mind! I see!” said Ellen, inter¬ 
rupting the young lady without ceremony. 
“Now, there are various kinds of disgrace; 
some think poverty enough.” 

“ But that won’t do here; she is poor as a 
church mouse already, and they do not care a 
straw for it.” 

“ Yes, I understand. Wc must plunge deeper 
than thAt. When it is accomplished, I may be 
sure of the‘five thousand ?” 

“ I might promise safely, nnd cull it fifty 
thousand; but, if it ie possible for you to 
place this girl in a-position, which will drive 
all honorable men from her, I will gladly give 
yon the sufa I at futat spoke of.” 

“And the madam ?” 

“$he meet know nothing of this. She would 
condemn ue, and reject our help, though it ip 
mostly for her good,” said the young lady, 
with emphasis. “This mast rest between you 
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and myself. If another soul is informed, I for 
one will throw up the bargain.” 

“ There is uo need of that,” said EUen, half 
buried in thought. 

“ Furthermore, I must have nothing to do with 
this, only so far as the money is concerned/’ 

“ That ia understood. In fact, I see nothing 
that you could be of use in.” 

"Of course not.” 

“Nor do I see how any one oan act as yet; 
but all the same, Mias Spicer,* I shall earn 
your money.” 

44 Very well; I don’t ask how. I only wish 
for a thing, and when it oomes to pass, give so 
much money.” 

“Five thousand,” said the maid. 

“Five thousand,” answered the young lady, 
and the bargain was closed; 


CHAPTER XIX. • | 

Ellen Post went down to the kitchen just 
after Boyce entered it with his basket of gro¬ 
ceries, and there she found Robert conversing 
in a low, eager voice with the grocer's clerk. 
As the two stood together, the girl remarked 
the wonderful likeness that existed between 
them, in form and color. Both were strong, 
and, if not tall, well built and active. Boyce 
was talking earnestly, and looked around now 
and then to make sure that no one waa list¬ 
ening. There was a look of triumph in his 
face, that Roberiiseenaed to share, for lie smiled 
broadly, while he listened, and, laying his 
hand on the clerk’s shoulder, seemed, to com¬ 
mend him for something he had done. . 

EUen Poet was impatient, and watched all 
this with irritation. She wished to speak with 
Robert, and was angry that be did not come 
forward the moment she entered the room. 

“ Mr. Mahone,” exclaimed; the irate maid. 

“ Mr. Mahone, I am waiting to speakwith you !” 

44 Mahone,” repeated Boyce,.with a sly wink 
nt the footman. 44 She might spell that with 
five letters, and begin them with a R.” 

Boyce spoke in tJke lowest possible voice, but 
Robert checked him severely, almost whisper¬ 
ing , 

44 Hush, you young reprobate. .Don’t you 
know that women have sharp ears. Con I 
never learn you to be prudent ?” 

44 About the time I learn you tn divide fair,” 
answered Boyce, a little savagely. 44 But, re- \ 
member, this time you’ve got to toe the mark. 

I don’t mean to do all the work, and feed on 
the crumbs. So put that in your pipe, an4 
•moke it, Bob.” 

“ Mr. Mahone 1” , . 


“Yes, Miss Post, the minute 1 have settled 
up with this fellow. He's no more idea of 
figures than a donkey. Only I notice he always 
makes the mistake on- his side. As I recom¬ 
mended him here, you understand, it’s my 
place to see that everything is on the square.” 

Ellen Post gave her French cap a toss that 
set all its ribbons in quick motion, and would 
bave left the room in high dudgeon, but for the 
business that she had in hand. As it was, she 
marched up to the young men, and broke up 
their conference at once. 

44 You stay here. We may have something to 
say to you,” she said, addressing Boyce, as if 
she had been that female tyrant, Elizabeth, 
and he a servant in her path. 44 Mr. Mahone 
will tell you if you are wanted. So wait.” 

Boyce laughed broadly, and took a seat in 
the kitchen, while Elleu Post and Robert went 
to the servants’ parlor, and shut themselves in, 
the maid observing that the c<ok was always 
prying about,, and, this thing being serious, 
they must have no listeners. With this cau¬ 
tion, she seated herself on the hair cloth sofa, 
and invited him; with her eyes, to take the va¬ 
cant place by her side. 

Robert, nothing loth, took the seat, and his 
arm crept along the back, until it almost em¬ 
braced the long, thin waist of the ladies' maid, 
who looked round sharply to make sure that it 
was not indecorously near. 

“ Mr. Mahone l” 

“ My angel i My—my-” 

. “Never mind, Robert; this is business. I 
despise mixing up things.” 

“ Business is pleasure, where you are con¬ 
cerned, Miss Pest” 

44 That is just what I hope it will lead to in 
the end, for it’s a great thing, I can tell you.” 

“Indeed*’ Well, that don’t astonish me! 
You was born to great things, Miss Post. No 
mistake about that!” 

“Which I am ready to share,” answered 
Ellen, 44 for it will take more than one to earn 
five thousand dollars 1” 

“ Five thousand dollars ! Why, EUen, you 
f Uke away my breath.” 

^ It took away mine, at first; but cow I am 
ready for work. Are you ?” 

44 Am I ready to make five thousand dollars? 
Try me, that’s ail.” 

> 4 * Robert you know a boy by the name of 
Laurence. He tomes here with groceries now 
and then.”* 

“ Yes, I know-aU about him. He’s in the 
store.with Boyce.” •• 

“ He’s got a sister ?” 
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“Yes. I’ve seen her. A stunning girl.” I 

“That girl has set her foot on Miss Spicer !” 

“ What! There must be some mistake about 
that; they don’t travel the same road.” 

“ No mistake at all. I know what I’m say¬ 
ing. More than that, she has offended the 
madam, who is bitter against her.” 

“ You don’t say so!” 

“She is handsome.” 

“Stupendously so. Her faco fairly took me 
off my feet.” 

“ Mr. Mahonc ?” 

Mr. Mahone dropped his arm, and almost 
leaped to his feet; a whole volley of small 
shot rolled off in that one exclamation. 

“ I beg ten thousand pardons, Miss Post. I 
was speaking of theopinion others might have. 
As for me, I havo eyes only for one woman, 
this side of sunrise, and that woman is Ellen 
Post.” 

“ Mr. Mahone, sit down. It is hard when 
the heart i9 wounded to stick to business; but 
stick we must.” 

“Well, Ellen, I don't object. You were 
speaking of Miss Laurence. I know all about 
her!” 

“But how?” demanded Ellen, forgetting 
business again, in a sharp tit of jealousy. “ Mr. 
Mahone, do you visit that creature ?” 

“Me? me? Do you think I haven’t better 
taste than Mr. Ivan ? He visits her; but, as 
for me, I’d rather be excused, not being ne¬ 
cessitated to go away from home.” 

“This is not business,”, exolaimed Ellen, 
growing practical, as her jealousy was ap¬ 
peased. The long aHd the short of it is, this 
girl has been forcing herself into the company 
of her betters, which neither the madam or 
Miss Spicer will stand. Mr. Ivan has taken to 
her in a way quite rediculous; so has another 
person of qnite as mnch importance. The 
ladies don’t want her to crofts their path again. 
We must see that she don’t.” 

“ But how ?” 

“ The Laurence family, Toot and branch, 
must be brought to disgrace. Poverty isn’t 
enough, for some rich people havo taken them 
np. She must be so covered With shame, that 
no one will have the courage to apeak to her in 
the street.” 

“ But how is it to be done. We might get 
up a big scandal; but people are getting shy 
of believing such things, when they coirie 
from the basement; but for that, I a*n capital 
at building caetles out of card-houses. In our 
line now, I could work wonders against any 
girl-” 


“ Not any girl, Mr. Mahone,” broke in Ellen, 
with a hot burst of pride. “ There are per¬ 
sons that slander cannot reach !” 

“ I meant any girl like that, if she belonged 
to our epear, Miss Ellen. Of oourse, there are 
women as high as the stars. Having a sample 
before me, I can say that, and defy contradic¬ 
tion. 

“ The girl is awful proud of her family; 
poor but honest, you know,” said Ellen, once 
more mollified to the business point. 

“ Honest 1 My lord ! that is good 1 Why, 
Boyce was just telling me that the boy has 
been robbing like sixty—uhand in hand with a 
lot of burglars. It’s a secret; but the detec¬ 
tives are on his track now.” 

“ You don’t say so ! Oh, Mr. XIahonc, this 
is news! Why, just as like as not, she’s leagued 
in with him. That whole'family may be a nest 
of thieves.” 

“ A nest of thieves—and she among them, I 
shouldn’t wonder I” 

“ Prove it; fasten it upon them; have the 
thing made public, and our work is done.” 

“ Would that be enough ?” 

“ Certainly. Could any girl creep out of a 
nest of thieves, into such society os the madam 
and Miss Spicer move in ? I should think not.” 

“ Would it be enough to prove the boy guilty,” 
questioned Robert, thoughtfully ? 

“No; she will want more than that.” 

“ And oven there we may fail. I have it—I 
have it! Don’t put yourself to any more trou¬ 
ble. The whole thing has oome into my head 
at once. I only hope you are as sure of the 
money, as I am of earning it Five thousand 
you said ?” 

“ Five thousand!” 

“ Money down ?’* 

“ Money deWn t tf *■ 

“ But the division. We may as well start 
fair, you know, this being business, and noth¬ 
ing else.” 

Ellen Post looked down, and began to roll 
np her cap-etring with both hands; then she 
unrolled it, and emeotbed out the ribbon. 
Something was doubtless in her mind, that she 
did not know how to pdt into speech. At last 
she faltered ont, 

“ Would there be any need ef a division ? I 
thought—I thought, perhaps, that yon might 
prefer the whole, which is a fortune for two 
young persona jnet starting life in a liquor 
store, say, or a first-class boarding-booee, where 
1 a real lady is wanted for the head of the table.* 1 

“Oh !” 

Ellen looked up anxiously. What d*d that 
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emphatic “ oh!” mean. Had M&hone only 
thought of this for the first time ? 

The face she east her timid eyes upon was 
changing rapidly ; first, a red flame darted up 
to the roots of his ruddy hair, then the color 
melted away, and a slow pallor stole over it, 
while a thoughtful and sinister light crept into 
the golden-green eyes. Ellen grew fearfully 
uneasy. The thousands she coveted would lose 
half their value, unless Mahone himself was 
counted in. 

“You say ‘oh,* as if I had hinted at some¬ 
thing disagreeable, Mr. Mahone? If so, let 
us drop the subject. Other people can be 
found.” 

Mahone started, for the girl spoke in bjtter 
earnest. 

“ Other people, my dear ?” 

“Miss Post, if you please.” 

“ Don’t be so cold, so cruel! If I said ‘oh,* 
it was because a prospect of happiness broke 
upon me, that took away my breath.” 

Here Mahone seized the hand which was 
lifted to the cap-string again, and repeated the 
uoughty word oh, oh, oh, half a dozen times 
between the kisses he lavished upon it; but, 
strange to say, the obnoxious syllable seemed 
rather pleasant to her than otherwise this time. 
Circumstances alter cases, you know. 

“ To think that I shall have a creature like 
this, and five thousand dollars, all in a breath. 
I cannot believe it. If a fortune-teller had 
foretold it, I should have set her down as a 
rank impostor, and refused to pay her fee. 
But now, tell me, my Ellen, ia it real ? Not the 
money. I don’t care the snap of my finger for 
that! But is it possible that you love me ?” 

“ Love you, Robert ? Mr. Mahone, I mean!” 

“ Oh, call me Robert; do call me Robert !*’ 

“ Well, I will! You asked if I loved you ? I 
who never lifted admiring eyes to another man; 
had you no eyes to read mine, no heart to hear 
bow mine was beating like a—a trip-hammer 
against my side ? Did you never suspect!” 

“Inever dared to hope; but now—now I am 
the happiest man alive! You will not'talk>of 
other people after this.” 

There was a tone of anxiety in this last ques¬ 
tion quite as sincere as the protestations he 
had made ; but Ellen did not observe H. 

“ I shall talk nor think of no one but you, 
Robert.” 

Some one knocked at the parlor door, rather 
sturdily, and broke up thie pleasant soene, 
which might have lasted for hours, but fer 
that. Mahone started up, and opened the door, 
where he found Boyce, flushed with impatience. 


“I thought you was never coming out,” he 
said, rudely enough. “ I have got business to 
attend to, and can’t sit waiting here. If you’ve 
got any more to say,, say it now.” 

“I'll walk with you, Boyce,” answered 
Robert, “if Miss Post will excuse me.” 

Miss Post bowed with condescension, and the 
two young men went into the street together. 

That night a woman who lived in a tall tene¬ 
ment house, not very far from Smith’s grocery, 
wag surprised by the entrance of two men, 
with whom she was doubtless on terms of great 
domestic intimacy, for she came out of her bed¬ 
room half dressed, and a little cross, for she 
hud been out working all day, and dropped to 
sleep, while hushing the child upon the bed she 
had found no time to make. Something that 
the men proposed made her angry, for she pro¬ 
tested, and had fierce words with the tallest of 
her visitors, who rudely ordered her to bo 
silent, and go back to her child. With some 
grumbling she obeyed him. After that, these 
men came up and down the numerous flights 
of stairs, again and again, carrying burdens 
on their shoulders. Then a wagon drove off, 
and, for an hour or two, these same men were 
moving like shadows around the house where 
the Laurenoe family lay sleeping. 


CHAPTER XX. 

Thb most mournful thing that I have ever 
witnessed was a child in prison. Once I saw 
a hardened little sinner of twelve years, laugh¬ 
ing at bis mother through the gratings of a 
cell-door. This child was evidently proud of 
the adroit theft that bad brought him to that 
disgraceful pass, and put on airs that an old 
criminal would have been ashamed of, while 
the poor mother looked on speechless with 
wonder and destress. 

In the same prison, and in a cell like that, a 
boy nearly the same age, knelt the week of 
Mrs. Carter’s party—knelt and prayed by the 
meagre prison-bed, which shook under the 
fearful power of his weeping. Onoe he lifted 
up his fade, and looked wildly around his dun¬ 
geon. Then hisfaoe fell, and a shudder passed 
over him. A grave, walled in with stone, oould 
not have been so terrible to him. Eternal dis¬ 
grace seemed to have closed him in. Alas! 
alas! what had he done to deserve such hard 
treatment! What would become of bis mother, 
whom he had fondly believed himself protect¬ 
ing? The two sisters, so lovely and good, wbu 
had really looked up to him, and loved hint 
dearly—would they ever speak his name again 
without blushes 1 
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How fearfully lonesome it was. The strange, ‘ fro on the stone pavement, a confusion of yoices 
close atmosphere oppressed him like the breath in command, complaint, piteous expostulation, 
of a pestilence The cold whiteness of the : and coarse oaths; for bad men might be chained 
walls chilled him. Over .and over he repeated \ by the ankle, but nothing could manacle the 
the Lord’s Prayer—tbo most holy words that j vile speech to which they had become so U9ed 
ever came from a child's lips; but they seemed J that it was natural to them, 
insufficient to his anguish, and he cried out, j Now this boy had beeu bred among women, 
“Oh, Father! Oh, my God! keep this from . gentle, good women, who feared, or rather 
them! Let me drop down dead here, and I will j loved God, and were kind to each other. Even 
not cry or moan; only do not let thorn know, f his mother, though silent, and sometimes a 
It would kill them! It would kill them!” little unsympathetic, was rigid in her ideas of 

Then the poor boy would rest a little time religion, and sanctioned nothing coarse or 
in deadly quiet, as if ho expected God to an- wicked, either in Speeoh or thought. So the 
swer him then and there; but instead of the boy had learned all that a delicate girl should 
still, sweet voice that ho listened for, came the have known; and this, added to his natural 
clang of a cell-door, and a fierce cry of dis- manliness, made him far more refined and 
tress from some prisoner just brought in; per- !■ genic than lads of his age usually are. He 
haps a gemi-lunatic from drink, who prayed was not the less spirited and ambitious because 
for brandy just as earnestly a9 he prayed for of the refinement which sprang out of his home 
help, but in language which made him shudder, life. Real energy is, in fact, all the more 
as if the torment of some great crime were j effective when a clear conscience and cultivated 
already upou him. mind directs it, both in child and man. 

The night closed in upon him, filling the But what could energy avail the lad iu that 
prison with heavy gloom, inexpressibly mourn-| dreary place? He had nothing to struggle 
ful. The grating of that iron-door was closed ; against; a vague idea that he was suspected of 
Blowly the gray shadows of sunset fell through a crime, and brought there t« suffer some terri- 
the long, narrow slit of stone, so cut in the ble punishment, preyed upon him; but what 
wall that God’s beautiful sunshine could never j; it was, or how to help himself, was beyond his 
creep through, and an awful darkness fell power of conjecture. 

upon him. The clang of each door, as it fell Some bread, and a teacupful of a dark liquid 
into place along those long iron galleries, had the keeper spoke of as coffee, was brought to 
gone through and through him like a dull the cell where he sat trembling with dread of 
sword. The heavy step of the keeper, as he what might come next. The poor boy turned 
walked from cell to cell, seemed to pall on his his face away from this food with sick loath- 
heart. ing. It seemed as if he could never eat or 

i The boy did not sleep that night, but shrunk drink again. 

away from his bed shuddering. Its heavy, The keeper, who was at heart a kind man, 
gray blankets seemed laden with disease and took compassion on the gentle helplessness of 
sorrow left by some one who had gone before, this poor child, and strove to comfort him with 
The dull atmosphere of the prison had settled !; hopes of a speedy relief; but James only shook 
1 down upon them with sickening density. Into | his head, and great tears rose and trembled 
. the farthest corner of his whitewashed cell he in his eyes. He could have stood abuse bravely, 
shrunk, and crawling there, like some poor but kindness melted his young heart, and his 
wounded dove in its covert, listened to all the tears dropped .like rain while that sympathetic 
• noises of the night with ears rendered keen by j: voido filled his dungeon. As he sat thus, the 
fear. The smothered moans of the prisoners, : shadow of another official fell across the thresh- 
the scuttle of rats about the water-pipes, the old of his dungeon, and .a loud and indifferent 
tramp of the keeper on the stone pave, all had voice called out, 
a weird effect upon him, whioh amounted almost •* James Laurence!” 

to madness. The boy started up and followed this man 

Is it strange that the boy did not sleep, and into the prison^yard. Ho had scarcely stepped 
that he crouched low in that dark corner all <: upon the stone-flags, when two officers passed 
night long? The dull gray of the morning j him,, leading a woman towardtho female prison, 
found him there pale, still, and expectant, as The hoy saw her face, and flinging out hil 
if the next thing that could reach him must be erm9, cried out, 
death itself. Then came the clang of opening “Mother! mother! mother!” 
doors, the confused sbund of feet moving to and j ** coxtincsd.) 
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A Walking-Costume is our first illustration match. Fourteen yards of merino will bo 


this month. It is something quite new, as 


required. 

Auother Walking-Dress for a young lady. 
It is of two shades of alpaca or mohair, one a 
rich, dark brown, and the other a pale shnde 
of buff. Care must be taken, in selecting the 
shades, that they harmonize. The under skirt 
is made of the brown alpaca, and is trimmed 
with five ruffles, each five inches deep, of alter¬ 
nate brown and buff, beginning with the brown 
nt the bottom, and ending with the snme. 
This upper ruffle is put on with a heading, 
separated by a piping of the same. All the 
ruffles are cut on the bias, and bound with Hie 
same material. The waist is cut in the Polo¬ 
naise style, and of the buff alpaea, plain, like a 


Is almost entirely untrinirned, which is a relief 
after so much ruffle and flounce. It is of) 
chocolate-colored cashmere or merino, and the j 
under-skirt, is partly plain, and to touch. \ 
Then comes the second skirt, just below the i 
knee, and only looped a very little at the sides. j 
The waist is cut in a deep Polonaise, coming ; 
to a point in the hack, which is then looped ! 
up entirety to the waist, and fastened with a J 
large butterfly bow. This is simply scalloped ! 
and bound, as is also the little cape which is ! 
worn over it. The sleeve is slightly fulled • 
in:o a band just below the elbow, terminat- j 
ing in a ruffle, which also Bcalloped to I 
Vol. LX.—20 
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deep basque in front, and full in the back of 
the skirt, and much longer. It is puffed up, 
of course, at the back. Two ruffles of the same 
across the front, and one only on the back. 
Bows at the sides of the brown material, as is 
also the ruffle trimming the waist, which is cut 
surplice in front. The brown ruffle comes 
quite down to the waist. Small k open coat- 
sleeves, trimmed with the brown. Ten;yards 
of brown alpaca, and eight of the btirff, will be 
required. These colored alpacas or mohairs 
may be bought at from fifty to seventy-five 
cents per yard. Hat of brown felt, trimmed, 
with both shades, in taffeta ribbon, With or 
without plume. 

This suit is of merino, either black, dark- 
green, or the two in combination. The under¬ 



skirt Is trimmed with three narrow ruffles, cut 
on the bias, bound with the same, and only 
moderately full. These ruffles are put upon 
the lining of the skirt, and to lap over each 
other; then comes the plain part of this under¬ 
skirt, which is scalloped out in deep scallops, 
also bound, and tacked down at each point., 
forming a heading to the ruffles. The over¬ 
skirt and basque are scalloped out in the same 


way, and the over-skirt is looped at the sides, 
but not in the back. The back of tbe basque 
is cut somewhat longer than the front and 
sides, and caught up to the waist, whfre it is 
confined by a belt of tbe same. Small, open 
sleeves. If the dress is made of two colors, 
put on the first ruffle of black, then the other 
color, again black, and the upper part colored. 
The over-skirt and basque black. Of merino, 
which is very wide, fourteen yards will be re¬ 
quired ; and Lupin's merino can be bought, in 
all qualities, from one dollar twenty-five cents 
to two dollars per yard for black. The colored 
ones are cheaper. 

Walking-Dress for a litde Miss of ten to 
thirteen years. This dress is of poplin, and 



is simply cut, with one skirt and little postil¬ 
lion basque. The front width of the skirt is 
gored, and two side gores; all the rest is plain. 
It is trimmed with a side plaiting of the poplin, 
and finished, top and bottom, with two rows of 
gimp, or velvet ribbon. The basque is trim¬ 
med in the same way. Coat-sleeve a little be¬ 
low the elbow, where there is an open cuff 
added. The basque is belted at the waist with 
a rosette at the back. 

Suit for a little boy of four to six years. 
This may be made either of plaid serge, or of 
a plain, solid color, either gray, blue, or in¬ 
visible green. Cut the Bkirt on the bias, and 
very full, four breadths; plait in at the waist 
in deep, plaits. Tbe jacket is cut with side 
seams, and a little point at the back, and is 
simply trimmed with black galloon. Coat- 
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pleeves i rimmed up the outside of the arm. 
From three to four yards of material will be 
required* 



We give, also, in the front of the number, 
three engravings (jacket, waistcoat, and trou¬ 
sers) for a suit for a boy of twelve years. This 
euit is of light-gray cassimere. The pants go 
to the top of the boot, and are open, with ouc 
row of braid down the sides and round the 
bottom. The vest is double-breasted, and 
trimmed with one row of wide braid between 
the narrow ones. The jacket is also double- 
breasted, trimmed the same as the vest. There 
are six buttons up the outside seam of the 
sleeve. It may be worn either with or without 
the vest. 

Suit for a boy of three to five years. It is • 


to be made of pique or cashmere, braided. 
Cut the skirt full, and lay a large plait in 
front, where, the braided bands are put on 
down the right side. The jacket is to be cut 
short and square, back and frent, and is to be 
braided a la militaire . Small coat-sleeves, trim* 
med up the back as far as the elbow. Pique, 
or light-gray. Braid with black. 



In the front of tho number we give two en¬ 
gravings of low-necked dresses for children of 
two years old. 


TRIMMING FOR DRESSES. 


BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



This is a pretty trimming for white or J vet is folded to the design, and cbain-stitchcd 
light-colored alpacas. Ribbon or ribbon vel- ' at the edge: neat and stylish. 
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COUNTERPANE IN CROCHET, NETTING, ETC. 


BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


In the front of the number, We give a very 
elegant pattern, printed in blue and white, for 
a Counterpane, Curtain, or Eider-DoWn Cover, 
which may be done either in crochet, netting, 
or darning. This magazine has established a 


reputation for colored patterns, having for 
many years made a specialty of them. This 
reputation we shall not only maintain, bat in¬ 
crease; and the present pattern is given as an 
earnest of what we intend to do. 


EMBROIDERED SILK TOBACCO-POUCH. 

BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



The materials are green glace silk, and t worked in the three shades of the silk; the 
brown silk, in three shades. This Tobacco- j darkest shade forms the outer row. The seams 
Pouck is made of green glace silk, with a j of the tobacco-pouch are covered with green 
lining; the embroider}' is worked in overcast | silk cord. Similar cord is drawn through the 
stitches with line sewing-silk, in three shadesJ top of the pouch, and finished off with green 
of brown. Three rows of overcast stitohes \ silk tassels, as can be seen in the illustra- 
always form the outlines of the patterns, i tion. 
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TRIMMINGS IN EMBROIDERY 


BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



We give, here, two trimmings r one in em¬ 
broidery, the other of rouleaux and embroi¬ 
dery. In the first the diamonds are double, 
either in the same or a thicker material than 
the foundation; they are button-holed round, 
and a pearl edge is sewn on for a finish, trim¬ 


mings of this description in black crepe are 
very fashionable. 

In the second the circles are cut out, and 
fitted in with twisted bars and spun stitches. 
The upper part is of folds of muslin and rou¬ 
leaux of sSTin.’, 


BY EMM. Y ir MAY 



We give, here, an engraving of a Low W»it- 
teau-body for full evening-dress, and also a 
diagram of the pieces of which it ia to be made. 
They are, as will be seen, three in number, 
viz: the front, the aide-piece, and the back. 


This Watteau-body has a square opening both 
back and front, and is made without sleeves. 
The pattern is for a body a little above the 
usual or average pize, say thirty-four and a 
half inches round the chest, and twenty-four 
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COMFORTER IX SHELL-PATTERN 


BT MSI. JAKE WEAVE*. 



This Comforter is meant to be knitted loosely, 
and have the effect of a small cloud. It can 
either be sewn up, when finished, or left open. 
The ends are drawn up, and tassels fastened 
on. Bone needles, No. 6, required, one ounce 
and a half of scarlet merino wool, a quarter of 
an ounce of white, a quarter of an ounce of black. 
With scarlet wool, cast on sixty-eight stitches. 

The pattern consists of the four following 
rows: 1st row: slip 1, knit 1. Purl all the 
rest but the 2 last stitches, which are to be 
knitted. 2nd row: knit plain, but slip 1st 
stitch. 3rd row: slip 1, knit 1. Purl all the 
rest but the 2 last stitches, which are to be 


knitted. 4th row: slip 1, knit 1, * knit 2 
together twice. Blake 1 (by throwing the wool 
over,) and knit 1 four times. Knit 2 together 
twice. Purt 1. Repeat from * four times more, 
and end the row with (after knitting 2 together 
twice) knitting 2 plain. Repeat these 4 rows 
fire times in scarlet. 

Then arrange the colors thus: repeat the 
pattern once in black, once in white, once in 
black, twice in scarlet, once in white, once in 
black, once in white. 

Knit a length of twelve inches for the center, 
and end with arranging the colors to corres¬ 
pond with the other side. Cast off. 
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BED-ROOM ANTIMACASSAR 


BT MBS. JANS WEAVER. 



This antimacassar is worked on a linen 
canvas. It is, we believe, called in some shops 
/ aicy-comb The edge is raveled oat for the 
fringe to the depth required, and ia fastened 


by long button-hole stitches. Red or black 
Andalusian wool, or both, may be used, or red 
ingrain cotton for the embroidery. The outer 
vandyked line is of braid. 


BORDER IN QUILTING-STITCH, CROCHET, AND TATTING. 


BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



The design in quilting-stitch must be worked ) four chain. * Three chain, one double-treble on 
from a tracing of the engraving. For crochet \ the fourth chain beneath one chain. Pass the 
edge, work chain stitch the length required, and \ thread round the hook as if for a treble, then 
into this chain a row of one treble, one chain throngh the center two threads of the doutde- 
passing over one chain beneath; on one side a < treble again. Put the thread round the hook, as 
rowof Josephineknots, consisting of five stitches ! foratreble, andintosecond chain beneath. Work 
of the second half of a double knot, on the other j the whole off as a doubls-treble. Repeat from.* 
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EDITOR’S TABLE 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. 

Something or a Paradox. —The moet celebrated dress¬ 
maker in the world, strange to say, is not a wotuuu, hut a 
m.iu. Strauger still, he is not a Frenchman, but au English¬ 
man, though he lives in Paris. We allude of course to the 
famous Worth. In the days of -the Empire, he was the 
supreme arbiter of fusuiou, in Frauce; and to be the arbiter 
of fashion in France, is to he its arbiter the world over. 
The Empress even hud to bow to the fiat of Worth. Sho 
once quarreled with him, but soon after, wlshlug a peculiar 
costume, and finding no one who could satisfy her fastidious 
taste, had to go back to Worth. The Empire has fallen, but 
Worth still reigns. We have lately seen some of his recent 
costumes, and they are, if possible, lovelier than ever. The 
rest from his labors, afforded by the two sieges of Paris, ap¬ 
pears to have renewed and Invigorated Worth’s inventive 
faculties, so that ho Is now, porhaps, regarded, more una¬ 
nimously than ever, as the supreme arbiter in fashion. To 
have a dress from Worth is a sort of patent of nobility in 
the fashionable world. 

Nor is this admitted ascendency a mere freak on tho part 
of the public. All really first-class modistes are,more or less 
artistic in the character of their minds: if they wore not 
artistic they could never become emineut; but Worth is the 
most artistic of them all. Ills boat costumes are as pretty as 
pictures. His eye for color is wonderful; he constantly 
copies after Nature in arranging colors; and hence Ills 
dresses have a richness, without being vulgar, that places 
them above and by themselves. In a room full of well- 
dressed ladies, Worth’s dresses can be detected at a glance, 
lie never, we believe, makes two dresses exactly alike. It 
has been said of him that he ran away from Paris during 
the siege. We know this to be untrue. 

** The Boston Dip.” —This is tho title of a volumo of pooms, 
published by Loriug, of Boston, and written by Frederick W. 
Luring. We give one of them as a specimen of tho whole, 
premising that it is the last of several iu which tho love of 
tiic hero for Alice, his quarrel with her, and his engagement 
to Hilly, are duly set forth. 

“It was at Newport my romance 
Or drives umi dips and dances ended- 

Tbo surf, the air, the drives, the Uojm, 

Ail my desires and aims befriended. 

Butfaess detained mo In New York, 

So I could nut come on with Milly; 

And when we met upon the beach, 

1 fancied she looked rather silly. 

For she was there in bathing-dress, 

Her pretty head iu oiled-silk swathing, 

With that infernal Etiderivo 
Just on the point of going in bathing. 

8ome other charming girls were there, 

And Milly, quit* devoid of malice, 

Not knowing what she did, to me 
Then introduced one. It was Alice 1 

We stood a moment in surprise, 

Then a big wave knocked Alice over; 

I picked iier up. sho cleared her eyes 
And recognized her former lover. 

I was prepared for cold disdain, 

Or any greeting she might (rive me; 

Instead of that, she softly said, 

•* Dick, I was wrong—won’t jon forgive me ?* 

I looked around far Milly, then. 

And wasn’t sorry that I misled her; 

No one was looking at ns two; 

■ Tho waves dashed round us, and I kissed her. 

*98 


Then, recollecting what hod pawed. 

Like one who passion firmly smothers, 

I stood impressive iu the surf, 

And said, ‘ Alas, I am another's 1’ 

Her friends by this time called to her; 

She said, ‘ Good-by, I’m at the 4 Ocean !* * 

Said I, * I'll call there by and by; 

You still shall have a friend's devotion.* 

We parted. Milly pouted some. 

But what struck me as rather curions, 

Was. that that tiresome Euderive 
Seemed at my tete-a-tote quite furious. 

That night explained it. As I came 
From supper, meaning to go calling 
On Alice at the Ocean Houses, 

I stumbled on a sight appalling. 

On the piazza Milly sat. 

Unconscious that I did behold her; 

Euderive's arm was round her waist. 

And her false head was on his shoulder. 

She looked so pretty that at first 
My anger ceased; I stood udmiring; 

And* then my righteous wrath was reused. 

With rage I fairly was fan-spiring. 

I heard him say, 4 Would I were free l 

But I must keep my word of honor, , 

And I'm engaged to Alice Kay ; 

My loss would be too hard upon her.* 

I stood before them at these words. 

She squeaked, and fled in consternation. 

And then I said to Euderive, 

4 Sir, I demand an explanation ; 

Choose place and weapons for yourself; 

Broadsword, or rapier, pistol, rifle; 

IIow dare you with my Alice’s— 

I mean my Milly's—heart thus trifle T 

• Look here, old fellow,’ he replied, 

4 You know you're talkiug nit her wildly 
nave a cigar, sit down and smoke, 

I always like to take things mildly. 

You’re fond of Alice—don’t say no! 

And not avorse to Milly, either— 

Which had you rather I should have?* 

Excitedly, I answered, 4 Neither.* 

• Now come, by Jove,’ said Euderive, 

4 1 shall take one, and you the other.* 

Before I could reply, a note 
Was handed me by Milly's brother. 

It was emphatic, though ’twas brief; 

4 Henceforth, all’s at end between us I’ 

I handed it to Euderive, 

Said he, 4 Yon oughtn’t to have seen us I* 

Just as he spoke, a servant came. 

Bearing a small three-cornered letter. 

I saw his face change as he read, 

And knew that he had fared no better. 

1 Have yon been turned off by Miss Kay V 
I asked, as he looked rather sappy. 

8aid he, 4 Well, I prefer Miss Bangs;’ 

Said 1, 4 Then take her and be happy.* 

And that’s the way affairs stand now; 

Alice is mine, and we agree so. 

That, though we’re very much engaged, 

I cannot tell how long we'U be so. 

So over all the four of us, 

I hereby haste to drop the curtain. 

Though Euderive's engaged like me, 

Both life and Milly are uncertain.** 

This trips along very glibly. But were we disposed to be 
crit cal, and to insist on some degree of troth even in satiri¬ 
cal verses, we would remark that it is not tho custom of 
young ladies, especially well-bred ones, to be seen sitting 
promiscuously, at Newport, on hotol piazzas, with young 
gentlemen’s arms about their waists. Thackery would 
never hare committed such a blander. 
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Oub Nnr Premium Exoratinq for next year is something 
different from anything that has gone before. It is a suporb 
mezzotint, rather larger than U 0ur Father Who Art In 
Heaven,” and U entitled u Five Times One To-Day." We will 
net describe it in detail. Botter get np a club and see for 
yourselves 1 We will say, however, that it represents a 
charming little girl, on her fifth birth-day, surroundod by 
the toys and other gifts which she has just roceived. This 
is all we shall let out concerning It. Every mother, how¬ 
ever, will be in rapturee with It. Nay every household, In 
which there is that bit of sunshine, a merry, happy child, 
will be delighted with it also. To secure this beautiful 
mezzotint it is only necessary to got up a club of four sub¬ 
scribers for “ Peterson” for 1372, at a dollar and a half each. 
To earn both it and an extra copy/, it is only necessary to get 
flvo at one dollar and sixty cents each, or eight at ono dollar 
and fifty cents each. Or for $2.50 a copy of “ Petorson," and 
also a copy of the premium eugraving for 1372 will be sont. 
Now is the time to get up clubs l 

Dresses Made in Paris are not accessible, as a rule, to 
American women. But the styles are. One of the purposes 
of this Magazine is to furnish these styles. Nor does any 
other lady's book give these styles in their entirety. Others 
fill their pages with the patterns of third-rate and fourth- 
rate dress-makers, that have neither beauty, nor novelty, 
and are only insertod because the doalers pay for the cuts 
in order to advertise thoir goods. But iu these pages only 
the latest and freshest novelties are given. With the aid of 
the colored steel fashion-plates in “ Peterson,” the full-page 
engravings of new costumes, and the illustrations and de¬ 
scriptions in the “ Every-Day Dresses,” any lady can dress 
os stylishly os if she lived in Paris, yet always keep her ox- 
pouditure within her means. 

Goon Maxxehs are partly conventional, partly real. Some 
tilings are good mannors everywhere. Of these is following 
tho Scriptural maxim, “do unto others as you would bo 
done unto!” Whoever obeys this precept will be substan¬ 
tially polite anywhere and everywhere. Conventional gt>od 
manners is a different thing. For instance, it is conven¬ 
tionally polite, here and in western Europe, for a gentleman 
to ask after tho health of a friend's wife; In Turkey—per¬ 
haps iu Utah also—it is an insult to a husband to put such 
a question to him. In order to be what is called thorough¬ 
bred, we must know what is conventionally polite, in the 
place where we live, as well as what is polite everywhere. 

Armorial Bearings, as decorations for wall-papers, fur¬ 
niture-coverings, etc., etc., are all the rage in Paris, at pre¬ 
sent, in spite of the republic: aud this, whether the persons 
la whose houses these decorations appear, ore entitled to 
coats-of-arms, or not. What is called heraldic Jowelry is 
also the rage. Ear-rings are now worn consisting of small 
coronets studded with precious stoues of different colors. 

Be Early in the Field.— Yon cannot begin too soon to 
got up your clubs for 1S72. Wo often have letters tliat say, 
“ if I had begun earlier, I could have sent yon twice as large 
si list." Begin early, therefore, this year. The newspaper 
press unauimously admits that “Peterson’s Magazine is 
both the best and the cheapest.” 


REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

Edmond Dantes. A Sequel to the. “ Count of Monte CnxtnS* 
1 rol., 8 vo. rhilada: T. B. rtteron <6 Brothers. —This is a 
cheap, octavo edition of one of the most exciting novels 
•▼or written by Dumas. It is printed In clear and legible 

type- 


Pink and White Tyranny. By Mrs. II. B. Stowe. 1 voL 
12 mo. Boston: Roberts Brothers. —We do not think that 
Mrs. Stowe succeeds as well in novels of society like 
this, as she does in stories of New England rural life, like 
“Old Town Folks.” She has mingled occasionally in 
fashionable life, but never really lived in it, and henco she 
does not understand it, and does not represent it correctly. 
Her “ Pink and White Tyranny” is, therefore, something of 
a caricature. We should be very sorry, indeed, to suppose 
that there was a class of women, anywhere in tho United 
States, similar to the heroine of this story The moral of 
the novel is good. So, doubtless, were Mrs. Stowe's inten¬ 
tions. It is unfortunate that the book will be quoted in 
England, as a true picture of the wealthier classes in Ame¬ 
rica, which it is not The volume is handsomely printed. 

The. Domestic Life of Thomas Jefferson. By Sarah X 
Randolph. 1 vol., 8 vo. New York: Harper d Brothers.— 
The author of this work is a great-granddaughter of Jeffer¬ 
son, and has compiled it from family letters and reminis¬ 
cences. It gives us an insight into a side of Jefferson’s 
character, which heretofore has been unknown to, if not 
disbelieved in, by the world at large. We see hero how the 
great patriot and statesman, who penned the Declaration of 
Independence, was a loving husband, a tendor father, the 
delight of tho home circle. Wo have read the book with 
deep interest, and we think that others will do the same. 
Several illustrations add to the value of tho text. 

Reindeer, Dogs, and Snow-Shoes. By R. J. Bush. 1 v oL, 
12 mo. New York: Harper & Brothers. —The author of this 
interesting work was a member of tho Russo-American 
Telegraph Expedition, which, in 18G5, 18G6, and lb(i7, tra¬ 
versed and explored Siberia. The volume does not claim to 
be valuable in a scientific point of view exactly; but it la 
full of information nevertheless; and as a narrative of ad¬ 
venture. a picture of manners and customs, and a record of 
much that is both new and worth knowing, it may fairly l»e 
commended to the public notice. Tho illustrations are 
numerous and good. 

Golden Grains. By EmxUe M. Kiehl. 1 rol., 12 mo. PhU- 
ada: J. B. Lippincott d 6b.—A volume of graceful poems, 
from the pen of a naw aspirant for fame; and wo only re¬ 
gret that we cannot quote one or two of them. A photo¬ 
graph of the author, a charming-looking woman, adorns 
tlic book. 

The Jewish Cookery Book. By Mrs. Esther Levy. 1 vol , 
12 mo. Philada: W. S Turner. —We bcliove this is the 
only cook-book of its kind ever published. The dishes are 
all according to the rales of the Hebrew religion, and those 
who are acquainted with the subject, tell us that the receipts 
are of rare merit. 

A Latin Grammar for Beginners. By W. II. WaddelL 
1 vol., 12 mo. New York: Harper d Brothers. —A very ex¬ 
cellent book, the companion to a “ Greek Grammer for Be¬ 
ginners,” by the same author. Mr. Waddell is Professor of 
Ancient Languages in the University of Georgia. 

The Iron Mask. By Alexander Dumas. 1 vol., 8 vo. 
Philada: T. B. Pttersnn & Brothers. —The fourth in the 
series of “The Three Guardsmen.” A novel of continued 
and absorbing interest. A cheap edition. 

TVbn— Not Wooed. By the author of “ Bred in the Bone." 
1 voL, 8 vo. New York: Harper d Brothers. —Ilardly an 
agreeable story, though written with as much ability, at 
least, os the author’s earlier fictions. 

The Last Aid ini. By Georye Sand. 1 vol., 8 vo. Philada : 
T. B. Peterson tl Brothers. —A story of Yenice, written with 
the usual felicity of this author, and printed In cheap, double¬ 
column octavo. 

A Terrible Temptation. By Charles Read. 1 vol^ 8 voc 
Nnv York: Harper d Brothers. —This is Reado’s new novel, 
leately published, in monthly instalments, in England 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

What Is Said or “ Peterson" —The newspapers, with one 
consent, put “ Peterson’s Magazine" at the head of its class. 
Says the Punxutawnay (Pa.) Plaindealer:—“ The ladies pro- 
far it to any other fashion periodical. It is the cheapest 
published.” Says the Clyde (Ohio) Independent“ Its 
literature is of a high order. Let none be without this 
Magazine” The Kirksvillo (Mo.) Register says:—“The best | 
magazine for ladies, published in America.” The Laiuga- j 
burg (Mich.) Recorder says:—“Every person that loves j 
to enjoy good reading should never be without it.” The 
Smyrna (Del.) Times says:—“Wo have always considered 
this monthly the best of its class.” The Kosciusko (Miss.) 
Chronicle says:—“Filled to overflowing with contribu¬ 
tions from the best writers. Its fashion-plates are superb. 
This is the cheapest magazine published.” The Toronto 
(Canada) Literary Journal says:—“It has the largest cir¬ 
culation of any ladies magazine in America, and is deserving 
of it, both for its literature and its profnse illustrations.” 
The Ilolh-y (X. Y.) Standard says:—“ Peterson always excels 
in the fashions.” Says the San Francisco (Cal.) Pioneer 
“ Its stones never degenerate into the coarse, trifling, or im¬ 
pure.” Hundreds of similar notices are received at the office 
of “Peterson’s Magazine.” every month. 

T. S. Arthur’s Great Temperance Stories.—A New Sub¬ 
scription Book. Sold only by Canvassers. Exclusive Terri¬ 
tory and Liberal Discounts given. —Six Nhjhts with tub 
Washingtonians; and Other Temperance Tales. By T. S. 
ARTHUR, author of “ Ten Xights In a Bar-Room.” Com¬ 
plete in One Largo Royal Octavo Yolumo, with Portrait and 
Autograph of the Author, and Elevon largo full-pago illus¬ 
trations on tinted paper; contains nearly G09 pages, printed 
on fine white paper, from new, dear, and open type, and is 
bound in a handsome and durable manner. Cloth, full-gilt 
back, $3.50; Red Roane, $4.50; Turkey antique, gilt edge, 
$G.00. T. B. Peterson A Brothers offer extra inducements 
to experienced agents, clergymen, teachers, students, to the 
Sons and Daughters of Temperance, and energetic young 
men and ladies. The character of the book and popularity of 
its author not only secures the aid of ministers and the press, 
but the influence of all good men and women everywhere. 
Ministers of all denominations endorse and commend it. A 
eopy of it will be found to be a welcome visitor to every 
honso and cottage in the land. The illustrations and superb 
bihding mako it an ornament to any home, while the price 
Is so low as to be within the reach of every family. Send for 
canvassers’ circular and special terms. Address the pub¬ 
lishers, T. B. Peterson A Brothers, 800 Chestnut Street, 
Philadelphia, Pa. Write for terms, and state extent of terr- 
tory that can be worked thoroughly and exclusively. 

OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

4SQT Every receipt in this Cook-Book has been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

MISCELLANEOUS TABLE RECEIPTS. 

Eggs a la Noisette. —Put two ounces of bntter into an 
omolet-pan over the fire; as soon as It begins to fritter, brenk 
the eggs into it without disturbing the yolks; Beason with 
pepper and salt; fry the eggs over the fire for five minutes, 
and then remove them gently on a dish. Next put two 
ounces more of butter into the pan, fry it of a brown color, 
then add two tablespoonfuls of French vinegar, boil the 
whole together for two minutes, pour over the eggs, and 
servo. 

Oyster Sausages .—Chop a pint of oysters with a quarter 
of a pound of veal, a quarter of a pound of suet, and some 
bread-crum|w; season with salt and pepper; pound them in 
a mortar; make Them into little cakes with an egg; flour, 
aud.fry them dry. Serve hot. 


Flavor for Tea .—To impart a fine flavor to ordinary tea, 
place rose-leaves in the tea-canister, or add one drop of the 
otto of roses on a piece of soft paper to every pound of tea, 
and keep the canister closely covered. 

Shells qf Eggs .—Wash the shells and dry them, to settle, 
coffee in the winter. To use them, soak them over night. 

DESSERTS. 

Cabinet pudding. —I. Put six sponge cakes into enongh 
sherry to soak them thoroughly; make a custard with a 
quart of new milk and six well-beaten eggs; sweeten to 
tiisto; put this and the sponge cakes into ft well-buttered 
mould, tie paper over the top, and steam the pudding for an 
hour; turn out to serve, and mask it with a sauce of sherry 
and the yolk of eggs made hot over the fire. II. Take four 
muffins, cut them in half,and scald them in boiling hot milk 
till they are tender; arrange them in a buttered mould, 
and pour in with them the following mixture—the beaten 
yolks of eight and the whites of four eggs, an ounce of 
almonds blanched and sliced, grated lemon rind and nutmeg, 
a pint of cream, a quarter of a pound of powdered loaf-sugar, 
and a glass of brandy or noyeau ; boil It for an hour, hot do 
not let the water reach to tho top of the mould; serve wine 
sauce with It. This may be baked instead of boiled, and, if 
approved of, layers of dried fruit may be alternated with 
the mixture in the mould or dish. III. Well butter the Lo- 
aldo of a pudding-basin, stick it thickly over with largo 
raisins, and fill up the basin with a pretty stiff custard made 
with four beaten egs, a teacupful of sifted bread-crumbs, two 
ounces of sugar, a few'shred almonds, und enough new milk; 
cover closely, and boll for nn hour and a half. 

Baked Tapioca Pudding. —A small teacupful of tapioca, 
one quart of milk, six eggs, a piece of butter of the size of 
a chestnut, a teacupful of sugar, a teaspoonful of salt ; rose¬ 
water, essence of lemon, or nutmeg, as you prefer. The lump 
tapioca is tho best, and If it is white it should n.4 be washed, 
ns the powder, which is tho best part, will be washed away. 
Pick It over very carefully, soak it overnight in a part »f 
the milk. If you have omitted^to do this, and need the 
pudding for dinner, it will soak in water in two or three 
hours; put barley enough to swell it thoroughly; boil it In 
the milk, stirring it often; beat the eggs some time with the 
sugar in them; stir them and all other ingredients into the 
milk while It is yet hot. ^If the pudding Is put immediately 
in the oven, it will bake in three quarters of an hour, or a 
little less. Three eggs to a quart of milk will make a very 
good tapioca, or sago pudding. Tapioca is very nice soaked 
in water and boiled In milk (about a pint to a coffee-cup of 
tapioca.) with grated lemon-peel, and a little essence of 
lemon, and oaten with cream and sugar. 

Chocolate Butter. —The following is a German receipt, and 
will be found a very nice compound to eat with bread instead 
; of plain butter. Stir a quarter of a pound of bntter over the 
Are until quite soft and creamy; put two cakes of good 
vanilla-flavored chocolate on a tin plate, and sprinkle them 
gradually with milk, nntll they become so soft that you can 
mix them with the butter, then stir them well into it. 8erve 
it cold, in whatever shape you like. 

Fig- Pudding. —A quarter of a pound of figs, a quarter of % 
pound of suet, a breakfast-cup of bread-crumbs, four eggs, a 
breakfast-cup of milk. Mix the stiet, flgs, and bread together. 
Boil the milk and pour over them. Now beat the eggs and 
pour over the other Ingredients. Let the mixture stand a 
little while, then put it Into a shape, boil it for two hours, 
and serve with cream or sweet sauce. 

Yorkshire Pudding , to eat with Meat. —Take a quart of 
milk and five eggs, mix them with flour sufficient to make 
a good pancake batter; put in some salt, nutmeg, and ginger, 
butter or dripping a fying-pan, and put the hatter under a 
piece of beef, or mutton, or veal, that is roasting. When tlie 
top is brown turn it, and let the under side be browned. 
Send it table quite hot. 
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Rose Charlotte Russe. —Take one ounce isinglass or gela- 
tine, aud soften it by soaking awlnle in cold water. Then 
boil it slowly in a pint of cream, sweetened with a quarter 
of a pound of line loaf-sugar (adding a handful of fresh rose- 
leaves, if conveuient, tied iu a thin muslin bag.) till it is 
thoroughly dissolved aud well mixed. Take it off the fire; 
set it to cool, aud beat together until very light and thick, 
four whole eggs, aud the yolks only of four others. Stir the 
beaten eggs gradually into the mixture of cream, sugar, and 
feiuglass, and set ft again over the fire. Stir it well, aud see 
that it ouly simmers, taking it off before it comes to a boil. 
Then, while it is warm, stir in sufficient extract of roses to 
give it a high rose flavor aud fragrant smell. Have ready 
two moulds filled with the mixture, and s£t them on ice. 
Before they go to the table, ice the tops of the Charlotte, 
flavoring the icing with rose. 

Quince Blanc-Mange.— This, if carefully made, and with 
ripe quinces, is one of the most richly-flavored prepara¬ 
tions of fruit that we have ever tasted; and the receipt, we 
may venture to say, will be entirely new to the reader. Dis¬ 
solve In a pint of prepared juice of quinces one ounce of 
isinglass: next add ten ounces of sugar, roughly pounded, 
and stir tnese together gently over a clear fire, from twenty 
to thirty minutes, or until the juice jellies in falling from 
the spoou. Remove the scum carefully, and poor the boiling 
jelly gradually to half a pint of thick cream, stirring them 
briskly together as they are mixed; they must be stirred 
until very nearly cold, aud then poured into a mould which 
has been rubbed in every part with the smallest possible 
quantity of very pure Salad-oil, or, if more convenient, iuto 
one that has been dipped into cold water. 

Vermicelli Pudding , Boiled. —Stir very gontly four ounces 
of vermicelli into a pint of new milk over the stove until it 
be scalding hot, but no more; thou pour it Into a basin, and 
add to it while hot one ounce of butter, and two ounces of 
sugur. When the above is nearly cold, mix in it, very 
g Milly, two well-beaten eggs, and immediately put it into a 
basin that will exactly hold it. Cover carefully with a 
fl.mrod cloth, and turning the basin the narrow end up¬ 
ward, move it rouud for teu minutes, and boil an hour. 
Serve witli pudding-sauce. 

Orange-Cheesecakes. —When you have blanched half a 
pound of ulinonds, beat them very fine, with orange-flow**r 
water, and half a pound of flno sugar, beaten and sifted, one 
pound of butter, that has been melted carefully without 
oiling, and which must be nearly cold before using it; then 
beat the yolks of ten and whites of four eggs; pound two 
Candied oranges, aud a fresh one, with the bitterness boiled 
out, iu a mortar, till as tender as marmalade, without any 
lum|>8; and beat the whole together, and put into patty-pans. 

Syllabub Pudding. —Well beat four eggs; add to them six 
ounces of pounded and sifted loaf-sugar, a gloss of brandy, a 
glass of white wine, and sufficient flour to make it a very 
stiff hatter. Have a quart of milk, warm from the cow, 
poured upon it while you continuo beating; aud when it is 
well frothed, put it into a buttered dish; place it in a quick 
oven, and bake it for a quarter of an hour. Serve imme¬ 
diately. 

Whip Cream. —Add the whites of two or three eggs and 
some pounded loaf-sugar, and whip those two ingredients 
first alone; then add them by degrees to the cream, whip¬ 
ping them all togetheg. 

CAKES, ETC. 

Baltimore Ginger-Bread. —Sift two pounds of flour Into a 
pan; beat eight eggs very light; stir into the flour, cut very 
finely, one pound of good butter, and add one large cupful 
of ground ginger, one whole, grated nutmeg, the rind of one 
lemon, grated, half a pound of currants, one pound of good 
brown sngnr, one pint of molasses, and one teaspoonful of j 
soda, dissolved in a enp of cream. Mix these all well to- j 
pethei^gml bake in small cake-pans in rather a quick oven. | 


Crumpets .—Take one quart of dough from the bread, at 
an early hour iu the morning; break three eggs, separating 
the yolks from the white; both must be whipped to a light 
froth; mix them iuto the dough, and gradually add milk- 
warm water, until it becomes a batter the consistency of 
buckwheat cakes; boat ail well together, and set it to rise 
until breakfast time; have the griddle clean and hot, aud 
nicely greased, pour on the batter in small, rouud cakes, aud 
bake a light browu. 

Fried Ahuh .—Mush to be fried, should be boiled an hour 
longer to evaporate the water, and have half a pint of wheat 
flour stirred into it about half au hour before it is done. 
Take it out of the pot aud put it in au eartlieu dish, and let 
it stand until perfectly cold, then cut it iu slices half an 
inch thick, and fry them brown. 

Soufit Biscuits .—Cut up four ounces of butter into a quart 
of flour; make it into a smooth paste with new milk; knead 
It well, Add a little salt, aud roll it out as thin as paper; 
cut out the cakes with a tumbler, bake quickly. Serve hot. 


FASHIONS FOR OCTOBER. 

Fia. i.— House-Dress or Soft-Blue Delaine. —The skirt 
is trimmed with a full plaited flounce, beginning at tho sides 
and continuing around the bottom of the skirt. White 
cashmere jacket, richly embroidered in colors, and trimmed 
with a variegated fringe. 

Fio. ii.—Evening-Dress or Yellow and White Striper 
Gauze over a White Silk Under-Skirt.— The train is quite 
short, and the skirt has one very deep flounce, with a narrow, 
pinked heading. The over-skirt opens at the back, and is 
trimmed like the under-skirt. A low-necked, short, full 
basque. 

Fio. hi — House-Dress of Mauve Cashmere, worn over 
A Violet-Colored Silk Petticoat .— 1 The cashmere skirt, 
which has a flounce on tho bottom in front, with a puffing 
above that, la trimmed with bands of violet silk, and looped 
up with violet silk rosettes. Very full, flowing sleeves, trim¬ 
med to correspond with the front of the skirt. Round 
waist, with a short, wide, violet silk s;ish. 

Fio. iv.—Walking-Dress or Brown Seroe— Tho skirt is 
trimmed with threo rows of velvet, scalloped on tho npper 
edges; short black silk tipper-skirt, open in front, and looped 
up at the back. Cashmere, half-tight fitting basque, trim¬ 
med with black velvet. 

Fia. v.—Carriaoe-Dress of Red Silk.—T his dress has 
but one skirt, trimmed with two flounces, which aro raised 
with rosettes on each side, Rnd tho space filled in beneath 
tho lower one by three narrow ruffles. Long, black silk 
basque, puffed up at the back, and with long, loose sleeves, 
which, as well ns the skirt and waist, are trimmed with a 
heavy, knotted fringe, with an open-worked heading. 

Fio. vi —Walkino-Dress of Black Silk, trimmed round 
the bottom with two plaited ruffles, cut on tho bias, and 
Aepamted in the middle with a thick piping of satin. The 
bottom of the lower plaiting is finished with a scalloped 
edge, which is also a heading for the top ruffle. The skirt 
has an apron front, trimmed upon tho edge with a narrow 
plaiting, and scalloped hooding. The back is rather scant 
on tho edge, with thefnllness all thrown into the puff at the 
back. Mantelet cape, with hood gathered up in tho middle 
of tho back, trimmed with flvo rows of plaiting. Pnssemen- 
terie rosette and tassels on tho hood, nut of block Nea¬ 
politan braid, twined with poppies, and black lace scarf at 
tbe back. 

Fio. vii.—Walkino-Dress of Maroon Poplin.— The skirt 
is trimmed with a plaiting, half a yard deep, of gros grain 
silk, of a shade darker than tho poplin. Pelisso, cut in wide, 
deep points, bound with the silk, and trimmed with a deep 
fringe of the same shade, with a knotted heading worked 
into the points. Wide, flowing sleeves, and collaret, pointed. 
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back and front. Ilat of straw, nearly covered with bias 
folds of silk, feathers of two shades, and black lace scarf at 
the back. 

Fig. vih.—Dinner-Dress of Pearl-Ghat Silk, cut with 
short train, aud trimmed with violet gros grain silk, put on 
in bius folds, headod by a plaiting of the same. Three folds 
across the front breadth, the third one crossing the others, 
aud continuing around the back. Plain waist, points in 
front, and loug, square basque at the back, finished at the 
ends with wide, black lace, put on full. Trimming ou the 
waist comes over the shoulders, down the back, forming a 
postillion, also trimmed with lace, and plaiting of the silk. 

Fig. ix.—Dinner-Dress of Amber Silk, trimmed with 
black velvet and white lace. The skirt hasa short train, trim¬ 
med with a deep flounce, pinked out, and slightly full, headed 
by a quilling of black velvet between two rows of white 
lace, the same put on perpendicularly, at intervals, all round 
the skirt, finished with a bow ef velvet. Over-skirt, aprou 
front, crossing and caught up at the back of the waist over 
the full back breadth, which is looped up with a large bow' 
of velvet, same as at the back of the waist, with the ends 
coming from under the puff. Sleeves puffed to the elbow, 
with a deep flounce at the bottom, trimmed to match tho 
skirt. Waist plain aud round. 

Genkral Remarks. —There has been so little which is 
decidedly new in the way of fashions lately, that tho change 
must surely come, even if it comes slowly. In appearance, 
dress ,In our large cities, is a good deal simplified. We say 
in appearance, but in reality the trimmings are of sncli an 
expensive character, that a lady’s wardrobe costs as much 
as ever. Still changes have been made. A short time ago 
the petticoat was made of one material, the bodice and tunic 
of another; now the bodice is made to match the petticoat, 
and the tunic, which is placed between the two, is alone 
different. 

All bodies aro made with basques; sometimes a sash is 
worn above the basque, but more frequently tho sash is dis¬ 
pensed with altogether. Those ladies who do not like dis¬ 
pensing entirely with it, wear a baud underneath tho basque, 
with the sash-ends falling atono side. 

Large puffs at the back, and panniers at the sides, arb 
gradually disappearing, and long, graceful drapery, Tailing 
low over the uuder-skirt, seems preferred; yet this is by no 
means the only style, for some of the newest French dresses 
have the nndor-sklrt just to touch the ground, and a mode¬ 
rately short upper-skirt, which falls plainly all around, 
without a loop. Tills fashion looks as if we wero coming 
back to small toumures , and a much plainer style of drapery. 
But even when puffs are worn at the back, they must l>e 
moderate, large ones are voted vulgar, which is a fatal word, 
whero fashion is concerned. Long-trained dresses are seldom 
seen, even in a ball-room, the skirts of evening-dresses being 
much shorter than th»y wore some time ago. 

Tight-pitting Tonics are buttoned in front like paletots, 
the trimmings simulate basques; the long Louis XT. waist¬ 
coat is very fashionable at this moment; white muslin cra- 
Tats and lace bows are worn with this waistcoat, or a lace 
foil is used, if the waist is open shawl shape. 

A very ugly shade of brown is said to be again coming in 
fashion, something like the most unbecoming Bismork 
brown, but with not so much yellow, and a little more red 
In it—It is called tiger red. Striped silks appear every year, 
but none, fortunately, seem so popular as the plain-colored 
silks, of which, as we have so often said before, one does not 
tire so easily as of the promenade figured, or striped mar 
terial, and which so often proves more available, if it is 
desirable to alter it. 

Fichus of black lace are wry popular. These fichus are 
charming. They cross upon the chest, where they are fast¬ 
ened with a large bow; they are tied at the back, forming 
two points, and at the junction of these two points there is 
another bow- Several aro made of white muslin, with Valen¬ 


ciennes insertion let in, and are edged with lace to match. 
Guipure is likewise used in a similar manner. They are 
also made entirely of either black or white lace; but nmis 
of these fichus are so popular as those for which Spanish lace 
is exclusively used. 

The modification of corsage, and the alteration of the 
sleeve, cause lace and embroidery to play a considerable 
part in the toilet of our fashionables. 

Charming Lace Collars are arranged to be worn with 
square, pointed, or heart-shaped bodices; this was chiefly 
used on point d’Angleterre, Bruges, Malines, and Valen¬ 
ciennes. Sleeves of these laces are Pagoda, half-open, and 
puffed. 

Crepe de Chine is largely employed in all shades, edged 
with rich lace, as drapery over black dresses, and as neck- 
tyes, fringed and edged with lace. 

Lace Bows for the hair are also in favor. 

Several of the new out-door garments, are made with double 
capes, aud no sleeves, having a very fashionable appearance. 
The material used is cashmere, braided with soutache of the 
same color, and edged with a twisted friuge. The tunic 
woru with these garmeuts almost invariably matches them, 
especially when they are of colored cashmere. 

A profusion of either embroidery, braiding, or gimp, is 
required to make these double sleeveless capes look at all 
elogant. Almond-colored capes and tunic, both lr*rd«rrd 
with fringe to match, look well over either a silk skirt of 
the same color, or over a black velvet skirt. 

Sn.K Embroidery and Braiding is beginning to take the 
place of the fringes so long worn. Most of the sacques nrs 
nearly tight-fitting at the back, and loose and square in 
front. Cloaks of dark-blue wattr-prouf cloth are the most 
popular for damp weather; these cloaks are moderately long, 
with large circular capes, looped up in the back, or else 
scalloped and bound at the edges. A new fancy is to take 
a dirk-green plaid shawl, and make it into a cloak; if the 
shawl is not ton heavy, it does very nicely. 

Bonnets are growing larger, but their form is most various, 
according to the fancy of the wearer. This is a most sen¬ 
sible fashion. 

TriB IIair is usually dressed closely to the head about the 
temple aud sides, high ou top, and in braids and curls that 
fall rather low at the back; but the stylo of wearing the 
hair is like the fancy for a bonnet, depending very much 
on tho fancy of the individual. Some prophesy a return to 
tho coil and high dressing at the hack, but we have only 
seen one or two, and those with classically-shaped heads, 
who hare voutured on this siyle. 


dll LDREN’S FA8HIONS. 

Fro. i.—G irl’s Dress of Chestnut-Colored Poplin.—’T he 
skirt has one deep, full plaited flounce. Polish coat of dark- 
brown cloth, which fastens diagonally from the left shoulder 
to the right side. Tho skirt is made fuller behind, and ts 
gathered into the waist at the back. A sash of broad, brown 
ribbon is tied at tho right side. The coat Is trimmed with 
imitation of gray Astrakan fur. Polish cap of brown veltvL 

Fig. n.—B oy’s Dress of Blue Cashmere.—T he trousers 
are slightly full at the knee; over the blue, plain sacque is 
worn auother of black velvet, shorter, and cut up in squares 
or battlements. The short, velvet sleeves are cut like the 
bottom of the skirt; black morocco belt; square, linen collar, 
buttonholed at the edge. 

Fig. in.—D ress for a Young Girl.—T he gray merino 
coat has a full skirt, long sleeves, and a deep, round caps. 
The front of the coat, and the cape, are trimmed with dark, 
entrant-colored silk, cut bias; above the wide silk, on the 
edge of the cape, and al»ove the hem of the coat, is a narrow 
piping of the silk. The sleeves are trimmed to correspond. 
Gray felt hat, trimmed with currant-colored velvet. 
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__ t:h::es important to the ladies. 

"TJ TkT "Cl Ifc ia ®* id that ,adie ® who ftro troubled by pimples, sallow- 

I il. W It. fj 1^1 Wm Pi new * mot h*pa tehee, ring-marks, Ac.; mny obliterate the 
\ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ evidences of their mortification, and add Immensely to their 

Ofc ■ __ is ■ ■ personal beauty, by the use of au article now being eold by 

O ©Win ST macnina ° nr known as Magnolia Balm. We eliould think 
O such a wou |d j* yerj popular. 

wm tew everything needed in a family,from the heorieH to --= k* ^ &.rr e*(>y ....»> A».n. ft mwmr 

“* f^Uerf fabric. It doe, more work, and more kind, of 

work, than any other machine, laUonofalr. aacmmnemled by i.linici us 

_ _ / \ »nd all mothw* whose children havowvra 

SEND FOR A CIRCULAR. / A \ 

Manufactory at Florence, Massachusetts. / / A \^ \ co.,sst Bm»<by.-\y,_K. y. Bmipi. mniicd 

L-O/ /\ ' ,— i oa iveript of $1. gold al»o by Stewart. 

-. - V • Clsflin, lord A Tevlor, Arnold ACmirta'le 

^ * **»d fint-rliiu Infn- U CIot M, »v, Fanev nnd 

^ wm t ±"* ° ,Tead * "*«*»* f 

~PRATT’S ASTRAL OIL. 

^ The SAFEST and BEST ILLUMINATING OIL mernMih. U«ed In ow 109,000 F.mllitt. 
£ Millions of Gallons have l*een Sold. No Accidente have ever occurred -from is. Our Motto— 
j| Not Cheapest, but SAFEST and BEST.” 

9 Oil Honsa of CHAS. PRATT, Established 1770. 

_ . _I08FULTON STREET, N. Y. 

STERIOUS PICTURES SENT TRUE, /HAT A ATT 1 Aw AA SQ 
receipt of one stamp for pontage. a/JjlT M R mj V/ \ M m d 

adams a co.,Boston. CASHMERE BOUQUET SOAP 

GOING TO PA | N T ? ha8 a nove ^ *>ut very delightful per- 
THH fume, and is in every respect superior 

CHEMICAL PM / 3°£EF !; " pa * m * > m " 

THE BEST W °°yAi;ciuL ARCHITECT. 

' I i . e i 1 Drawings, 

xterior work upon Cottages, Villas, or ,'Vr-A “J. I li 'il IS S 12 ’ post-paid, 

id, whether built of brick, wood or iron. Jg r S . |j£ Q VQ E WCQEW AP.E 

for use, and require* no oil thinning or £ ‘ l G Tp3 p n io;. vT-TV o i)L f“>tTVr 
«, and any desired .hade can b. had in : Publisher 191 Broadway N. \. 

gallon upwards. i t f'S -J * eud J or f "talogue of oil books 

TO .__„ . .. .. f on Architecture. Agriculture, 

SflU^,ntZde. P * ‘ 6 K*Ui Sports and the Hot, t. 

UPHAM'8 EMAIL BLANC DE PARIS 

is the finest and best preparation in tho 
world for beautifying tho complexion. 
It imparts to the skin the whiteness of 
alabaster and tho smoothness of velvet; 
removes all Freckles, Red and Tan Spc-fs. 
It produces a healthy action upon the 
•kin, changes a dry and scaly skin into a 
moist and healthy color. Price 60 certs; 
UO, aiiciuttot Aim uim JBfOXlfXKR, or by Express, Six Bottles for |5^0. 

s March: freight paid by purchaser. Sold at the Depot, Du J. S. FRT, 

i ago I had my house painted with the 25 South Eighth street, and by Druggists. 

from close observaition. think it superior-—---- 

White Lead—covers better, retains Its WfIMAM’Q SiFMPAI PHI I CPP 
crack or chalk off—in fact, becomes ■* i/lfl/lle 9 SEmIvML wwLnLCLuBh 
[ think it cheaper because of these OF THK NEW YORK INFIRMARY, 

first cost the same. From my expe- Recond Atchuc, N. Y. Winter Session begins 1st of 
and much better than any other Paint October. For particulars, address the Secretary. 

_ EMILY BLACKWE LL, M. D. 

HOTNJI, of Torants, N*w You, nye, R| M MEL'S PERFUMERY 

i house two years ago, one coat only, PARIS, LONDON AND BRUSSELS. 

auc.iL Paint, and that it Is ah good to-dav RAT Tl nv ATT nn rm n T cw»o 

I. It beats English and all other Leads BY A LL DRUGGISTS. 


V9f WVVP MYSTERIOUS PICTURES SENT FRBE, 
IP I If |S on receipt of one stamp for pontage. 

* * ■ *■ ADAMS A CO., Boston. 

ARE YOU GOING TO PAINT? 

imam 

IS THE BEST 

In the world for exterior work upon Cottages, Villas, or 
Buildings of any kind, whether built of brick, wood or iron. 
It is a liquid, ready for use, and require* no oil thinning or 
drier. Purest white, and any desired shade can be iu 
packages from one gallon upwards. 

Tests of six years, warrant us In pronouncing it the 
most durable and beautiful paint made. 

What people say: 

PETER HENDERSON, Sjcedsman ahd Florist. New 
York, write*, Feb. 17,1S71: 

4411 is now a year and a half ago since I painted my 
residence with the Averill Chemical Paint, and, compared 
with painting that I had done with the best White Lead 
and Oil at the same time, I find that the Chemical Paint 
retains the color and gloss far superior to the lead oil. In 
the future I will use no other.” 

J. V. NICHOLS, Anciunor Aim Civil Bnoinkkb. 
Orange, N. J., writes March: 

“ ** ver two years ago I had my house painted with the 
Aykrill Paint, and from close observation, think it superior 
to the best English White Lead — covers better, retains its 
rIom, and doe* not crack or chalk off—in fact, becomes 
firmer with age. I think It cheaper because of these 
qualities, allowing first cost the same. From my expe¬ 
rience, the colors stand much better than any other Paint 
in use.” 

Mr. J. 8. VALENTINE, of Yorkers, New Yore, says, 
July 28, If71: 

u lie painted his house two years ago, one coat only, 
with the Averill Chemical Paint, and that it is ah good to-dav 
as when first applied. It beats English and all other Leads 
for beauty, and Its durability is beyond question. Would 
have required two coats had he used Lea/1, t c.” 

Sample card of beautiful colors, and recommendations 
from owners of the finest residences in the country furnish¬ 
ed free by the 

AVERILL CHEMICAL PAINT CO., 

32 Burling 8!ip, New York ; 

Or, Cleveland, Ohio. 

Ask for the Averill Chemical Paint, and take, no other , 
at many have purchased imitations, supposing it was ours * 
and been swindled. ’ 



ORIENTAL ASPERSQR 

for sprinkling PERFUMES on tho hand- 
kerch.ef, in apartments, sickrooms, 
Ac., Ac. 

Special Representatives fof the 

United States. 

EDWAEDES ft BUSSELL, 

No. 38 Vesey8treet, New York; 
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GET UP YOUR CLUBS] NOW IS THE TIME TO BEGIN! 

PETERSOFSMAGAZINE 

^CHEAPEST AND BEST OF ALL.^T 

Now it the time to begin canvassing for clubi for 1S72! Tow cannot commence too toon 11 Next year 
“ Peter ton's Magazine” will have more reading matter and finer engravings than ever before til 


** PETERSON’S MAGAZINE ” gives more for the money, and of a better quality , than any other. It contains every 
year, nearly 1000 pages, 14 steel plates, 12 double sized mammoth colored steel fashion plates, and about 1000 wood 
engravings—and all this for only TWO DOLLARS A YEAR, or a dollar lets than Magazines of its class. 


TERMS—ALWAYS IN ADVANCE. 

1 Copy for one year, - - $2.00 5 Copies, one year, - (“iVcKT') $8.00 

2 Copies, “ , - 4.00 6 “ “ - (^VcST) 9.50 

3 “ “ - - 5.00 8 “ C up or Club. ) 12.00 

4 “ “ - - 6.00 14 " V up ofClub!* r ) 20.09 

PREMIUMS FOR CLUBS! I EXTRAORDINARY INDUCEMENTS!! 

To every person getting up a Club of two, three, four, five, six, eight, or fourteen, at the above price*, either 
of our magnificent copy-right premium engravings will be sent gratis. To persona getting up Clubs of 
five, six, eight, or fourteen at the above prices, au extra copy of the Magazine, in addition to the premium engraving, 
will be sent grafts. Ix remitting, get a Post-Office order, or a draft on Philadelphia or New York; if neither one of 
the*e can be had, send Greenbacks, or notes of National Ranks, lu the latter case, it is best to register your letter. 
N. B.—Clubs may begin with either the January or July numbers. Address , Ibst-paid, 

CHARLES J. PETERSON. 

Specimens sent gratis to those wishing to get up Clubs. No. 306 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 

GLYCERINE CAKE A SUPERB $16 BIBLE 

Kawolles Toilet Glycerini Cakeis unequaled for Wash- ** wUI L_ I I U U I U L L 

ing. Shaving, Shampooing and Dentrilice. Removes pimples For One Day's Work. Address (with stamp) ESTILL k 00. 
ami blotches; prevents chapping; produces a clear, soft and Publishers, Mansfield, Ohio. 

white skin. Warranted over one-half pure Glycerine. For —--•-—- 

Glycerine, 173 William Street, New York. I' BULBOUS FLOWER ROOTS!! 
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«I HEAR HI 

B Y jN E L L 

. "Give me some hope! I will wait for you 
for years,” pleaded Paul, earnestly, i * 

“I cannot give,you hops,”, answered Jean¬ 
ette. , “The man I love mpst be: no idle 
drone: he must take hie share in the world’s 
work-” 

“But I am rich,” he interrupted, eagerly. 
“Why should I work? I wish to enjoy life— 
to go with you to Europe-^to enlarge our minds 
by travel, and the culturethat travel best 
brings—” 

Jeanette shook her head., 

“That is but an/other rendering of *3 quI, 
.take thine ease, eat, drink* and be merry,’ 
Xfo, Paul, you are talented, high-principled* 
amiable, everything but the ope thing—you 
are not a man, manly, but only a trifler and 
a butterfly.” 

“ Those .are hard words,” replied Paul, pull¬ 
ing at his mustache, “and undeserved.” Any 
other man, feeling as he did, would haye 
broken forth in angry reply. 

“ Do something; cease to be a mere idler,” 
inflexibly said Jeapette. 

Paul answered nothing, but looked at her 
steadily .for a moment, then deliberately .but¬ 
toned up his.coat, and was gone. 

When the last sound of his footsteps died 
away, when the street-door had been heard to 
olose behind him, Jeanette covered h er face 
with her hands, and burst ipto tears. Fpr, she 
loved Paul, loved himin spite of hqr judgment, 
and it had cost her a terrible wrench of the 
heart to speak to him as she had done. She 
had known, for some time, that bis proposal 
?vas impending, and had fougbt it off more than 
once, conscious that she had not the courage 
and firmness to answer as she should; but she 
had asked for strength from on High* and had 
finally been able to do what she thought her 
duty; but it had been with the feeling with 
which one goes to the stake. 

It was all over, and now came the reaction, 
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M COMING*" 

LI AMIS. 

in floods and floods of sobs and tears. But 
Jeanette had been taught to prefer duty before 
everything else, and her resolute character, 
after awhile, came to her aid. She rose and 
dashed the tears from her eyes. 

“ I will not be such a weak fool,” she cried. 
“ If he has any manliness in him, he will prove 
it now:;and if not—well, it will be better then 
to forget him.” 

Poor Jeanette! She aeon found that she re¬ 
quired all her strength to persist in her reso¬ 
lution. She saw no more of Paul at her own 
house, but she met him in-society frequently, 
and. his reproachful eyes were almost more 
than she could endure. -Had he^een angry it 
Would have been different. But he always 
spoke to her politely* and sometimes even 
lingered awhile beside her. The old, dear, 
confidential talks, however* were over forever. 
Others came to her, and tried to interest her; 
but the something was wanting thationly Paul 
supp\ied;it was a. terrible struggle to*carry 
on, but she was true to her principles, and re¬ 
mained firm.. .. - 

One evening, when Paul was presont at a 
little reunion, Jeanette was asked to sing. 
Paul had just approached her, looking more 
hurt th&n ever, and she was glad of the excuse 
to avoid him. He led . her, however, to the 
piano, and then took H seat in another part of 
the room* . ! ; 

“Goodness!” reclaimed fidgetty little Miss 
White, sitting close by Paul. “ How well Jean¬ 
ette sings this evening.” 

Paul felt his. heart beat .fast, The air and 
accompaniment were unusual. Jeanett’s mag¬ 
nificent voice rang out like a trumpet summon¬ 
ing to the assault., The earnest words went to 
his soul, more effective than a thousand ser¬ 
mons. 4 , 

“In the world*® broad field of battle, 

, In,the bivouac of life, 

Be not libe dUnrb-drlvon cattle, 

Be a hero iu the strife. 

817 
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“I HEAR HIM COMING.” 


Lives of great men all remind us, 

We can make our lives sublime, 

And departing leave behind <us, 1 * 

Foot-prints on the sands of Time/’ 

At the conclusion of the song, Paul quietly 
made his adieus to the hostess, and left; but 
all the way home his feet kept time to the in¬ 
spiring accompaniment; and when ini the soli¬ 
tude of his own room, he repeated to himself, 
again and again, the words of the stirring 
song. Hitherto he had thought Jeanette un¬ 
just, at least in part: now, all at onc6, he 
understood her, and was ashamed of himself 
and of his Epicurean views of life/ 

Strange and almost incomprehensible, that 
the waking up to manliness, to true nobility, 
should be so slow! Mothers may weep, fathers 
preach and command, sisters exert every gentle 
womanly influence, women of their choice may 
argue, advise, and sometimes part,'as in this 
CAse: and then some little chord, buried deep 
under the accumulated debris of pride, indif¬ 
ference, and wounded vanity, will suddenly be 
strnck by a sympathetic hand, and thrill and 
quiver into perfect harmony. Who among 
us shall dare hint that 1 suoh little impulsive 
acts are not genuine inspirations? Many a 
man has boefi led to the fold, many a woman's 
life strengthened, and temptation destroyed, 
by the spontaneous infusion of sympathetic 
feeling. 

Jeanette had always believed, that if she 
could ever fan into a flame that spark So vitally 
essential to her own happiness and her lover's 
salvation, there'would then be no doubt in re¬ 
gard to the future. * 

After that night Jeanette saw Paul no more. 
It is true the season Was drawing to a close, and 
everybody, Jeanette included, going otit of 
town. But Paul, at any other time, would have 
remained, at least until Jeanette left. He did 
not call either, to leave cards, on his depar¬ 
ture. Was he angry? Had that sdng offended 
him ? If so all hope of his improvement was 
over: their parting Was a final one. Poor 
Jeanette! 

The summer passed. At her father's country* 
seat, on the Hudson, Jeanette entertained, as 
usual, and strove to be gay and happy: but it 
was a miserable failure. In the autumn she 
went back to New York, fully expecting to see 
Paul, somewhere, during the winter, even if 
he did not- call. But New-Yeaj’s came and 
went, yet still there was no word of him. 
Jeanette was too proud to ask about him, and 
nobody ever mentioned bis name: he seemed to 
have dropped out of society altogether. Was 
he in Europe? Was he—worse than nil—dead? 


Spring returned, and once more Jeanette 
was On the Hudson, at her father's country- 
seat. Mr. Woolsey startled he?, one morning, 
by saying, at the breakfast-table, after opening 
his letters, 

44 1 heard of our old friend, Paul, yesterday: 
and here is a letter about him from my friend, 
Mr. Sykes." 

Jeanette's heart beat fast, but she made no 
reply. 

“I aril sorry for Him," resumed her father, 
helping himself to another roll. 

“ Sorfy for him! What do yoa mean ?” cried 
Jeanette, excitedly, with a look that revealed 
the secret which her father .had long suspected. 

“ Wbll, the young rasdal took a notion to go 
into business, a short time ago." Jeanette's 
lip quivered. 44 His elder brother, who is a 
shipping-merchant, thought it would be a good 
idea to establish a branch-house in California: 
so Paul was placed at the head of it, and went 
out to San Frandisco, more than a year ago. 

I don’t know how they have managed it,” and 
the old man scratched his head thoughtftilly, 

II but Sykes, a member of the firm, told me that 
they had met with some terrible losses, and 
Pred’s fortune has dwindled down to a com¬ 
petence. I suppose they Will regain it all be¬ 
fore long, thought Fred is one of the most 
reliable business men in the country; and Paul, 
Sykes says, Is coming out splendidly." 

<4 Oh, dear, is that all, father? I thought it 
was something dreadful," and Jennie, little 
hypocrite, resumed her tea. 

44 No, child, it is not all; bnt I reckon lt*a 
nothing very dangerous. Paul is strong: got 
an excellent constitution—'" 

“ What is it?” and Jeanette gasped for breath. 
“Father, I—I love Paul: tell me, quickly, 
what has happened?" And she rose to her 
feet. 

“You see, Jeanette," and tears trembled in 
the old man’s eyes; as he saw the hands of his 
darling clenched, the quivering lip, the di¬ 
lated eye, “you see, Jennie, Paul has been 
careless. He was Coming east, and had got as 
far as the New Jersey Central, when there was 
a smash-up, and Paul, Mr. Sykes writes, was 
thrown down an embankment, and injured 
considerably. I really don't know how much, 
bnt he #as brought to the oity, and carried to 
his hotel unconscious. I shall go to the city 
to-day, of course, and inquire." 

Jeanette went up to him and laid her hand 
upon his shoulder. 

“Let me go with you ?" she said. 

But hor father shook his head. 
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“No, my dear, that wouldn’t do.” He could 
not say that Paul might have ceased to love 
her, but he thought it; and he evaded the sub¬ 
ject by adding, “ if he is able to be moved, I 
will bring him up here, and, together, we’ll 
nurse him back to health. Will that do, dar¬ 
ling?” 

Jeanette answered by flinging tiereelf into 
her father’s arms and bursting into tears, as 
Bhe murmured, “ You are bo good, and thought¬ 
ful, and kind.” 

All that day Jeanette was restless. Neither 
her bird, nor her flowers, nor her music, 
interested her. Twenty times she went to the 
door to look for her father, though she knew 
he could not get back for hours yet. At last, 
toward the middle of the afternoon, came a 
telegram. 

“ Have seen Paul. Is not so much hurt as 
reported; but cannot bring him up to-day,' as 
his partners are to see him yet about some 
business. Look for us to-morrow.” 

Oh! blessed words! To the telegraph clerk, 
who had transcribed them, they conveyed no 
special meaning; but to Jeanette they said 
that Paul still lovtd her, and that she should 
see him before long. 

When would they come? The telegraph did 
not mention the train. But, almost at dawn, 
Jeanette arose, for she could not sleep, and 
began to dress. As the suh mounted above 
the hills, she threw open' her window and 
looked out. The air was balmy and soft; the 
birds were singing joyously; all nature was 
exultant, and grateful. Her own heart was 
full of thankfulness and joy. She leaned on 
the sill, and looked heavenward, her eyes 


beaming with emotion. At that instant, the 
crunching of carriage-wheels was heard, as if 
rapidly approaching the house. 

“I hear him coming,” she cried. “I hear 
him coming—oh! thank God!” and ran down 
stairs, her still-disheveled hair flying wildly 
over her shoulders. She reached the parlor- 
door just as Mr. Woolsey, and-some one he was 
half supporting, entered the apartment. 

Jeanette sprang forward. “ Paul,” she ex¬ 
claimed, and fell on his bosom, sobbing. 

Mr. Woolsey discreetly left the room, closing 
the door behind him. 

“Jeanette, I have been at work,” said Paul, 
faintly, as he sank on the sofh. 

“Yes, Paul!” and she sobbed more ex¬ 
citedly than ever, kneeling and clinging to him. 

“ I have lost half my fortune.” 

An incoherent, “I Am glad ef it,” was the 
next answer. 

“And I’ve smashed my arm, as you see,” 
looking down on the left one, which was in a 
sling. 

“ Oh ! Paul—darling—I’m so sorry.” 

“ Will you love me now, Jeanette?” 

“Yes !” faintly. 

“ And marry me, some of these days?” 

44 To-morrow,” cried Jeanette, throwing the 
hair back from her forehead, and looking him 
proudly in the eyes. “ Poor or rich—maimed 
or well—to-morrow, if you ask it.” 

To this day, Jeanette says, however, that, 
even in affairs of love, it is best to put duty 
first. “ You see,” she adds, “ it always comes 
out right Paul is all the nobler for what I 
exacted, and I, though it cost me a year of 
suffering, am ail the happier.” 


SUMMER IN THE COUNTRY. 

IT ROBB OREENLIAP. 


Ob ! I lavs in the country tn Sommer to be, 
Where we rise at the dawn,of the day. 

And drive the cows down to the pasture-field, 

And gather bright flowers on the way ; 

Where th6 Woodlands resound with the warblfngs 
Of birds *tmt sing np In the trees, 

And the soent of the blossoming clover 
Is wafted along on the breoeo. 

When at home all assist in the dntfee; 

Nell washes the dishes, and Sue 
Is straining the milk in the pantry, 

And /always And something to do; 

There's the beds to be made In the chambers, 

The rooms to be dnsted with care; 

Freeh flowers to b» placed on the mantle, 

That is always my pride to have there. 


When duties in-doors are completed, 

We'll whistle to Rover, and then 
We’re away to the meadows, for lilies, 

Or a romp with old Rose, in the glen; 

Or taking a walk to the sea-shore, 

To 4o<> the anils pass up the bay. 

Or recline in the shade of the cedars. 

And watch the men tossing the hay. 

Yes! give me the country in Summer, 

Where the woodlands with berries abound; 
Where the flowers seem to vie in their lx*auty. 
And the notes mf sweet songsters resound 
From morn antll eve, and dame Nature 
Seems clothed in her brightest array, 

Oh I h»w sweet is the country in Swmner, 
Where we rise at the dawn of the day. 
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BY DAISY 

Was thero ever such an awkward predica¬ 
ment? The pretty face gl&Qcing at itself in 
the mirror opposite, drew down the corners of 
the rosy mouth, and tried to look sorry; but 
the imp of mischief that lurked in the dim¬ 
ple in her chin gained the day, and Milly 
tossed the letter on the sofa, and laughed 
wickedly. 

“ Millicent!” and Miss Deborah De Kaye 
frowned darkly over her gold-rimed spectacles 
at the sound. “Such levity is most un¬ 
seemly 1” 

Unseemly! What would have become of 
aunt Deborah had she but known the dreadful 
enormity of the whole matter? F»r Milly De 
Kaye, just eighteen years old, an orphan, an 
heiress, and pretty enough to set any man dis¬ 
tracted at her vagaries, was—I shudder to say 
it—was, at that very moment, engaged to three 
different men ! 

There isn’t a shadow of an excuse to offer 
for her, except that she was the most mis¬ 
chievous kitten I ever knew; and she had a 
trick of opening her soft, gray eyes, and look¬ 
ing innocently up at the unlucky man with 
whom she was flirting, which, in some mar¬ 
velous manner, invariably bewitched him into 
making a goose of himself. She had been pay¬ 
ing a vicit in Boston and New York, and, dear 
me! it would take a month to tell you of all 
the naughtiness Bhe had been guilty of. And 
the present cause of the mirth which shocked 
aunt Deborah was nothing less than a letter 
from one of the unfortunates who considered 
klpiself engaged to Milly, beseeching her guar¬ 
dian's sanction to that arrangement. 

Milly's real guardian was Mr. Somers, a 
jolly old gentleman, formerly a partner of her 
father’s, who had retired from practice, and 
lived very handsomely in Boston; but when 
she left school, Milly found herself claimed by 
her father’s sisters, two maiden ladies, who re¬ 
sided iu one of the loveliest of New England 
towns, where they quite qneened it over the 
rest of the inhabitants thereof, by virtue of 
their ancient name and blue blood. They 
were very elegant old ladies, such models of 
propriety, that Milly shocked them every hour 
in the day, to her intense glee. And this let¬ 
ter, which caused such a sensation, had been 
320 
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forwarded by Mr. Somers to annt Deborah-—a 
bit of folly for which Milly secretly resolved 
to read him a lecture. 

“A most properly expressed letter,” said 
Miss Deborah, picking it up, and smoothing 
out the oreases that Milly had made. “ * Isaac 
Brewstera very good same, Milly; dates 
back to the Mayflower, I think.” 

“I shouldn’t wonder,”, said Milly, saucily. 
“ Mr. Brewster looks very much like an ani¬ 
mated fossil; I’ll ask him how he felt when he 
landed on Plymouth Rock.” 

Auot,Deborah gasped; the Mayflower and 
the Pilgrim Fathers were among her articles 
of belief, and Milly’s nineteenth-century irrev¬ 
erence filled her with holy horror. 

“It’s perfectly ridiculous,” pursued Milly. 
“ Why, aunt Deborah, he’s old, enough to be 
my grandfather, very nearly.”. 

“Didn’t you accept him, when he proposed 
to you ?” asked Miss Dc Kaye, severely. 

“Why—no!” hesitated Milly, the dimples 
beginning to show; themselves again. “Jie 
asked me if I w # ould like to live in Boston, and 
I said * yes, Boston air agreed with me,* and 
then he wished to know how I liked his house, 
(it was at a grand party that ho gave* said we 
weredn the picturevgallery, eating ices,) and I 
told him it would suitme exactly, if there was 
only a conservatory added; and he said he 
would consult an architect, and then Clarke 
Eglcthorpe came after me to waits, and— 
and- That’s all—every bit!” 

But, secretly, Miss Milly was chuckling over 
the tableau of fot -Mr. Brewster’s panting 
efforts to rise from his knees, when he heard 
Eglethor^e’s footsteps; and she did not think 
it necessary to relate all the coquettish glances 
that had made such work with the tough eld 
bachelor’s worldly-wise heart. 

“Millicent, this is perfectly awful,” Vegan 
Miss Deborah ; but she got no further in -that 
sentence, for the door opened, and in walked 
aunt Barbara. Now, aunt Barbara was a 
shade less strict in her laws of propriety than 
her sister, which may be accounted for by her 
being three years her junior, and having once 
had a love-affair, which ended unhappily, but 
had invested her with a sort of sad dignity 
ever sinee, and, therefore, in “ patters of the 
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heart/’ as she termed it, aunt Barbara felt j 
herself to be quite aufait. 

“ Milly,” said Miss Barbara, with a benign 
glance, that somehow gave Milly a preparatory 
shiver. 41 James has just brought up the noon 
mail, and here’s a letter, which, being ad¬ 
dressed to the Misses de Kaye, I hare opened. 
It's a very important letter, my dear,” smiling 
blandly, “from Mr. Roger Winthrop, asking * 
our consent to paying his addressos to you. ; 
Sister Deborah, please read it.” 

Milly betook herself to the sofa-pillow, which 
she pinched viciously, to keep from another : 
display of levity ; and after aunt Deborah had 
read the note over twice, she handed it to the j 
delinquent, who commented upon it with her j 
usual freedom aloud. 

“ Ho 4 hopes his name and position may notj 
be unacceptable(nonsense! what has that 
to do with the matter?) 4 thinks your niece’s 
affections are engaged in the affair(disgust- : 
ingprig! much he knows about them!) 4 and : 
will hope to receive a favorable answer, in per- ; 
eon, this week/ Heavens 1” and Milly looked 
perfectly aghast at the suggestion. 

44 1 wish you would be less profane ! ,f sighed 
aunt Deborah. 44 Barbara, I don’t know what 
to make of Milly. I, too, have received a pro¬ 
posal for her (from Mr. Isaao Brewster; you 
remember the family, my dear ? Came over 
in the Mayflower;) and 1 begin to think Milly ; 
must have behaved very badly, while away 
from our guidance. I fear she bas been trill- ;j 
mg. 

44 With the deepest and purest emotions of 
the human heart!” ejaculated aunt Barbara, 
solemnly. 

Alas! poor old ladies. Milly smiled invol- : 
untarily, and shoved farther down into her j: 
pocket a long letter from Clarke Bglethorpe, 
informing her that he meditated coming to ; 
Westerly to announce their “ engagement.” 

44 To which of these two letters do you wish ; 
me to return an affirmative answer?” de¬ 
manded aunt Deborah, having given Milly ; 
what she thought a proper pause for reflection. : 

44 1 dtm’t know, I’m sure,” said Milly, in an : 
aggravatingly helpless Toice, with a meek 
droop of her gray eyes. 44 Don’t answer them, 'i 
aunt Deboralh—let them come; Westerly is a ; 
very pretty place, and I shouldn’t want to de- < 
cide such a serious matter before you and < 
aunt' Barbara saw the gentlemen.” \ 

A faint glimmer of satisfaction dawned upon i 
Miss Deborah's grim countenance at this dip- J 
lomatic remark, and aunt Barbara interposed j 
with another piece of news. j 


“I also had a note from Dora Larcom, say¬ 
ing that she will stop here on her way from 
Lebanon, for a short visit.” 

“Dora!” cried Milly, with an exclamation 
point that spoke volumes. If there was an in¬ 
dividual whom she detested, it was her cousin 
Dora. 

“And a telegram from Noel Sefton. The 
carriage will have to go for them both this 
afternoon. I do wish Noel would give us a 
little more notice.” 

44 Don’t abuse the absent, aunt Barbara,” 
said a laughing voice behind her, and Milly 
sprang up with a radiant face to greet the de¬ 
linquent, who lounged half insido the low 
window. 

. 44 Oh, cousin Noel! I’m so glad you are 
come.” 

To ordinary mortals, the cordiality of hor 
welcome would have carried proof of her sin¬ 
cerity ; but Noel Sefton knew Milly, and Mil- 
ly’s 44 ways,” since the tender age of six, when 
she used to practice coquetry upon him in its 
mild form, and, therefore, he gave her a droll, 
teasing look, from a pair of dark, blue eyes, 
and an inoredulous “Honor bright, Milly?” 
in the calmest of tones, which inspired her 
with a longing to box his ears. 

Aunt Deborah gave him her check to kiss, 
and thawed visibly, for Noel was hor favorite 
nephew; the choicest wines, and the finest 
fruit were always produced for Mr. Sefton, 
who, invariably, with all btB love of teasing, 
kept within the boundary of deference to her, 
which aunt Deborah always exacted. 

“You needn’t send the carriage,” said Noel, 
depositing himself in his graceful, lazy way, 
in a corner of Milly’s sofa. “ Dora is at pre¬ 
sent riding up from the station. I preferred 
walking, to the infliction!” he added, wick¬ 
edly, for Milly’s edification. 

“ Is she as agreeable as ever ?” retorted 
Milly, provokingly aloud. 

44 1 think she has a mission now,” said he, 
plaintively, 44 1 believe I heard her say so as I 
fell asleep. Really, it was my only defenoe. 
I was obliged to restore exhausted nature, 
after two hours of uninterrupted Dora.” 

Aunt Deborah opened her lips to reprove 
him, but the sound of carriage-wheels at the 
door interrupted her, and both old ladies went 
out to. receive the guest. 

“Oh, Noel!” said Milly, in a voice ef comic 
despair, and forgetting her pique in her 
anxiety to unfold part of her dilemma (she 
wouldn’t have told him all of it for the world) 
44 1 am in such a scrape.” 
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milly’s lovers. 


44 Another?” he a9ked, resignedly. i 

44 So horrid! Do you know, Mr. Somers 
actually sent the letter to aunt Deborah, and, j 
Noel, he’s coming here to Westerly.” j 

44 Deluded mortal! Who’s coming, Milly ?” | 

44 Mr. Brewster—Isaac ; the fat old bachelor, ! 
who lives on Beacon street.” j 

Noel went off into a shout of laughter; Mil- j 
ly’s face was irresistible. 44 And aunt De- | 
borah thinks I’ve made a grand conquest, and j 
enlarges about the Pilgrim Fathers 1 I don’t j 
know what I thall'do ! And then, of all things, j 
Dora! Noel, dear,” she said, with the softest j 
blush, and side-glance of her eyes, 44 you’ll; 
have to take care of me; 1 never was in such ; 
a plight in roy life.” 

Milly administered her sugar-plum adroitly, ; 
just as she heard aunt Deborah’s foot on the 
threshold; and Nod’s reply, if he meant to 
make one, was silenced by Dora’s entrance. 

Dora Larcom, the third of this party of 
cousins, was several years Milly’s senior, and 
would have been called a very handsome wo¬ 
man, had it not been for sundry eccentricities 
in dress that produced a curious effect upon 
the beholder. She had regular, well- shaped fea¬ 
tures, and a fine complexion ; but her pretty, 
light-brown hair was drawn down close behind 
her ears, and fastened in a wad, much resem¬ 
bling a buckwheat pancake, at the back of 
her head; Milly read 44 woman’s suffrage” 
plainly inscribed on that ooiffure, and saw 
Noel’8 eyes glance at her own graceful, chest¬ 
nut braids, with secret satisfaction. Then there 
was a total absence of crinoline, in the place 
where fashion dictated that it should be, and 
a carious protuberance in a most unorthodox 
spot; and the brown linen traveling-dress was 
made and put on in a style that never saw the 
light in any quarter of the globe save modern 
Athens. Milly always maintained a specios 
of armed neutrality with Miss Larcom upon 
the rare occasions when they met. She had 
never quite forgotten a childish scrape, which 
occurred ene summer when Dora and she were 
left under aunt Deborah’s guardianship, and 
had nearly driven the old lady erazy by their 
different methods of aggravations. Upon one 
ocoasien, Milly, (being previously instigated 
to the wickedness by a sly hint from Dora) 
stole a plate of baked appltfs from aunt Debo¬ 
rah’s pantry, and secreted them upon the gar¬ 
ret stairs, for their private deglutition; but 
the poor little oulprit never enjoyed that re¬ 
past, for Dora, being seized with spite because 
Milly was allowed to go out and drive instead 
of herself, basely turned State’s evidence, and 


conducted aunt Deborah to the spot where the 
stolen treasure was hidden. Milly bore the 
punishment that followed in a pmrely stoical 
manner; but she never forgot the meanness; 
and she had^ many an opportunity of hitting 
Dora saucy raps, now-a-days, in sore places, 
and I must, as a truthful historian, confess 
that she seldom omitted to improve them. 

44 Milly, dear; to glad to Bee you! How 
stout you have grown ; quite rustic and rosy, 
isn't she, cousin Noel ?” said Dora, in a thin, 
rasping voice, that contrasted unpleasantly 
with Milly’s soft intonations. 

44 Noel mistook me for a milkmaid,” retorted 
Milly, picking up the gauntlet, with dancing 
eyes. 44 Let me take your bat, Dora. Is this 
the last Boston fashion for arranging hair ?—- 
to graceful and becoming!” And the little 
witch perched her head on one side, and sur¬ 
veyed the buckwheat pancake with malicious 
gravity. But D.ora ignored the remark with a 
lofty air, that added to Noel’s enjoyment, and 
directed her conversation chiefly to the aunts, 
while Milly whispered naughty comments to 
Noel, on the sofa, until presently her attention 
was caught by Dora’s saying, carelessly, 
44 What became of Mr. Wintbrop, after you 
left me, cousin Npel ? Did, he go on to Boston V* 

44 He went to the hotel,” said Noel, shooting 
a glance at Milly. Aunt Deborah gave a sig¬ 
nificant cough, and asked her nephew if hs 
had invited bis friend to dine. Milly grew 
hot at the bare suggestion. Whet would be¬ 
come of her if Roger Wintbrop confided his 
hopes to N.oel ? Somehow, she did not like to 
imagine stern reproof in those deep, blue eyes. 
But Noel did not seem to think Mr. Winthrop's 
visit of much importance, for bo answered, 
carelessly, that Roger said he would call, and 
then amused himself by slyly ruffling up 
Dora’s oddities, and enjoying the aunts’ be¬ 
wilderment at her new-fangled theories. 

Milly slipped away from them all before 
long, and when once locked in her room, she aat 
down to think, and found her ideas in a dread¬ 
fully tangled state. Who ever supposed that 
these abstird men would select the same week 
to pounce upon her; it was rather fun when 
the three separate strings were in Boston and 
New York, and she had managed to postpone 
the evil day with great adroitness; but she had 
not bargained for this general settlement. . And 

then, Noel- Pshaw! She could coax him 

into helping her out of any trouble ; but, some¬ 
how, with all bis cool, careless ways, his ideas 
about wompn were fastidious and peculiar, 
and she did not believe he’d approve of her 
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doings. It mode MiUy downright angry to 
foel such a misgiving, about telling him the 
whole state of affairs* and she frowned Until 
her pretty, fair brow became a droll imitation 
df aunt Deborah 'b last efforts in that line. 
She read over Clarke Eglethorpe’s letter, and 
H made her feel more guilty than ever, for 
there was a ring of real passionate warmth in 
it. Well! She couldn’t marry all of them ; 
her wits generally brightened in an emer¬ 
gency, and now, by way of assisting them, she 
would take a ride on horseback with Nool. So 
she arrayed herself in her blue habit, and the 
hat with its tiny blue veil tied arotfnd it, and 
marched down, looking wickeder and prettier 
than ever, and challenged her cousin to a raoe, 
nor deigned to apologise to Dora for carrying 
him off. 

They had a merry ride; Milly was deter* 
mined to enjoy present pleasure, at all events, 
and Noel left off teasing, and did not even* al¬ 
lude to Roger Winthrop, for which forbearance 
fehe was unspeakably thankful. 

Coming back, down throngh the shady ave- 
hue Which led to the door, Milly had her race, 
hnd Noel’s horse was sufficiently matched in 
speed with hers to make it exoitmg. They 
Came in very close togethor, Milly not mere 
than two lengths ahead, her bright face glow¬ 
ing with fun nnd triumph, her starlet lips 
parted with their archest smile, as she turned 
her head over her shoulder to see Noelta pla- 
toldly amused fate. 

“ Bless my bouI!” said a'wheezing, asthma¬ 
tic voice. “Miss Milly* its very unsafe for 
you to ride, so fast. Wait! Let me help you 
Off.’* 

MiUy's smile deepened into something with 
% toupcon of malice in it, as she saw Mr. Brow¬ 
ser's corpulent person coming slowly down 
the steps. Roger WinthYop’s tall, angular 
•figure appeared at his elbofcr l but with a nod, 
and careless “good evening,” to both her suit¬ 
ors, Milly slipped off her saddle, taking Noel’s 
“firm, steady hand in her descent. How he 
managed to be beside her before them, or how 
Milly contrived to let him know that she would 
toe assisted by no one but himself, remains a 
problem. 

1 Tea was served in due time, and Miss De- 
toorhh presided behind the urn, urbane and 
“dignified, with M*. Brewster at her right hand, 
Wnd Roger Winthrop at her left, while she dis¬ 
cussed the “ first, families” of New 1 England, 
Yrom the Mayflower down to the present day, 
to her heart’s content. Milly’s deportment, 
under the scruting of her pair ef lovers, was 


a study—cool, careless, and merry, all at once, 
with the innocent-looking, wide-opened, gray 
eyes, that I have before alluded to, and the 
same bewitching smiles, except that she ca¬ 
priciously bestowed all the lutter upon her 
cousin Noel, and kept the carelessness for 
others. Dora Lareom devoted herself to a pon* 
derous flirtation (no other adjective describes 
it) with Roger Winthrop, which lasted most 
of the evening. But Milly did not escape to 
her room as successfully as she hoped to do, 
for, as she was , descanting volubly upon the 
merits of Offenbach versus Mendelsohm, merely 
to tease Dora, Mr. Winthrop contrived to get 
behind her chair, and said, in solemn sottovoce , 

“ Miss Milly* I,hope my letter was received 
with approbation by your aunts? Will you 
appoint an hour at which I may see you in the 
morping; I ought to have a few privileges now, 
you know.”' 

Milly’s cheeks were in a flame. If Roger 
had been gifted with a littlo mother-wit he 
would not have mistaken that red flag of mu¬ 
tiny for maidenly confusion. 

“ I don’t know what you mean by * now,' ” 
said she, wickedly unconscious. “ Your privi¬ 
leges, a* aguc*t, certainly permit you to call 
upon me, when L’nj disengaged ]” 

He looked so bewildered, awkward, and 
helpless, that sho became suddenly good-na- 
tnred, and added, in a hasty whisper, as Dora 
drew near them, “Como over at ten to-morrow.” 

Mr. Winthrop settled his collar, and ran his 
hand, through his thin, sandy whiskers, com¬ 
placently, as he thought. “ I don't think she 
has quite the dignity necessary to fill the posi¬ 
tion of Mrs. Roger Winthrop, Jr.; but the 
property is so large, by Jove! and the girl's 
deuced pretty.” 

Mr. Brewster and aunt Deborah bad evi¬ 
dently been holding cabinet counsel, and Milly 
became suddenly blind, and would not see her 
aunt’s uplifted finger. So the fat bachelor, was 
obliged to make his adieu/ to his lady love in 
public, but she considerately asked him to 
breakfast, which made him depart, beaming 
all over with satisfaction. 

“ How you do flirt with that mountain, 
Milly,” whispered Noel, as he lit her candle 
for her at the foot of the stairs. “.Why don't 
you put, him out qf misery at once ?” 

“ Misery ?” retorted she. “ Rather a healthy 
specimen ! How do you know what I may do ? 
His house in Boston is lovely, and, ob, Noel! 
I’ll have you at all my dinner-parties, and I’H 
give such gorgeous ones !” and the mischievous 
face nodded good-night over the bannisters. 
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I am afraid that it was not an invocation to 
his patron saint, which Mr. Sefton •muttered in 
the depths of bis mustache, while walking off 
to bed! 

Breakfast was half over, next morning, when 
Milly came down, looking like a roBe bud. I 
don’t know how she managed it, for she had 
cried her pretty eyes red the night before, be* 
cause Dora had seen fit to tisit her before re¬ 
tiring, and had entertained her with a venem- 
ons bit of gossip about Noel, consisting in‘an 
artful combination of hints as to his being 
44 fast/’ and the prevailing rumor of his en¬ 
gagement to Flora Delaney, a Boston girl, 
about whom Milly bad befen secretly troubled 
for some time. But she did riot let Dorn have 
the bliss of knowing that her story annoyed 
her; not she! and Miss Lftrcom retired at 
length, feeling rather sorely at' the retaliating 
raps which Milly had administered. ■ | 

There were two letters on Milly’s plate; one 
in Mr. Somers’ somewhat scratchy, business- 
hand, and the other with a : New York post¬ 
mark, and an intricate monogram in scarlet 
and gold. Milly read both in silence, iind 
neither appeared to give her much satisfaction, 
for her fresh, young brow unconsciously as¬ 
sumed aunt Deborah’s form,' and N6el sa^w it. 
Looking up, she caught his eye, and aWoke to 
the conversation going on around her. It was 
conducted chiefly by the gentlemen, and was 
nothing less than the state of the radney mar- 
ket—gold and stocks, all Greek to Milly. As 
she watched the earnestness with which Mr. : 
Brewster and Noel discussed Mammon, an idea 
flashed into Milly’s busy brain—an idea, 
haughty and wicked in the extreme, and only ! 
to be carried out by a series of awful fibs ; but ! 
it opened a possible door of escape from “iliese j 
dreadful men,” as she mentally styled them, | 
and the temptation Was great. j 

The next half-hour was dawdled nway over ] 
the piano with Noel, and then Dora announced ) 
that she saw Mr. Vfinthrop approaching the 
house. Milly seized the gardeh-hat and scis¬ 
sors. 

“Aunt Deborah,** said she, 44 the vases in 
the library want fresh flowers, and I think I’ll 
gather them before the sun gets any higher. 
Thank you, Mr. Brewster, I won’t trouble 
you to go; but, perhaps, you’ll find me in the 
summer-house, presently.** For Milly thought 
that she might find an interruption ftgreenble 
in the coming ihterview, and provided for its 
occurrence, like a prudent general. 

Roger’s greeting was elaborate in its state¬ 
liness, and, as he gazed patronizingly down 


upon her, she felt nervous, and longed to have 
it over. Bah! how could she ever have al¬ 
lowed him to go so f4r; but she would give him 
his Chance with the others. So, at last, look¬ 
ing ooquettishly up at him, (the girl was in a 
desperate fright, but she could not help her 
natural proclivities,) she plunged into the sub¬ 
ject with a droll imitation of his own poinp- 
; ou8ness. • ■ 

44 Mr. Wiutbrop, I have something very seri¬ 
ous to say to you. I think the understanding 
which existed between us must be broken.** 

“ Miss De Kaye !’* Our engagement?” The 
astonished Roger gasped for breath. 

•♦‘It never was an engagement,” cried Milly, 
her natural impetuousness getting uppermost, 
suddenly. 44 1 said, 4 if I did not change my 
mind,* and 1 left you equally free. But that’s 
nothing to do frith it; I want you to release 
me from my promise.** 

“ Bat it was such a sensible arrangement, 
and—I lhveyou devotedly, Milly,” said Roger. 

Milly smiled, involuntarily ; the love was 
evidently an after-thought. 

“Thank you,’* said she, demurely. “But 
then, matters are altered, I find. I am not an 
heiress any more.** 

*< Not an heiress any more l** ejaculated 
Roger, actually guilty of the rudeness of re¬ 
peating her words; but with a rising inflec¬ 
tion of voice that afforded Milly the most glee¬ 
ful satisfaction. 

“ No,” said she, soberly. 44 1 had a letter 
from my guardian, Mr. Somers, this very morn¬ 
ing. I don’t quite understand' him ; it’s all 
about stooks and batiks that he had confidence 
in,” (how the slandered guardian would have 
boxed her ears, if he could have heard this 
veracious statement!) M but that’s tLe sum 
total; there is only a little savetl, and I’m not 
an heiress any moire, and shall have to live 
with aunt D.xboHih. • Do you think I would 
make a good governess ?’* 

“ Heavens! What a lucky escape fpr me,** 
thought Roger. Then, more pompously than 
ever—“ A governess! My dear Miss de Kaye, 
your relations will 'not allow that, of course. 
Let me hope that it is not as bad ns you fear; 
Mr. Somers has been a most careless guardian, 

I should imagine. I must thank you for your 
frankness and honesty ; situated as I am, 1 can¬ 
not Offer you affluence, and you are most sen¬ 
sible in desiring that our connection should 
cease.” ’ 

44 Good*moming,” she said, giving him the 
tips of her rosy fingers, and very nearly say¬ 
ing, “disgusting prig!” out loud. But she 
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bad to endure another of his set speeches, 
which she took private notes of, to entertain 
Noel with, and, finally, raising his beaver half 
an inoh above his hoad, Mr. Winthrop turned 
en his heel, and left her. 

“ What a capital idea/ 1 thought Milly, as 
she walked blithely on to the summer-house, 
picking roses as she went along. “ I never 
imagined that 1 could frighten him off so easily* 
and yet., one likes to be loved for one’s own—— 
Mr; Eglethorpe!” 

The last two words were uttered aloud, in 
much surprise, for, lounging against the pillar 
of the summer-house, stood the - handsome 
figure of her New York lover. 

“ I was on my way to the house,” he said, 
taking her hand. “ Didn't you get my note ? 
Why, Milly, I thought you would be glad to 
see me?” 

He had beautifnl, great, brown eyes, and 
they grew sad as he glanoed at her averted 
face, and his tone of disappointment made her 
feel guilty again. 

“I never ought to have allowed yon te 
come,” she said, hurriedly. “You must not 
think of mo any more, except as a friend,” 
and then she sat down and told him the same 
story she had just related to Roger. 

I have said he was a handsome man. I must 
add that he was dangerously unprincipled, 
and, moreover, was as much in love with Milly 
as be ever could be with any woman ; but his 
gambling debts were large, and he would pro¬ 
bably never have indulged in moro than ^pas¬ 
sing flirtation with her, had he not supposed 
’her fortune to be an ample one. But he had 
sufficient feeling enlisted in the matter to do 
high tragedy well, and Milly was almost de¬ 
rived into thinking her test a cruel one, until 
she found that, with all his protestations, he 
did not once renew his proposal of marriage. 
And her heart turned sick wrfbita her bosom, 
and she wondered if every body lotcd her for 
her money; while Eglethorpe swore he could 
never be happy again, and parted from her, 
stormily enough, actually leaving a hot tear 
-upon-her hand. It nearly upset her, for'Milly 
had a loving, tender heart, underneath her 
diablerie and she sat still when Eglethorpe left 
her, and pulled her roses to pieces, with some¬ 
thing very like tears in her eyes.. 

“Miss Milly,” said Mr. Brewster, interrupt¬ 
ing her at last, “ I’ve come to get my answer* 
as I wrote you I would. Miss Deborah thinks 
you are not favorably disposed to me; but I 
hope-” 

* Don’t!” said Milly, petulently. “Aunt 


Deborah was .right* Mr. Brewster. I’ve lost 
all my money, and—and—there’s an end of it.” 

The poor man gazed at her in blank dismay. 

“Lost your money?” he echoed. “What 
oan Sumprs have been about ?” 

But Milly, being afraid that too close ques¬ 
tioning would expose the rate, only shook her 
head, and tried to look doleful. 

“I don’t believe it can be possible,” he 
finally ejaculated, rubbing his bald head, until 
it shone more smoothly than ever. “ And, 
whether it’s true or not, that need make no dif¬ 
ference; you shall have as handsome settle¬ 
ments as any woman in Boston. Say yes; I 
don’t care if you haven’t a cent, child.” 

Milly looked up at the fat little mao. He 
was fairly trembling with excitement, his hon¬ 
est face transformed with feeling into some¬ 
thing really noble; nevor, as long as she lived, 
would she make fun of him again. What would 
become of her ? She knew, by the awful sink¬ 
ing of the heart; that she could not marry him, 
and, of the three, he was the only one who 
loved her for herself. 

“I Can’t; I can’tl” she oried, all her ibis- 
chief gone out of her in this extremity, “I 
don’t really love you; I could not marry- you 
without love; and oh ! you are just as gCod, 
and kind, and true as you can be—a great deal 
too good for me.” 

• Milly got both his hands in hers, and poured 
out her words in her-own impetuous fashion. 
He turned very pale ; there was no mistaking 
the girl’s sincerity; and the fairest dream of 
Isaac Brewbter's life died out that June morn¬ 
ing. 

“ Theted” said he; at last, drawing a long 
sigh: “ It^s just as Miss Deborah said ; there 
are too many years between us. Milly, would 
you mind giving me a kiss ? I’m almost old 
enough to be your father.” 

She was so sorry for him, so racked with a 
dozen different emotions, that she trembled 
from head to feot, as she let him take the kiss 
he asked for. She watched him go up toward 
the Krehue-gate, and then she darted out, away 
down’thegardCfo-pAth, till she came to the little 
ravine, where she flung herself down/ so 
blinded with tears, thAt she never saw the 
lazy, graceful figure of Noel lounging on the 
grass. 

“ Milly,” ‘ exclaimed a much-amazed voice, 
and her cousin sat down beside her, and re¬ 
garded her with the utmost perplexity. 

“ Go away !” cried she, in the extremity of 
her surprise and pain. 

“ Indeed, I shall not,” said he, gravely, 
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drawing her hand into his, in the peculiarly 
gentle way that belonged to him. “ You al¬ 
ways tell me your scrapes, Milly; what is it 
row!’* 

But the utter impossibility of telling him all 
her troubles was the drop too much for Milly, 
and she went off into genuine hysterics, and 
fairly terrified him by hbr absurd alternations 
between tears and laughter. 

44 I’ve lost all my money!” she gasped, at 
last, sitting upright, and speaking intelligibly. 

“ Is that all ?” 

“All ? It was enough to send off two men, 
Who swore desperate love to me three days ago.” 

44 How dare they !” The flash of fire in the 
blue eyes made Milly shrink. “ That fat old 
baohelor-” 

“ Is the only honest one of them all,” she 
burst in, her dream of teasing taking posses¬ 
sion of her. “He offered to make very h&ud- 
aome settlements, and said he didn’t care if I 
hadn’t a cent. I do think he’s one of the best 
men that ever lived.’ 1 . 

Noel turned white. 

44 Milly, don’t trifle! Are you going to be 
married ?” 

41 I’m sure I don’t know,” said,she, wickedly. 
« 4 Do you ?” 

For a man who prided himself upon his 
phlegmatic composure, Noel Seftoa sadly be¬ 
lied his character Upon this occasion, for he 
saw. something in the lovely, blushing face 
that drove him mad on the instant, and he 
caught the teasing little witeh in his arms, and 
having kissed her twioe in a most impetuous 
fashion, said, 

4 * Yes, I do know; you are going to marry 
me, my darling, and I never meant to let any 
.other man have you— never!” 

“Then you’re & regular Turk,” said she, re¬ 
covering her breath after this alarming as¬ 
sault. “Dora says you’re engaged to Flora 
Delaney.” 

44 Dora be—banged!” was the omphaiia retort. 

44 Noel!” after a long pause, during which 
she clung to him, as if she was afraid he would 
vanish, suddenly. “Noel,” very penitently, 
“I told you a fihf!” 


44 My dear child, I’ve hoard you tell a great 
many! Well?” 

“Please,” with such an absurdly innocent 
face, that he laughed outright. “ I haven’t 
lost my fortune at all; X was only making be¬ 
lieve.” 

He looked so amazed, that Milly found she 
must tell him the whole stery, which she did, 
with such coaxing annotations that he had not 
the heart to seold her as she deserved. And, 
as she twined her arms around his neck, and 
told him how she had always loved him, since 
she was a wee child, and whispered how hand¬ 
some he was, with the delicious flattery of love, 
Dora suddenly appeared in front of them. 

44 Well?” said Noel, clasping his necklace 
tighter, •* Don’t send Miss Delaney a telegram, 
Dora.” 

44 You can attend to your own dispatches,” 
said she, in a rage. 44 Milly, I am astonished 
at you. , Upon aunt Deborah’s authority, yon 
are engaged to Roger Winthrop.” 

44 So I was,” said Milly, saucily, 44 and to Mr. 
Brewster, and how many more, Noel?” And 
she sent a ringing laugh after Dora, as she 
Went off to spread the news. 

Aunt Deborah was perfectly delighted, and 
read them a long dissertation upon the Pilgrim 
Fathers, and the union of two more of the 
Mayflower familes in this generation ; and aunt 
Barbara wept oopiously, and told them the 
story of her unhappy love-affair, for the thir¬ 
teenth time, and bestowed a ruby braoelet 
upon Milly to impress it upon her mind. Clarke 
Eglethorpe and Roger Winthrop fouud out bow 
they had been served, when too late, with 
Beoret fury, and Mr. Somers did box Milly’s 
ears, when she .confessed her naughty false¬ 
hoods to him* but kissed her afterward, in high 
good humor, as Noel was his prime favorite. 
Good Mr. Brewster sent Milly a pair of dia¬ 
mond solitaires for the wedding gift, and Noel 
and she wrote him a joint note of thanks, 
which gratified the kind old bachelor’s feel¬ 
ings immensely. 

. And Dora Larcpm is Dora Larcom still; still 
in pursuit of a husband, or 44 a mission,”—it 
matters very little which. 
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Under the larch with its tassels wet, 
While the early sun bon ms lingered yet, 
In the rosy dawn my love I met. 

Under the larch, when the sun was set, 


lie came with an early violet: 
forty yee^s— end I have it yet. 

Oat of lift; with Its fond regret. 
What have love and memory yet? 
Only an April violet. 
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CHAPTER I. 

' It was certainly a very original idea for a 
bridal-tour ; but Rensalaer Courtenay was an 
independent sort of person, and Gertrude Van 
Tuillcr, his wife that was to be, always re¬ 
ceived every suggestion of his as a special 
revelation of wisdom and genius. So, when ; 
he told her of the lovely little bayou, far down 
the eastern coast of Florida, which he had dis¬ 
covered on one of his bachelor cruises, she 
cheerfully assented to his proposition tbattheir 
bridal-tour should be in that direction, in¬ 
stead of to the stereotyped Niagara, or Europe, 
OT Washington. 

But they did not propose to go‘entirely alone. 

“ We will hove your sister MolHo, of course, ** 
said Courtenay, “and perhaps Alice VaneJ 
and for gentlemen, John Castlemain, and Percy 
Moore. That will make six of ns, all told, and 
will just fill the yacht.’* 

‘•Excellent,” said Gertrude, clapping her 
hands. “ I want John Castlemain to marry 
Mollie, and Percy Moore is the only man in 
the world for Alice Vane.** 

In due time the wedding came off, as we all 
knew, who were fortunate enough, six-and- 
twCnty years ago, to belong to the Van Tuil- 
ler and Courtenay set. There was an elegant 
breakfast, in the true English fashion, at 
Which the health cf the bride was drank, and 
then, instead of driving to the cars, the wed¬ 
ding-party went down to the Hudson, and an 
honr after, on one of the loveliest of October 
afternoons, the Syren spread her broad wings, 
and slipped gracefully down the harbor, and 
out to sea. 

The bridal trip, aboriginal and even po¬ 
etical in idea, created quite a sensation. 
‘•What a splendid thought,” cried one* “a 
honey-moon in the Fioridas.” Another said* 
“ They have gone to look for the Fountain of 
Youth; they will drink of it, and live for 
ever.” “ Happy pair!” exclaimed a third, 
who wrote verses, “They sail onenmmer seas.” 

♦‘All my own at last,” whispered the bride¬ 
groom, as, under shelter of the main-sail, he 
drew his bride to his side, and kissed he* glow¬ 
ing checks. . 

At the other side of. the deck stood Mollie 
Van Tuiller, a girl of twenty years old, with 


hair a little darker and a little ruddier than 
her sister’s, eyes whose soft:blue wua darkened 
by a tone h of sensitive gray, a merry mouth, 
and a complexion of ereatn and roses. Beside 
her, leaning upon the rail, and talking lazily 
to her, lounged-John Castlemain, a man Whom 
the world called cold, selfish, heartless, and a 
flirt, and of whom a few people knew better 
things—among them, Mollie: Van Tuiller. 
Upon a low>stool sat a younger,.slighter man; 
a man with the . pale, clear-cut features, dark 
and earnest eyes, and intense expression, sug¬ 
gesting high and fine, mental, or rather im¬ 
aginative development... Near him was the 
fourth and last of Mrs. Courtenay’s guests, 
Alice Vane, a high-bred, elegant-looking girl, 
with clear, hazel ,eyes, and silky brown hair, 
finer, but not so luxuriant as the golden masses 
decorating the Yea Tuiller heads. She was 
saying, 

“Yes, a mosst romantic and ,a most delight¬ 
ful idea ; and I can quite fancy that we are a 
party .of adventurers setting out in search of 
Eldorado, or some new and wonderful land be¬ 
yond the aoasw” , 

“ And shall anchor at last by the «Fortunate 
Isles,’ and find all that we have longed for 
awaiting ns ?’*. asked Percy Moore, in a low 
voice. 

“ Perhaps,” replied Miss Vane* with a smile. 

“At any rate, we must follow where- the 
Syren leads,” suggested Castlemain. 

Miss Vane turned her edear eyes full upon 
him. 

. “Mr. Castlemain, I object to puns, also to 
inuendos. I call you to order.” 

“See the cloud-palaces there in the west,“ 
said Peroy, softly .; and. Aliee Vane turning her 
face toward him* showed so exquisite a pro¬ 
file against the evening red, , that Castlemain 
loft Mollie’e gage unlifted. 

“Supper’s ready, ladies and gen’l’meo,** 
announced Tom Bowline, the steward, appear¬ 
ing at the cabin-d.oor, and rolling approving 
eyes over the quarter-deck. , 

“ And to a man who has had no dinner, and 
only a wedding-breakfast, that is a very pleas¬ 
ing announcement,” replied Mr. Castlemain* 
offering his arm -to Mollie. 

Later in the evening, the many passengers 
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of the Syren gathered upon the quarter-deck, 
beneath the tender light of the hunter's moon, 
and while Courtenay wrapped hi? bride ,from 
the night air in the same shawl that covered 
his own shoulders, and Alice and Mollie 
grouped themselves with Percy at their feet, 
and Castlemain close beside Mollie, the gal¬ 
lant little bark sped on her southern quest, the 
purple waves dividing with laughing plash be¬ 
fore her keel, and olosing in her wake with 
phosphorescent glitter. ^ 

“ ‘ To anchor at last by the Fortunate Isles,' ” 
murmured Percy, laying A finger softly upon 
the hem of Alice Vane's white dress, as it lay 
beside him on the deck. 

The tenth day from port brought the Syren 
to her destination, and amid much excitement 
upon the part of the passengers and crew, the 
anohor‘waa dropped, just within the mouth of 
a wide creek or bayou. 

** Here we are at lAstl” exclaimed Courtenay. 
“ Actually at anchor in the Bride's Bayou, for 
so, if you all approve* 1 have named this lw* 
goon.” 

“ Bride's Bayou, by aU mednst^said Castle¬ 
main, heartily, while Percy Moore murmared, 
“Charming and propfretio dame ^ Bride’s 
Bayou.” . 1 

“ Prophetic ! Oh, don't be a seer, please, 
Mr. Moore," pleaded MoUte Van Tuiller, who 
alone heard him. “ What is the use of suggest¬ 
ing honors before they come ?" 

“ Shall I promise never to suggest that idea 
to you again, Miss* Mellie ?” asked Moore, a 
little nettled at the badinage. 

“ I never exact promises to the detriment of 
the promisor,” retorted Mollie, continuing in 
the same breath. “ Isn’t it pretty to see'Alien 
and Mr.Castlcmainfallingiu love so thoroughly 
and so unconsciously ?” 

Moore started, turned pale, fixed his eager 
eyes upon the two, as they stood together at 
the other side of the deck, she> eagerly listen¬ 
ing to a campaigning story he was telling out 
of his brief but stirring-experience here in 
Florida, daring the Siminole war, then turned 
again to Mollie, who was watching him with 
eyes of merry malice. 

“Anything that*makes Miss Vane*happy 
must also give mt pleasure." said’he quietly. 

“Bravely said, and I beg your pardon, and 
wish you suetdss,” said Mollie, offering her 
pretty hand, which the young man took, and 
holding, whispered, 

“And I wish Castlemain sucoess, but Hot 
with Alice Van*" i , 

A light quiver of Mollie's rose-red lips, a 


sudden pain in the bright glance of her blue 
eyes, and she turned gayly to Courtenay. 

“ Well, brother'in-fiatr, when are we going 
on shore V 9 

“ This moment, if you will. They are get- 

I ting out a light tent, which I propose to spread 
in that little everglade, just above; and we 
will lunch there, within half an hour. To-night 
we must sleep on board the Syren; but to¬ 
morrow night, 1 think we may have the shanty 
up, and sleep in Christian beds.” 

“ How lovely ! And here is the boat, with 
Captain Bruce, all ready to take us on shore. 
Gerty, are you ready ? Come, Alice.” 

“ Are we going ashore ?” asked Castlemain, 
starting up, and coming forward, while the 
face that Alice turned toward her friend bore 
a little richer color, a little more confusion 
than often marked its high-bred lineaments. 

| “ Yes, we are going ashore,” replied Mollie, 

| almost in her usual tone, and stepping forward, 
ft little hastily, she gave her hnno to Captain 
Bruce, the.master of the Syren, without appear¬ 
ing to perceive that Mr. Castlemain was offer¬ 
ing bis* . At the same moment, Percy Moore, 
approaching Alice Vane, gave her an arm, 
saying, with a somewhat anxious smile, “May 
I put you into the boat, Miss Alice ?” 

“ Thank you, certainly;" replied the young 
lady, and as Castlemain, biting his lip, turned 
from Mollie, he met Moore escorting Alice, 
while Courtenay was carefully tying Gertrude's 
hat beneath her chin, and drawing the light 
shawl about her shoulders. 

“ They have all some employment but me,” 
muttered he, a little discontentedly, and dived 
down the cabin stair-case, calling back, 

“ You.have a load, Bruce, I’ll go next trip.” 
Yes, I think so, too,” said Alice Vane; and 
Moore looked at her in surprise, turning to 
jealous paift, for hip question had been, “Shall 
you be glad to find yourself on shore again ?” 
And this he thought^.was her answer to 
him. 

Two days mere,, and the *.* shanty,” as Cour¬ 
tenay irreverently styled his first home, was 
finished, and ready for occupancy. It con¬ 
tained four roams, one devoted to the married 
couple, and one to the two young ladies, and 
ovor them two more for the gentlemen ; these 
latter being approached by a ladder on the 
outside. A broad veranda, across the front 
of the bouse, was intended for the dining and 
sitting-room, and the kitchen was a hut at 
some little distance from the main building. 

■ Captain Bruoe and 1 the mtn flept aboard the 
yacht, which luy some quarter of a mile be- 
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low the 9ite of the dwelling, which Courtenay 
enthusiastically called Little Eden. 


CHAPTER II. 

The days and the weeks went by until they 
grew to months; days, and weeks, and months 
of the feverish heat, and restlessness, and de* 
Touring emotion of unassured and, .uncontented 
love; the wild desires and hopes; the terrible 
depression and gloom; the heaven and the 
hell of love mingled with jealousy and 4°ubt. 
Three months, and the six inhabitants of the 
cottage, so mockingly palled Little Eden, were 
disposed as thus: 

Mr. and Mrs. Courtenay, entirely absorbed 
in each other, saw little* knew little, cared for 
little else. 

John Castlemain, his slow, stern nature 
heated at last to its very core, lcrved Alice 
Vane with the strength and'purpose of his 
whole heart, and not only, loved, but was re¬ 
solved to marry her, just as soon as he eould 
win her consent to the marriage. 

* Percy Moore, loving her also with the fer¬ 
vid and passionate ardor of his weaker but 
more poetic heart, fought desperately agaipet 
his iron rival, and brought not only his genius 
and his gifts, but his very life as offerings to 
the altar of his devotion, fof the pallid, thin¬ 
ning face, and over-bright eyes* that slowly 
grew paler, and thinner, and brighter, as she 
watched them, were proofs of love, that Alice 
Vane rated at their full and terrible value. 

And Alice herself? She listened to the poet's 
low and thrilling voice; she looked deep into 
h’19 passionate eyes, and suffered him to almost 
tell her what was in his heart, almost, yet not 
quite ; and leaving him witk the secret burn¬ 
ing upon his lips, she turned to Castlemain, 
and suffered hiiq to order her life, to guard 
and protect her, to lay commands upon her, 
and assume that air of ownership, which in 
such men means more than the roost devoted 
submission in others. And yet, when he would 
have spoken the words that should decide all, 
she roused herself from the sweet submission 
of her usual mood toward him, and made him 
understand that to speak out was to ruin all 
his hopes. She would not be hurried, this 
woman, pausing upon the pinnacle of a wo¬ 
man's power; she would not place the crown 
which now was hers upon the one head or the 
other, one moment before she was ready, for 
in so doing, well she knew that she descended 
from her royal place, and became but queeq- 
consort forevermore. Yet, in spite of this, she 
wae no coquette, or no willful one. 


And Mollie, not judging this delay more ten¬ 
derly that you or 1 in her place would have 
judged it; Mollie. who, to wounded love, added 
wounded pride and self-respect, and the dread 
lest her secret ehquld be guessed ; Mollie, with 
her fair hair* and blue eyes, and dimpled 
cheeks, and strength of martyr or of hero; 
Mollie, with her woman’s heart and man’s high 
soul, ah! how did she endure these months ? 
How did she live through these long hours, 
w(*en the man she loved lay at the feet of her 
rival, bending his whole strength to attract 
and enchain her attention, and forgetting the 
very existence of that other woman, wbo, sit¬ 
ting by, would not confess her defeat by flight, 
would not be sad, or silent, or bitter, but forced 
herself to the old gayety of woman, the jest, 
and repartee, and oareless laugh that had once 
sprung so naturally to her lips; feigned the 
old content and blitheness se well, indeed, that 
Gertrudq herself was deceived into fancying 
the wound but slight, aud already healed; and 
Alice was able to shut her eyes, and almost be¬ 
lieve that her friend was still her friend, and 
unharmed by deed or hesitancy of hers. 

Matters were thus arranged, when, one sul¬ 
try afternoon, Tom Bowline reported having 
seen, in the course of his morning’s fishing, a 
coral grove of remarkable beauty and extent, 
and spoke of certain brilliant and peculiar 
fish he had noticed playing about it, but had 
failed to capture. Aq excursion to the coral 
grove was at once proposed; hut Gertrude, 
feeling herself unequal to it, and her husband 
preferring to, remain with her* Alice, Mollie, 
Castlemain,. and Moore decided to go without 
them, 

“Take Tom Bowline to sail the boat,” sug¬ 
gested Courtenay, lazily; but the proposition 
was negatived by both the gentlemen, who de¬ 
clared themselves qqi^te oqqipetent to the navi¬ 
gation of the Bubble, and the discovery of the 
coral grove. Courtenay would have insisted, 
but his wife whispered in his ear. 

“ Hush, you dear old Btupid ! There are just 
two pairs of them; one man to steer* and one for 
a look-out; and a girl apiece, don’t you see ?” 

“ Ha ! ha ! ^ell, my boys, .sail the Bubble 
yourselves, if you like, only don’t steer by the 
moon instead of the oompass, if you please.” 

“ No fear. We’ll bring the Bubble home all 
right, and a piece of pink coral for Mrs. Cour¬ 
tenay to boot,” replied Castlemain, gayly; and, 
in a few moments more, the pretty little craft 
had spread her wings, and was gliding down 
the bayou, with a bone in her mouth, and a 
milky wake astern. . 
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44 Breeze is getting up. Wish’t they’d reefed 
’fore they started, ’specially with a parcel o’ 
women aboard, 1 ’ muttered Tom Bowline, stand¬ 
ing upon the little landing to see them off; but 
Courtenay, returning to the house, did not 
hear him, and the Bubble was already out of 
hailing distance, if he had. 

Down the bayou, passed the Syren, gracefully 
dipping ns the breeze swept by her, and out 
into the open sea, its far reaches gleaming in 
the sunlight, like regions of enchanted splen¬ 
dor and delight. Castlemain held* the helm, 
and iMoore sat upon one of the forward thwarts. 
Alice, with nice discrimination, placed her¬ 
self beside the mainmast, as nearly as possible 
between the two ; and Molllb, with a gay jest 
about making a figure-head of herself, Btepped 
upon the little forward deck, and seated her¬ 
self beyond the foremast, upon the very bows 
of the boat. 

44 1 shall be out of theft way here, I hope,” 
was the bitter thought in her mind, as she did 
so; but when Percy called’out, 

44 Be careful, Miss Mollie! That is rather 
a dangefous, as well as an unsocial position,” 
she gayly replied, 

44 Not at all unsocial, Mr. Moore. I am going 
to report all the wonders of the deep, as they 
come along, and quite expect to do the talking • 
for the whole boat.” 

44 Will you please sit farther aft. Miss Alice ?*’ 
suggested Castlemain, in a low voice. “The 
boat is too much by the head, with Miss Mollie 
on the bows.” 

“The captain says we must sit farther aft, 
Mr. Moore,” said Alice, stepping over the 
•thwart into the little nook occupied by the 
steersman, and motioning Percy to follow her 
aS fur as the seat she had just vacated. Castle-/ 
main bit his lip, and hastily interposed with, 

44 Oh, there Is no he4d for Moore to move if 
you do.” 

44 Then I will only go a little way, instead 
of quite up,” suggested Alice, hesitating, but 
finally taking the seat close beside himself, to 
which Castlemain motioned her, with a look 
she seldom disobeyed. Percy Moore, without 
remark, seated himself beside the mast, and 
still Alice was between the two, and alone with - 
neither. * 

Up from the south came the great black 
clouds, which had been gathering there for 
an hour past, and the wind, sinking at one mo¬ 
rdent to a sullen calm, in the next dashed its 
ffot breath angrily in (heir faces, and careened 
the little boat to its gunwale. 

“ You had better go about, and return home, 


: Mr. Castlemain,” said Moore, after one of 
these puffs, in which they had taken in a little 
water. 44 We are going to have a storm, or at 
least a squall, aud it is unsafe.” 

44 1 see no cause for alarm,” replied Castle¬ 
main, sullenly. 44 And as for returning—what 
do you say, Miss Alice ?” 

44 Oh, let us go ou,” cried Alice, in whose 
organization all physical danger produced ex¬ 
citement rather than fear; aud the two men, 
watching her brightening eyes aud glowing 
cheek, forgot to insist upon the danger, which 
Castlemain saw as well as Moore, but from 
which he would not turn at the suggestion of 
his rival. 

* 4 No one asks me—no one remembers me,” 
bitterly thought Mollie, catching the conver¬ 
sation in a lull of the wind ; And then a fiercer 
gust swept over the little craft, dashing a great 
wave across her bbws; and, as she dipped deep 
into the angry sea, a smothered cry went up, 
and Mollie was struggling with death, and the 
thought so far, far bitterer than death, that n<^ 
one would miss her, no one would monrn foi^ 
her, no heart would beat because hers was still. 

A wild cry from Percy Moore, a shriek from 
Alice, and Castlemain, looking up, compre-^ 
bended the accident* "Shouting to Percy to J 
cast off and haul’ in the foresheets as rapidly 
as possible, he put down the helm, and at¬ 
tempted to go about; but one sheet was jam¬ 
med in the block, and Alioe, who was no sailor, 
had involved herself in the other; a sudden 
flaw took the sails aback, and, before any one 
knew the danger, all were struggling in the 
water togethet*. 

To add to the general confusion and disaster, 
the storm, suddenly gathering its forces, burst 
upon the waters, lashing them into sudden 
fury, tearing the foam from lie crests of the 
paves, and plunging it, as if in mockery, into 
the faces of the struggling wretches, darken¬ 
ing the heavens, and so changing the aspect 
of all nature, as to deprive the bravest man of 
confidence either in his own powers or the aid 
of created forces. 

Out of this fearful confusion and terror at 
last emerged a boat, floating, keel upwards, 
and three forlorn figures clinging to it, two 
men and a woman. 

“ Moore, you are safe,” panted Castlemain, 
dashing the water from his eyes, and staring 
about him. 44 And this is—Molly,” added he, 
sweeping the dripping hair from the face of the' 
all but senseless figure.he supported. 44 But 
Alice ! Where is Alice ?” 

“ Oh, my God!” groaned Percy, and, with a 
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desperate effort, climbed upon the wreck, and 
sheltering his eyes from the dashing spray and 
rain, peered this way and that, into the wil¬ 
derness of howling waters, leaping and dash¬ 
ing about him. 

“Here!” cried Castlemain, peremptorily. 
“ Take hold and help me get this girl upon the 
boat. When once my hands are free, I will 
find Alice if she is above the water.” 

“ You find her! Why yon and net me ?” 
sternly deumuded Moore, giving the assistance 
required ; but glaring into his rival’s eyes as he 
did so, with such a look as his own.had never 
known before. 

“Because, when she is found, she is mine— 
my own—my wife that will be— mine, do you 
hear me, sir?” replied Castlemain, fiercely. 

For reply, Percy plunged into the sea, swim¬ 
ming valiantly in the direction of a dead ob¬ 
ject just visible through the .rack* 

Custlemain, staring angrily after him, was 
about to follow, when the pale figure in bis 
arms, struggled from them, with a low and 
bitter cry, aud slipped over the side of the 
boat imo the water, which already was sweep¬ 
ing her out to certain death, when Castlemain, 
springing after, caught And upheld her, and, 
with a severe struggle, succeeded in replacing 
her upon the boat, and dragging himself up 
beside her. 

For a few moments neither spoke, he too 
thoroughly exhausted with his effort, she weep¬ 
ing desperately. 

At last he said, 

“ You tried to drown yourself then I Why ?” 

“ It was so terrible to see that you, neither 
of you, cared whether I lived or died ; and you 
will hate me for having been inf your way, 
when you might have saved Alice. Ob, let me 
die ; let me die now !” 

And, struggling frantically with his restrain¬ 
ing arm, Molly would actually, in that desper¬ 
ate moment, have flung herself down to de¬ 
struction ; but Castlemain, even in death, would 
have held her back. 

“You shall not! Do you hear me? YCu 
shall not die; you shall live, whether Alioe is 
dead or not,” panted he. “ Mollie 1 Do you 
bear me? Give over the struggle, for I will 
be obeyed. You shall not die; you shall not 
detain roe here. Promise that you will re* 
main on this spot until my return. Promise, 
or I will not go, and you are the one who holds 
me back from searching for your friend. You, 
perhaps are her murderer.” 

“ No! no! you shall not call me that I Go 1 
Oh, go, and look fbr her l” 


“ I will, under no consideration, leave your 
side, without your solemn promise to remain 
here, and use every effort to preserve your own 
life while I am gone. Promise me that, er I 
will stay, and hold yon bock to life by mam 
force, and hate you, and. despise you for eter* 
more.” 

She fixed her baggered eyes upon his, bias* 
ing with determination and power, and she 
knew thAt he meant all that he said. She be¬ 
lieved, and she obeyed him, placing her life 
and her happiness in his hands, with no more 
struggle. 

“1 promise, solemnly and surely,” whispered 
she. Castlemain, releasing his arm, sprang 
off the boat without another word, striking 
madly out in the same direction which Moore 
hAd taken. A few rods from the boat he met 
the latter. 

“ Have you seen her ?” demanded Castle¬ 
main? 

“No. Have you?” 

“No. Come, back to the boat, and get an 
outlook.” 

Side by side, the two swam back, clambered 
upon the wreck, where Mollie lay, her face 
hidden upon her arms, her form shaken with 
sobs. Standing upright, and clinging together, 
in the stern association of mutual necessity, 
they peered anxiously into the darkness and 
the storm, seeking any faintest trace ef her 
whom either of them would have given his life 
to save. But only the waves, the flying rack, 
and blinding flashes of lightning revealing 
black depths of sky, and distant tumultuous 
reaches of ocean, met their eyes. 

“ She is gone! She is dead I” moaned Percy, 
sinking of a sudden to bis knees, and covering 
his face with his bands. 

The stronger man glanced at him with a 
Idok of scorn and pity ; then, joining his hands 
above his head, be dived straight down into 
the weltering abyss at bis feet. The woman 
whom he loved was no longer upon the sur¬ 
face of earth or sea, and he went to seek her 
in the depths. A long moment, and he re¬ 
turned, waited to recover his breath, and dived 
again from the other .end of the boat, and 
again and again. Then he struck out from the 
boat, and swam in a- great circle around U, 
then quartered the area. thus described like a 
hound, and, finally, absolutely exhausted, sink¬ 
ing, pallid, gasping, he returned to the boat, 
and olung to the gunwale, unable to help him¬ 
self upon it. 

By this time, Mollie was sitting up, quiet 
and calm, as desperate people often are*,, 
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♦•You have given her up?” asked she, look- j 
ing down into the white and sunken face, float- | 
ing at her feet. j 

“ Yes,” came from the livid lips. j 

“ Then I am released from my promise, and { 
I claim my liberty. I will not live, if Alice is | 
dead !” And, with a sudden lithe motion, the i 
gtrl slipped down into the water, beside the ex- | 
hausted man, who no longer had power to re- i 
strain her by physical force. But, though I 
John Ca8tlemain wore dying, his will would j 
yet have controlled all opposed to it. He 
could not move, he could hardly speak ; but he 
fixed his weary eyes upon her, and whis¬ 
pered, 

“Mollie! will yon leate me to die here 
alone T” 

She clung to the wreck beside him, and 
looked into his face with eyes piteous in their 
imploring. 

“ Oh, John ! What can /do to help you live ?” 
moaned she. 

“ Live because you lbve me,” he replied, 

“ and because I am desolate.” 

It was a strange appeal, an appeal that none 
but h man like that, selfish, and strong, and 
passionate, could have made. To bid a woman 
live, and love him, because the death of the 
woman whom he loved had left him de¬ 
solate I 

None bat a woman like this, a woman whose 1 
whole strength was love, and who counted 
neither death or martyrdom, or the sacrifice 
of pride, *as more than dust in the balanoe 1 
when weighed with love; no woman but one 
as noble and as tender, as generous, and as 
meek* as this fair-haired Mollie of ours could 
havein that moment taken up the burden which 
the man laid from his shoulders npon her own, 
atid said, 

“ I will live, and help yon live, John. 
not ask again to die while yon needme/* 

“Thank you, dear,” murmured Castlemmin; 
and his lips from pale grew livid, and his eyes 
began to film. 

4t Mr. Moore! Quick! Hold Mm above the 
water; help me! He is fainting—^sinking! 
Oh, hold him ! hold him !” ■ 

Percy, daxed, bewildered, and almost help¬ 
less,did as he was bid, and so the three re¬ 
mained, clinging to the drifting wreck* the 
storm gradually abating, until, just as the set¬ 
ting sun tore aside the last black cloud, and 
sent an angry gleam across the waters, they 
were espied by Tom Bowline, who, with Cour¬ 
tenay and Capt. Bruce, had been cruising for 
an hoar in search of them.' 


“Alice ?” asked Courtenay, softening, as he 
drew the almost helpless forms into his boat. 
“Dead,” whispered Mollie. 


CHAPTER III. 

“ What lovely eyes!” 

“Brown* like the brook under the tree- 
roots.” 

“ And snch a white, fine skin.” 

“She is handsome, and now she never will 
be otherwise.” ' 

“Do you think she was trying to come 
here ?” 

“ Quien tube t ” 

“ No one has ever come by water. I did not 
know that there was a way.” 

“ Nor I. We will ask her in a moment, for 
see, she is looking at us.” 

And in effect, the eyes, brown, like water 
under tree^roots, were wide open now ; and 
iurniig from one to the other of the lovely 
speakers with languid curiosity. 

“ Where am I ?” was the first question, of 
course. 

“ Quite safe, and with friends. Can you 
walk uow, beautiful stranger?” asked the 
taller and slighter of the girls. 

“Yes, I think so. What is your name?” 
asked Alice Yane, half rising, and sinking 
wearily back. 

“Iam Flora, and she is Stella; and you? 
You are Fortuna, in coming here as you did, 
are you not ?” 

“ I do hot know. I am very weak-” 

“ Yes, but we will help you. There, lean 
upon me so, and upon Stella on the other side, 
and we will bring you to the bath ; that is the 
first tiling, is k not, Stella ?” 

“Certainly; they must always go fo thff 
bath first,” replied Stella, helping her com¬ 
panion to raise Alice upon her feet, and lead 
her from the little, silver-sanded beach, where 
they stood, toward a path leading into the 
thick and tangled wood closely skirting it. 

Languid* and daxed, Alice asked no ques¬ 
tions, hhrdly, indeed, looked about her as she 
went; but, suffering herself to be led blindly 
on, came at last to a broad avenue, tree-arched 
and flower-carpeted, with numerous side-paths 
leading from it to airy buildings, pleasant 
groves, gardens, and woodland bowers. Through 
one of these side alleys the three girls had 
entered the avenue; but, in looking back, Aiioe 
eould see no trace of the path, not even its en¬ 
trance. At either end, the avenue ended in a 
broad, open space, the one surrounded by wbai 
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appeared to be small huts of boughs and leaves, < 
the other green,and sunny, and flower-bordered. 

It was toward the latter space that Flora and 
Stella urged the feeble steps of their new com¬ 
panion ; and Alice herself, fixing her eyes j 
upon a lovely fountain, bubbling from the 
green sward, in the midst of the lawn-like in- | 
closure, felt a sudden vigor animate her frame, j 
and a strong desire to rush toward it nerve 
her trembling limbs to new exertions. 

44 Courage, dear Fortuna !” said Flora, smil¬ 
ing, as she perceived this impulse. 44 You will 
reach it in a moment, and then all your trou¬ 
bles are over at once.” 

Pressing forward without reply, Alice found 
herself in the next moment beside the fountain, 
and paused to look at it. The water, of a pure 
golden color, welled up directly from the grass 
and flowers which crowded closely about it, 
4ind rising in an arch of perhaps three feet in 
height, fell back into a channel of brilliant sea- 
pebbles, coral, and precious stones, mingled 
with a just regard to beauty of color and shape, 
but no reference to their ordinary valuation, 
in a mosaic of rare beauty. Along this chan¬ 
nel the golden waters ran with a wonderfully 
melodious sound, almost, indeed, like concerted 
and harmonious music, and lost themselves be¬ 
neath a low arch of white stone. Beyond the 
arch a thick and impenetrable screen hid the 
farther course of the stream, and bounded the 
view. 

44 Oh, the beautiful water! The delicious 
singing fountain! Let me drink ; give me the 
goblet, quickly!” 

And Alice • reached her trembling hands ; 
eagerly toward an antique goblet of clearest 
crystal, in a framework of gold and gems, 
which stood upon a chiseled block beside tho 
fountain. But her companions laughingly: 
urged her on. 

44 Not yet,” said Flora. 44 Not quite yet, my 
Fortuna. The bath first, and while you are ;■ 
still in it, I will bring you the goblet full of the ; 
golden water, and you shall drink all that you : 
desire.” 

So saying, she led her on toward the screen, : 
in which Alice now perceived a little gate of : 
branches, closely interlaced, which, opening at 
a touch from the guide, admitted to a little \ 
grove,* so closely set, that not even sun, or \ 
moon, or stars, had ever seen its depths. A > 
green and golden light, sifting downward j 
through the pattering leaves, and reflected up¬ 
ward from the water, filled the place with a 
delicious shadow. In the centre of the grove \ 
was hollowed a basin, paved, like the channel; 
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of the stream, with a bright mosaic of care- 
fully-smoothed and polished stones, and into 
this basin poured, with their musical and won¬ 
derful cadence, the golden waters of the foun¬ 
tain, filling it to the grassy brim, and flowing 
away at last through an arch like thafthrough 
which they entered. 

44 Here now is the bath, poor, weary love,” 
said Flora, conducting Alice to a flight of shal¬ 
low steps, leading down into the basin. 44 Shall 
we help you to disrobe ? Here is the dress you 
must put on.” And she took from the branch 
of a tree a loose robe of some shimmering, 
silky stuff of a soft-gray color. 

44 Wrap this around you, dear, and lie down 
in the water. Dip your whole head under, 
just for once, for you must be wetted all over. 
Then I will bring you the goblet from the 
fountain.” 

Silent, and filled with a dreamy joy, whose 
origin she could not guess, Alice did as she 
was bid. She laid aside her clothes, wrapped 
the misty mantle about her, and, stepping 
softly down into the water, bowed her head be¬ 
neath the surface, then laid herself upon the 
glowing floor, resting her head upon a hollowed 
block of porphyry, placed at the upper verge 
^ of the pool for that purpose. Thus lying, she 
received, from Flora’s hand, the brimming 
goblet* and carried it to her lips, against which 
the golden waters seemed to dance in living 
glee, kissing the fair lips, and humming songs 
of welcome as they rippled over them. 

Before the goblet was half drained, Alice let 
it sink into the hand, which Flora watchfully 
held to catch it, while her head sank back upon 
the porphyry pillow, in a dream that was not 
sleep, and a trance that was not unconscious¬ 
ness. 

44 When she rouses, she will have forgotten 
all that she brought hither,” said Flora, softly; 
and Stella, pressing her hand upon her fore¬ 
head, murmured, 

44 Forgotten ! What is that ?” 

Flora glanced at her, with a smile. 

44 You were born here,” said she, kindly, 
44 and have never needed to forget; but I came, 
like this one, from beyond, and have forgotten 
all, except that there was something to forget. 
But come now, let us dip her clothes in the 
bath, and dry them in the sun, before she 
awakens. They, too, must forget; and they, too, 
must be prevented from growing old and 
ugly.” 

An hour later, when Alice, or Fortuna as she 
was now to be called, aroused herself from the 
delicious trance in which she had been, she 
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met her two companions with a smile as merry 
and careless as their own. 

“What next?” inquired she, gayly, as she 
finished dressing herself, in garments which 
she recognized as hers indeed, but which 
seemed to have acquired a delicacy of texture, 
and brilliancy of tint as remarkable as they 
were beautiful. 

“ It is sunset, and time for the fountain- 
song,” said Flora, stooping to kiss her new 
comrade, admiringly. 

“The fountain-song?” repeated Fortuna, 
dreamily. “ Well, let us go.” 

“ Come then, if you are ready, my darling.” 
And the two girls led forth the neophyte to 
the plaza of the fountain, where was now as¬ 
sembled a strange pnd motley crowd. Fortuna 
stopped and looked about her in astonishment, 
for both faces and dresses were so strange and 
new, that, although she no longer remembered 
other things, these impressed her more as the 
creations of a dream, or some wonderfully dis¬ 
tinct imagination, than a reality. The occu¬ 
pants of the square, perhaps a hundred in 
number, were of all ages, from the old man 
seated upon a throne of turf and flowers, be¬ 
side the fountain, to the toddling child, cling¬ 
ing to its mother’s skirts, and burying its rosy 
feet in the brilliant flowers, that, star-like, 
gemmed the short, rich turf. Near the throne 
of the patriarch stood a group of perhaps 
twenty men, upon whqm Fortuna fixed her eyes 
with curious interest. Some of these were 
young; but most were in middle life, with 
stern, black-bearded lips, and haughty brows, 
and eyes accustomed to command. These men 
were all dressed in a costume, not only pictur¬ 
esque and elegant in itself, but strangely har¬ 
monious with the scene, and with their own 
faces, and with the misty associations which 
were not memories, that floated through For- 
tuna’s mind as she watched them. The cos¬ 
tume was that of a Spanish caballero of the 
sixteenth century ; the doublet and trunk-hose, ; 
the wide-topped boots of soft Cordovan leather, j 
the plumed hat, the embroidered gauntlets, the j 
pointed beard and long mustach, ail, even to 
the sallow indurated skin, and lines of reso¬ 
lute daring and endurance about the mouth 
and eyes, were such as suited the comrades of 
Ponce de Leon, and Fernando de Soto, those 
graceful buccaneers, who slaughtered and 
robbed the peaceful savages who welcomed 
them with innocent delight, and, by way of 
compensation, gave them civilization and the 
Spanish guitar, and the poetic names and tra¬ 
ditions with which they sowed their new pos¬ 


sessions, from Florida, land of flowers, to 
Cuba, Queen of the Antilles. 

Watching the faces of these Caballeros, as 
they talked together, or noted the sports of the 
younger people who surrounded them, Fortuna 
found something weird and sad in their ex¬ 
pression, the faint traces, as it were, of emo¬ 
tions, trials, and efforts, long past, and per¬ 
haps forgotten, but ineffaceable as the wrin¬ 
kles in the primeval rocks impressed there 
ages before Adam waked in Paradise, by floods 
that long sincohave turned to vapor and floated 
heavenward, and descended again, and again 
returned, and yet whose handwriting upon the 
rock stands out to-day firm and clear as when 
it was impressed. 

“Who are they—those men?” asked For¬ 
tuna, softly. But just then her hands were 
seized by Flora on the one hand, and a young, 
man upon the other, and she found herself one 
of a great ring of people, who, slowly circling 
the fountain, and the group of elders beside it, 
chanted a low melodious song, whose words 
the young girl failed to catch, except as the 
refrain swelled, and sank, and rose again. 

“ Fountain! Lovely Fountain ! 

Fountain of Eternal Youth 1” 

. The song ended, the patriarch rose from his 
turfy throne, and slowly approached the foun¬ 
tain. Fortuna, watching him intently, noticed 
that he wore the dress of an ecclesiastic, that 
his face and figure bore the marks of a halo 
old age, and that his shrewd and kindly eye* 
rested upon the faces surrounding him, with 
at once the love and the authority of a parent, 
who receives implicit obedience from devoted 
and submissive children. Resting upon her, 
the eyes paused, and a slight gesture sum¬ 
moned her to approach. She did so, without 
hesitation, and the priest, laying a hand lightly- 
upon her head, said, in a sonorous and kindly 
voice, 

“Fortuna, my daughter, welcome! And as 
the latest comer, you shall be the first, to drink 
to-night. Take this, the goblet of Eternal 
Youth and Beauty, and drown in it whatever 
fear, whatever sorrow, whatever regrets may 
have pursued you hither, and now shall be for¬ 
gotten.” 

He dipped the goblet in the golden waters 
of the fountain, and gave it her. Fortuna 
drank, and remembered nothing of even the 
curiosity and astonishment that hitherto had 
filled her mind. Life, from that moment, was 
the music of the fountain, the delicious flavor 
of the sparkling water. 

After the stranger, all pressed forward, and 
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received a draught from the hands of the 
father, and, having drank, dispersed in lit¬ 
tle groups to engage in various amusements— 
in conversation, in strolls through the twilight 
woods, or to return to their own dwellings. 
Fortuna remained beside the priest. The youth 
who had held her hand in the dance still 
lingered beside her. The father looked at them 
benevolently a moment, then said, 

“ Hernando, take the maiden to your mo¬ 
ther’s home ; she will care for her with Flora 
and Stella. Show her, too, the sports, and the 
pleasant walks, and the delights of our home. 
Warn her also of the dark avenue, and its en¬ 
trance ; and so, my children, good-night.” 

“The dark avenue?” asked Fortuna, softly, 
as the young man led her away, his eyes fixed 
admiringly upon her face. 

“Yes; it leads away from home—where, I 
do not know. But once passing through it, 
you never can return hither, never again can 
bathe or drink at our dear fountain; and, mis¬ 
sing that, comes some ugly end of everything, 
some misfortune whose name I do not know, 
but which is only to be escaped by dwelling 
here, and bathing and drinking of the golden 
waters.” 

“ And do many go away by the dark avenue ?” 
asked Fortuna, timidly. 

“ Yes; there are other things beyond, for 
which they pine, and go to seek them,” re¬ 
plied Hernando, with a troubled look. “All 
may go if they choose, but never may return. 
Ugh ! I do not like to think of it, or tell you 
such gloomy tales. Come, let us dance.” 


CHAPTER IV. 

Mas. Courtenay received her friends. Mrs. 
Courtenay, the wealthy, well-preserved, amia¬ 
ble matron, who, in the full dignity of her fifty 
prosperous years, shone as one of the larger 
lights of her luxurious world, and educated 
her sons and her daughters to take their places 
there with credit to herself and them. 

Mr. Courtenay, her husband, had been dead 
these ten years, and Mollie, her pretty sister, 
had followed him, leaving John Cdstlemain a 
widower. Rumor said that these too were well 
enough disposed to comfort each other, and, 
so far as the lady was concerned, perhaps 
rumor for once was right; so far as John Cas- 
tlemain was concerned, rumor lied as stupidly 
as usual. He had come to-night, however, to 
Mrs. Courtenay’8 assembly, partly to do her 
pleasure, partly because of a certain weari¬ 
ness of himself and his surroundings, which 


ever and again seized upon him, driving him 
forth into the waste places of society, ami the 
horrible solitudes of the gay world. 

So here he stood to-night, a grim shadow 
in the brilliant and many-tinted crowd, that 
surged and swayed about him ; an observer, 
but not a partaker of its gayety, a Timon at 
the feast. His hostess brushed past him, paused, 
and spoke. 

“ My dear John, you look grimmer and 
graver than ever ! Do be gay, and enjoy your¬ 
self, like other people I Shall I introduce you 
to Miss Lovering, the pretty bride?” 

“ No, thank you ! Pretty brides don’t care 
for old men like me. I am doing very well as 
I am.” 

“Old man, indeed ! Why, that is calling me 
an old woman, for you are not ten years older 
than I am, and I am as young as anybody.” 
And with a gay little laugh, Mrs. Courtenay 
swept on,*to attend to her other guests. 

“ And I am older than anybody,” muttered 
John Castlemain, drawing his shaggy gray 
eyebrows closer over his eyes, and moving to¬ 
ward the door. 

He was stopped by an old friend, Percy 
Moore, a distinguished poet now, and a bache¬ 
lor still, having given up his life to the memory 
of that great hope which had gone down with 
Alice Vane, off the coast of Florida, six-and- 
twenty years before. But, after all, as John 
Castlemain always bitterly thought in meeting 
him, this avowed constancy of Moore’s had 
been a lighter burden than his own, so care¬ 
fully hidden, so undying, and so sleepless. 

The two men stopped to speak to each other, 
and some commonplace sentence was upon 
Moore’s lips, when the strong grasp of the 
other closed upon the arm. Glancing hastily 
into Castlemain’s face, and following the di¬ 
rection of his eyes, Moore’s fell upon a lady,- 
a young girl, just entering the room with a 
chaperon. She was a girl of light and ele- 
gent, yet stately figure, with a graceful head, 
adorned with fine, soft brown hair. Her pale, 
classic face was lighted with hazel eyes, and 
was characterized by a strange and indefinite 
air of long past experiences, forgotten, per¬ 
haps, and laid aside, yet always visible in their 
traces, a sad and wistful shade in the brown 
eyes, as it were the reflex of a cloud that had 
long long ago broken and fallen in tears, and 
passed away; a young and lovely face, and 
yet with nothing of the untried, ignorant, 
freshness of youth left in it; a most peculiar, 
most majestic, most irresistible face ; yes, all 
of that, and something more to the two men 
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who stood staring breathlessly at it, for it was 
the face of Alice Vaue, dead these six-and- 
twenty years, while this girl could scarce have 
passed her twentieth birthday. 

“Wait here ! M said Castlemain, at last, and 
sought his hostess, who looked, made inquiry, 
then said, 

“ It is Miss de Leon, from St. Augustin, in 
Florida; she is the adopted daughter, I be¬ 
lieve, of Mrs. Vavney’s brother, a planter some¬ 
where there; and when he died, he sent her 
on here to his sister, as his heiress. Pretty, 
isn’t she? And looks like somebody I have 
seen, though I can’t remember exactly who. 
Shall I present you ?” 

“Yes—and stop, Gertrude! Present Percy 
Moore at the same time.” 

“ Very well,” and a minute later Mr. Castle¬ 
main and Mr. Moore stood before this Miss de 
Leon, who repeated both names, and looked 
into both faces with the well-bred, but indif¬ 
ferent courtesy, with which a young girl re¬ 
ceives the compliments of two elderly strangers. 

“You are from Florida, Miss De Leon?” 
asked Castlemain, so soon as the question was 
admissible. 

“Yes, from the plantation of Esperenza, 
fifty miles below St. Augustin,” replied the 
girl, readily. 

“And, I suppose, having been born and 
bred there, you can have seen but littlo of the 
gayetieB of the world, so called,” pursued he, 
too much in earnest to be very cautious or dip¬ 
lomatic. 

“ I was not born or bred there, but in still 
deeper seclusion,” smiled Miss De Leon, 
frankly. “ So that you may be sure I have 
seen absolutely nothing of the world, until 
this very last month.” 

“ If I might ask, without impertinence, I 
should be very glad to know your birthplace, 
Miss De Leon. I once had a friend, a lady, to 
whom you bear so surprising a likeness, that 
I can hardly doubt some near connection be¬ 
tween you two.” 

The girl shook her head. 

“ I have no connections, no relations in the 
world,” said she, sadly. “My late, adopted 
father found me wandering in the woods, 
and, as I could not speak any language that 
they could understand, or indeed give any ac¬ 
count of myself in any way, it was concluded 
that I was a white child, who had been stolen 
by, and brought up among the Indians, and 
had strayed away from them in some myster¬ 
ious manner. I was very ill when I was found 
and for weeks afterward, and I remember no¬ 


thing of all this myself, although it is only a 
few years since. My conscious life only begins 
when I find myself at Esperenza, the adopted 
daughter of its owner.” 

She spoke the last few sentences dreamily, 
and to herself more than to her auditors. But 
Castlemain said, “ Thank you very much for 
this generous frankness to a stranger. Some¬ 
time, if you care to hear, I may tell you 
why I ventured upon such intrusive question¬ 
ing.” 

He turned away, as he spoke, and abruptly 
left the room and the house, too deeply moved 
for further speech that night, even with her. 

Percy Moore lingered. 

“ The friend of whom Mr. Castlemain spoke, 
was my friend as well,” said he, tremulously. 
“ And her name was Alice Vane. Do you 
know her ?” 

“I never heard it,” replied the girl, raising 
her strange, truthful, yet most reticent eyes to 
his. “My own name is Isabel De St. Leon, 
and I know nothing of that you Bpeak.” 

Percy did not answer. His startled eyes 
were fixed upon three, tiny scarlet points, set 
in a triangle, upon the rounded waist of the 
young girl. Ah! how well he remembered 
watching them, upon the deck of the Syren, 
and wondering if ever he should come to press 
his lips upon them. 

And now the rest swept up, and Mis9 De 
Leon’s hand was asked for the dance, and the 
poet, like the men of the world, marched away 
to seek in solitude the answer to the ques¬ 
tions pressing upon his brain. 

From this day the story went rapidly on. 
The love, which these two constant hearts had 
cherished, the one with such religious devo¬ 
tion, the other with such all-conquering te¬ 
nacity and purpose, waked to all its youthful 
vigor, at sight of this, the reproduction, as 
they fancied, of its object. Percy did not trou¬ 
ble himself to understand this sudden and mys¬ 
terious happiness which had befallen him; but 
gave himself up, body and soul, to its delight; 
while Castlemain lost much of what would 
otherwise have been joy, in pondering upon its 
possibility. 

The only rational conclusion to which he 
could arrive was, that Alice Vane, in some won¬ 
derful manner, had been saved alive, had mar¬ 
ried, and that Isabel De Leon was her daugh¬ 
ter ; and yet, what eyes, but those of Alice her¬ 
self, could ever look into his as these looked ? 
What voice, but that of Alice, could thrill him 
with these rare cadences, and subtle music ? 
Was not that the very turn of her head, the 
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the touch of her hand, the proud and graceful 
step, that he had learned so well? 

And so the day came, when Percy Moore, 
the poet, the sensitive, noble-minded gentle¬ 
man, the man of pure, clean life and stainless 
name, found courage to tell his story, conceal¬ 
ing nothing of the past, of his long devotion 
to the woman whom he had all but seen die be¬ 
fore his eyes, and not denying that Isabel’s 
wonderful resemblance to this lost love had 
first attracted him. And then he told how the 
new love had grown up, so strangely blended 
with the old, that he himself could not now dis¬ 
sever them ; and at last he asked this girl, who 
looked at him so earnestly out of those youth¬ 
ful yet weary eyes, those eyes of Alice Vane, 
he asked her if she would try to love him, and 
to compensate him for the past, as she alone 
could do. 

She listened to the end, then answered 
strangely enough. 

“ I was almost sure of loving you, and then 
I came to love another man, and I shall love 
him again. I feel it, and I know it. It can¬ 
not be as you desire.” 

Moore looked at her earnestly.and curiously. 

“ You loved him better then, and you feel 
that you shall love him better now,” said he, 
slowly. 

Isabel bowed her head. 

“What words are these you speak? I do 


not know; I do not know what I meant by what 
I said myself. Oh, friend, leave me! leave me 
quickly, for you have wakened something in 
my heart, which tortures me strangely.” 

Without another word he went, and a few 
days later, John Castlemain, taking both her 
hands in his, and looking down into her watch¬ 
ful eyes, said, solemnly, 

“ Isabel, I love yqu, and I have loved you 
longer than I could tell, or you believe. I can¬ 
not, I dare not explain the vague ideas that 
connect you in my mind with that past whose 
story I have told you. But this I know, and 
you loo must know, that you are mine, and I 
am yours, since both our lives began. Is not 
this so, dear child ?” 

“It is so; but when did both our lives be¬ 
gin ?” she said, dreamily, the strange shadow 
deepening in the eye9, which she raised anx¬ 
iously to his. 

“God only knows, dear love, I do not,” said 
he, kissing her with the fond, slow kiss which, 
years before, he had dreamed of pressing some 
day upon the lips of Alice Vane. 

Percy Moore came to see them wed, and as 
he turned away, he murmured, bitterly enough, 

“ It is the end of the story, which began 
now six-and-twenty years ago, upon Bride’s 
Bayou. Out of what we then deemed our mu¬ 
tual and final defeat, he has at last drawn vic¬ 
tory and the victor’s prize.” 


PRAIRIE HOME. 

BY HELEN A. RAINS. 


Fair dwelling, how bright are the scenes that surround thee 1 
How sacred the joy which each moment imparts; 

It wraps in a halo of beauty around thee, 

And binds thee anew with a charm to our hearts. 

Who cares for the smiles of the gay world of fashion, 

Tho glitter and gleam which she tempts to display; 

The bubbles of joy, and the tumults of passion, 

The j^oM that will mingle to dross on the way. 


We turn with disgust from the crowd that would follow; 

A phantom that glows with a treacherous gleam ; 
Those scenes are as false, and its pleasures as hollow, 

As bubbles that rise on the breast of a stream. 

Our home! nestled here, where tho dews of Iowa 
Have crimsoned Its roses, and kindled its vine; 

To love and admire, we have only to know thee, 

And taste of the pleasures unalterably thine. 


WAIT, FATHER, WAIT! 

BY »1S. NELLIE 8. MATTHEWS. 

Wait for the tired hands, 
fhat now have done their beet; 
Wait for the wandering feet, 

That long have found no rest. 

Wait, oh, my Father, wait! 

And hear my piteous cry 
Oh! take me to thy home, 

To live for Thee on high. 


Wait for the weary heart. 

So long and sore opprest; 
Wait for tho weary soul, 

That longs for peace and rest. 

W'ait for the sunken eyes, 

That have no power to weep; 
Wait for the worried brain, 
That fain would rest in sleep. 
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v CHAPTER V. 

Lady Stratiisfey sat in one of the parlors 
of the Coombe with a faint shadow of anxiety 
on her handsome, well-preserved features. 
She had just returned from church with her 
son and their visitor, and she was pondering, 
one might have fancied from her expression, 
upon a subject which caused her some mis¬ 
givings. She was a worldly woman, this Lady 
Strathspey, but at her eoldest and worldliest, 
she was never a hard-hearted one; and for the 
last few weeks something of distrust had been 
creeping over her before perfect contentment. 
It was a shade deeper than usual this morning, 
and it showed itself in her handsome eyes, and 
in her handsome Strathspey face, with its pa¬ 
trician Saxon features, and at last it reached 
the surface. 

“ Did yeu notice little Miss Renfrew this 
morning, Gwendoline?” she asked. 

Gwendoline was interested at once. She 
always did notice little Miss Renfrew, and had 
always noticed her from the first; the brown¬ 
eyed face of the rector’s daughter had touched 
her heart the morning she had caught sight of 
it under the plain little straw hat in the square 
pew, and she had a girlish sympathy for it. 

“Yes,” she answered. “How pale she was, 
Lady Strathspey. She looked positively ill, 
I thought, poor little creature.” 

“She looked very ill,” said her ladyship, 
decidedly, the shadow deepening upon her 
countenance. “I must go and see her.” 

She had been watching the rector’s daughter 
keenly during the laBt month or so, and the 
result of her scrutiny was not a very satis¬ 
factory one. Naturally, she had told herself, 
the girlish face would lose something of its 
brightness under the dispelling of this first 
romance. She had seen girls grow pale before 
now, when an unpractical fancy had been over¬ 
ruled by wiser and moro matronly heads; but 
in her experience the fancy had always died 
away in no great length of time, and in the 
end its death had come to be regarded as a 
natural and fortunate result. But here was 
something new—something new enough to 
trouble her. The shadowy sadness in the girl’s 
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face was deeper than she cared to see; and 
there was nothing of the atmosphere of girlish 
sentiment about it which, in most cases, with 
its slight tinge of love-lorn ludicrousness, gene¬ 
rally counteracts the outsider’s natural sym¬ 
pathy. In their drives they often met her 
carrying the little basket and the well-worn 
Bible which her pensioners knew so well; and 
she always returned their greeting with the 
sweet gravity which was naturally her own; 
but the faint pallor was a faint one no longer, 
and the sleuder figure looked a thought more 
slender; and as the summer advanced, Lady 
Strathspey found herself feeling strangely 
anxious. 

She was not a hard-hearted woman, as I 
have said, in spite of her very natural weak¬ 
nesses, and Prue had always possessed a great 
attraction for her. She had liked her simple, 
innocent ways, and had warmly admired the 
unfailing sweetness which made the girl such 
a favorite with the poorer class. Her child¬ 
like faithfulness to her duty had touched her 
ladyship’s heart, and her constant care and 
affection for her father had often drawn a sigh 
from her in its contrast with her own idol’s 
amiable indifference. In fact, she had come 
as near cherishing a sort of well-trained affec¬ 
tion for her as was in accordance with her 
nature. 

This morning she had been almost startled, 
the face under the little straw hat had looked 
so worn, and, contrasted with the great dark 
eyes, so strange in its pure pallor. Was it 
possible that the consequences of her discreet 
diplomacy were to be more serious than she 
had imagined. Of course, she could not have 
acted otherwise than she had done under the 
circumstances, but she did not like to encounter 
such a probability. 

Accordingly, the next day found her full of 
her resolution of paying a visit to the Rectory. 

“ If there is really as much harm done as I 
can’t help fearing,” she said to herself, as she 
entered the carriage, “I may possibly repair 
it somewhat by sending Angus away. Girls 
always forget in time, and absence will work 
wonders.” 
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She did not find either Prue or the rector at . 
Rome, but as there was some probability that 
their absence would not be a long one, .she 
'decided to wait a short time. Marjory was 
there at least, and might possibly serve her j 
purpose even better than any one else, and iu j 
some sort she did. 

But Marjory was not fond of Lady Straths- ; 
pey at the best of times, and she was less par- ; 
tial to her than ever in these days. She was 
quick enough, in her Scotch shrewdness, to ; 
understand that the delicate, immaculately- : 
gloved hand, which rested on the table as her 
Tisitor talked to her, had not been wholly idle 
in the final turn of the game, and the know¬ 
ledge did not detract from her naturally un¬ 
compromising manner. She had watched every 
new shade of pallor on the pretty, quiet face 
she had held against her faithful bosom in its 
babyhood; she had understood the dreamy 
listlessness which had settled upon it, and she 
had understood, also, what its beginning had 
been, and where its end would drift to. So 
she did not prove very sparing, as she thought 
over the matter, and replied to her visitor’s 
well-bred sympathetic questions. 

“ I was sorry to see that your young mis¬ 
tress did not look very well yesterday, Mar¬ 
jory,” her ladyship said, at length. 

“She was na weel, my leddy,” answered 
Marjory, unbendingly. “ I canna say she often 
is weel now, puir young thing!” 

“1 hope it is nothing serious,” said Lady 
Strathspey. “ I should be sorry to believe that. 
Miss Renfrew is a dear little thing, and we 
cannot afford to lose her.” 

“ Her father canna afford to lose her, my 
leddy,” Marjory replied, with' an uncompro¬ 
mising face; “but if she dinna mend, I’m e’en 
of the mind he will. Her mither lies in the 
kirk-yard. She was na much aulder than 
True, an* she was happy wi* the man she luved. 
There’s a taint o’ consumption in the Renfrew 
bluid, your leddyship, and sorrow aye helps 
it to its work.” 

The immaculately-gloved hand was drawn 
from the table with a slight start. 

“You surely do not mean it is so bad as 
that,” her ladyship exclaimed. 

44 1 mean naething else,” returned Marjory, 
sternly. “Prue Renfrew’s heart is broken, 
your leddyship, and Angus, Laird Strathspey, 
has broken it. I’m but a puir body, but I 
speak my mind in that.” 

There was no use in diplomacy now. This 
straightforward, strong Scotchwoman, a hire¬ 
ling as she was, had gone to the point at once, ] 


. and her ladyship was fain to follow. She had 
not intended doing so, it is true, but she was 
a sensible woman, her pride to the contrary, 
and since her difficulty had faced her, she met 
it in a matter-of-fact way 

She waved her gloved hand to Margory with 
quiet decision. 

“ Sit down,” she said, practically. “ I am 
anxious to talk to you about that. I have 
feared this before.” 

“I can stan* as weel, my leddy,” was the 
good woman’s dry reply; so her visitor was 
obliged to pursufe her conversation, looking up 
; at the square figure and square face as her 
: listener stood before her. 

“I have feared this,” she said again. “I 
have feared it from the first, and I tried to 
prevent it. How long has it been going on?” 

“From the first week that Lord«Strathspey 
came to Coombe-Ashley,” grimly “ He wasted 
no time.” 

“ And you think that this is the cause of 
your young lady’s illness?” 

“I did na say I thought it was.” 

“ You are sure, then,” said Lady Strathspey, 
a trifle impatiently. “ I regret to hear it—ex¬ 
tremely; but I hope you are mistaken in sup¬ 
posing the consequences to be so serious. It 
is very natural you should be anxious. I am 
anxious myself. My son has acted impru¬ 
dently, of course; but men are not apt to be 
cautious. I only see one way out of the diffi¬ 
culty. He has thought of returning to London 
with Miss Framley—and I dare say that it is 
best that he should do so. I shall certainly 
encourage the idea, and after that we can only 
hope for the best. Miss Renfrew is very young, 
and I have no doubt she will get over it.” 
(Observe, my readers, that her ladyship was 
ndt exempt from the popular belief that grief 
may be got over.) 

Still, in spite of this belief, her face was not 
quite clear when her call had ended, and the 
footman closed her carriage-door upon her. The 
square, uncompromising form and dry voice 
had shaken her self-possession somewhat, 
though she did not deign to acknowledge it. 

She sent for her son shortly after reaching 
the Coombe, and he came to her morning- 
room to find her standing by the low, marble 
mantel-piece, resting a full, shapely arm upon 
it, and looking both disturbed and annoy'ed. 

To t^ll the truth, her ladyship had had a 
love affair herself a score of years ago or so— 
a very romantic love affair, with a handsome, 
empty-pocketed, titleless “detrimental,” who, 

| but for discreet maternal interposition, might 
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have carried the day; and, though this love 
affair ended as most of such romances do, she 
had still a recollection of its ephemeral sad¬ 
ness, which softened her heart toward this 
girl, who was undergoing a like experience. 

She turned her head slightly as Strathspey 
came in, and motioned him to a chair.. 

“ I want to talk to you, Angus,” she said. 
“Sit down, if you please.” 

He threw himself in a chair, carelessly, in 
his usual indolent, yet graceful, fashion. It 
was characteristic of the man that he could 
not look ungraceful. 

“Gwendoline is alone,” he said, half smil¬ 
ing. “ You will excuse me for mentioning it.” 

But her ladyship did not smile. 

“ I want to speak seriously to you,’* she be¬ 
gan. “ I am rather anxious this morning- 

I have been to the Rectory.” 

He looked up, coloring a little. 

.“ I—don’t understand you,” he said, a trifle 
confusedly. 

“ I ask pardon for contradicting you, Angus,” 
said her ladyship, dryly, “ but I think you do. 
There is no need for attempting to ignore this 
matter now. -It has gone too far. You have 
done an absurd thing, and its consequences 
arc more serious than you anticipated.” 

His color deepened almost to scarlet. 

“Is that what your visit to the Rectory has 
taught you?” he asked. 

“ Yes,” she answered. “ I have been watch¬ 
ing the affair for weeks, and this morning I 
went to the Rectory to inquire into it, as well 
as I could. No one was at home but the old 
servant, (rather a presuming old creature, by 
the way, faithful as she is,) and I discovered 
that my fears were not groundless. The girl’s 
health is suffering. Of course, it is out of 
the question to suppose that you could have 
married her, Angus—and you were fully cog¬ 
nizant of it. Why did you not take my ad¬ 
vice. She was a good little thing, and con¬ 
tented and happy enough before.” 

His thoughts went back to the innocent, 
brown eyes, which had been upraised to his 
that first morning on the hill-side, and ho flung 
himself from his seat, and came to the mantel 
with a gloomy expression. 

“If it were not for Gwendoline, I would 
marry her now,” he said, half savagely “I 
have made a rascal of myself, I admit, but I 
was bored into it. Confound Coombe-Ashley !” 

“ If it were not for Gwendoline you would 
do no such thing,” said his mother, with a 
clear decisiveness. “There is one thing you 
can do, however. You can go away. I am i 


sorry for the girl, and I blame you strongly. 
If a woman had committed herself in the 
manner you have done, the whole world would 
have been up in arms at her reckless folly. 
I don’t want any scandal to arise; and I think 
it would be better for all parties concerned, if 
you returned to London with Gwendoline. 
Girls outlive these sort of things; and I have no 
doubt this one will overcome herself in time.” 

It was an easy way out of a difficulty, cer¬ 
tainly, and not an unpleasant one. Even 
Coombe-Ashley had been rendered bearable 
with Gwendoline Framley’s assistance, and 
surely London would be worth the trying at 
her side. She had overruled his fickle fancy 
for the rector’s daughter; she had, now and 
then, almost overruled his remembrance of 
her; so he found it not so difficult a matter to 
persuade himself that his mother was right in 
saying that Prue would live her girlish trouble 
down. Besides, he was in earnest now, and 
was desirous of having his fate decided. 

“Iam ready to go as soon as Gwendoline 
is,” ho said. “If I have been a fool, I am 
sorry for it.” 

“So am I,” returned Lady Strathspey, con- 
sisely. “ Gwendoline returns next week, and 
though decency will compel you to pay a fare¬ 
well visit to the Rectory, I trust you will not 
be guilty of any greater indiscretion. I wish 
to heaven, Angus,” with a sudden touch of wo¬ 
man’s passion in her voice which startled him, 
“I wish to heavens your foolishness’had been 
more honorable and less cruel.” 

He made no reply—he had nothing to say; 
so he only lingered for a few minutes, and then 
returned to the dining-room, and there, for 
the time, the matter rested. But, wisely as 
her ladyship had disposed of it, it is quite 
: likely that she had not overrated its serious¬ 
ness, on the contrary, she had somewhat under¬ 
rated it. 

From the night when Prue had fainted at 
the kitchen-door a change had been slowly 
creeping over her. She thought aljirst that 
it would not be easy to go back to the quiet 
she had left in the past; but, in the course of 
time, exporience taught her that it was im¬ 
possible. The simple contentment which had 
made her happiness was lost forever. The 
freshness was gone, the untried peace was 
gone. The days which had been scarcely long 
enough to contain her tender dreams, now the 
dreams had fallen into ashes, grew weary and 
intolerable. If she had known more of the 
5 world, if she had been less ignorant of sorrow. 

I the blow’ she had received would not have been 
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such a heavy one; but, wakiug suddenly to the 
reality, she was strangely helpless, and a 
blight fell upon her which she could not over¬ 
come. There was not an atom of weak senti¬ 
ment about it. and her hidden trouble only 
showed itself in the new, soft pallor, and an 
added quietness in her life; but in spite of 
herself its shadow grew upon her every day. 

Her poor pensioners upon the hill-sides and 
in the village began to wonder in the some¬ 
thing they had lost in the fresh voice and 
sweet smile; and some of the more observing 
began to whisper among themselves their kindly 
sorrow for her. The little basket was not so 
easy to carry, she found at last; and the rough, 
sturdy, bare-legged “bairns” fell into the 
habit of carrying it for her, trotting klong at 
her side silently, audyet in all the intensity of 
their wild shyness, casting wistful glances at 
her quiet, white, young face. 

But no one knew the truth so well as Mar¬ 
jory. Iu her first sudden weakness Prue had 
rested in the strong arms, and let her faithful 
old friend guess at her story without any effort 
at concealment. 

“ I knew so little,” she faltered out in the 
end; “and I thought ho loved me. I scarcely 
know why—he never said so; but once he—he 
kissed me. It wasn’t his fault, Marjory,” with 
weary quietness. “ IIow could ho love me? It 
was mine, because I was weak and foolish, and 
knew so little.” 

It seemed to bo her greatest fear that her 
father would learn how heavy her trouble really 
was, and she strove against it day after day, 
in her efforts to conceal it from him. She tried 
to hide the listlessness which had come upon 
her; and she tried to counterfeit her former 
cheerful girlishness and content; but even he 
would waken from his reveries now and then, 
or look up from his work to see what Marjory 
saw so often, the faint lines on the white fore¬ 
head, and the tired brown eyes fixed far away. 
He tried to convince himself at first that it 
would wear away in time, and held his fears 
within his own bosom, forbearing to speak of 
them; but at last the change in her was so 
great that it forced itself upon him with a fore¬ 
boding as new as terrible. 

But good, stern old Marjory had not been 
deceived from the beginning. She watched 
the girl from morning until night. She saw 
as no one else did, the slender little figure 
growing more slender, and the slight young 
hands slighter, even though the chango was 
an almost imperceptible one. The tragedy, 
quiet a9 it was, had been a tragedy to her I 


honest heart from its first scene, and the dread x 
which had fallen upon her master had grown 
upon her hourly, with a sorrowful fresh recol¬ 
lection of how she had watched her nurseling’s 
fair young mother fade away from them like a 
broken flower. 


CHAPTER YI. 

And, in the meantime, at the Coombe, as far 
as mere plans may be regarded, Lady Straths¬ 
pey’s plan prospered. Certainly her son threw 
no obstacles in their way. He was getting 
tired of Coombe-Ashlcy, and, besides, was not 
so comfortable there as he had been, for now 
and then a whisper of the wrong he had wrought 
came to him. Of course, outsiders did not un¬ 
derstand that he had been to blame, but they 
discussed the matter, notwithstanding. It was 
“ the taint o’ consumption in the Renfrew 
bluid,” Prue’s friends said, sadly; and in their 
mourning over it, in their poor homes, it be¬ 
came the common talk that “ the puir, bonny 
young thing was following her mithcr!” 

It was not easy to realize, and Strathspey 
did not realize it, but it troubled him vaguely, 
nevertheless. He had never missed seeing the 
slight figure in the rectory-pew, and though 
the change which had come over the face be¬ 
neath the plain little straw hat had startled 
him once or twice, he had still a belief in his 
mother’s doctrine, that she would “ get over 
it.” Still he was not sorry when the time drew 
near for his departure; it would be better, of 
course, and more agreeable. 

He rather dreaded the farewell call, how¬ 
ever. He was like many other men, in his fear 
of awkward situations—and decidedly this was 
a somewhat awkward one. If it had been avoid¬ 
able, it oertainly would have been avoided; but, 
since it was not, it was necessary to face it with 
as good a grace as possible. 

He was not sorry to find the rector absent 
when he made his visit—possibly the absence 
was somewhat of a relief to him. 

There were many men with whom he would 
not have been reluctant to have exchanged 
places as he waited in the old-fashioned, 
many-cornered parlor for Prue’s coming. So 
thoroughly impressible was he, and so utterly 
controlled by circumstances, that I think, if it 
had not been for Gwendoline Framley, he 
might have been overruled even then—but it 
would only have been by the force of circum¬ 
stances after all. 

But Prue came at la9t, and his first glance at 
her almost shocked him, the change which 
I had slowly crept upon her was really so great 
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a one. He had not known its full extent before, 
and he was startled by the slenderness of the 
hand she offered him, and by the pure, color¬ 
less look of her face. 

Was it possible that she would not “get over 
it,” after all? Careless as he was, he could not 
control a swift pang of remorseful fear at the 
thought. She knew why he had come. She 
had heard the rumor of his intended depar¬ 
ture, and she understood that this was to be 
the end of her dream. Her pulse was flutter¬ 
ing wildly, and the blood at her heart beat 
with a heavy throb; but she was not an igno¬ 
rant girl now, her experience had forced her 
into womanhood, and she had learned at length 
to see what the graceful, idle game had meant. 
He had done her the bitterest wrong a man can 
do a woman, and he was trying to ignore it. 
But it was not so easily ignored. Remember¬ 
ing the past, it was somewhat difficult to ap¬ 
pear at case, though he made an effort at it. 

He had come to bid her a hurried good-by, 
he told her, after the first commonplace had 
been spoken. Circumstances had rendered it 
necessary that he should leave Coombe-Ashley, 
and, of course, he could not go without making 
his adieus to herself and Mr. Renfrew. He 
was anxious to get it over, and tried to speak 
easily; but he could not help being conscious 
that his attempt was a failure, and he could 
not resist the sense of discomfort which over¬ 
powered him. How would she take it. 

She met it very quietly. The sharp sting of 
the blow had passed away, and only the dull, 
dead bruise remained, and there was some¬ 
thing like a touch of simple dignity in her 
girlish manner. The shadow of dawning wo¬ 
manhood in her still sad eyes would not have 
been a pleasant thing for the least impressible 
of men to have upon his conscience. In some¬ 
way it touched this man’s shallow soul, in its 
contrast with the old untried freshness which 
had charmed him so, and it needed a greater 
effort than ever to utter graceful common¬ 
places with the slender figure standing quietly 
before him, and the quiet young face a little 
averted from his gaze. 

His visit had been a very pleasant one, he 
said to her again, but he was a little tired 
of rustication, and was unlike herself, in the 
respect of being necessary to Coombe-Ashley’s 
happiness. 

He did not remain very long, and said but 
little more—he had little more to say. He 
could not overcome the awkwardness of his 
position, and he found it becoming more awk¬ 
ward every moment. 


He left Coombe-Ashley in her care, he added, 
finally, trying to speak lightly; he was sure it 
was in good hands, and he thanked her for the 
assistance she had rendered him. But it was 
a wretched mockery of ease, so wretched a one 
that he bade her good-by with an intense feel¬ 
ing of relief, and she- Well, she saw him 

leave the room with a consciousness that she 
could not have borne the ordeal longer. 

’ She stood at the window, and watched him 
down the road when he had left her—and her 
watching had a strange, dead despair in it. 
It was hard to believe that he was gone at 
last—gone so calmly and so carelessly. She 
scarcely realized until now that she had looked 
forward to this farewell with an undefined 
fancy tnat there would be something terrible 
in it, that it could not pass over with the dull 
quiet which had grown upon her. It seemed 
that a great passionate pang would almost have 
been a relief after this slow, helpless death of 
her happiness, the dull dying out of all hope. 
Ah! my reader, these quiet, commonplace tra¬ 
gedies are the constant dropping which wears 
away the stone. But it was gone, and it was 
over, and the bruise was more dangerous than 
a stab would have been, for its dullness was 
the sick pain which means death. 

She slipped into her old favorite seat almost 
unconsciously, and sat there.looking out at the 
sunshine in a moveless silence, and when her 
father returned, he found her sitting there 
still, though the sun had gone down', and even¬ 
ing was setting in. Marjory had opened the 
door for him, and in her quaint bitterness had 
told him of the visit. 

“ He has been, master—this braw Straths¬ 
pey,” she had said. “ He came to bid her 
gude-by, and she has been sitting her’ ’lane 
ever sin*.” 

He went to her with a heavy heart, and when 
he came to her side, she looked up, and their 
eyes met in a swift, saddened understanding. 

There was a little silence, in which he laid 
his hand upon her hair, as he always did, with 
that pitying, caressing touch, and then he spoke 
to her. 

“He has gone, Prue?” he questioned, in & 
low voice. 

“Yes,” she answered. 

“ And it iB all over ?” 

“Yes.” 

He touched the brown hair even more ten¬ 
derly than before, she was so dear t# him in 
her girlish trouble. 

“We will try to forget it together, my bairn,” 
he said. “We were very happy in the old 
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life—you and I; and we will try to be happy 
again.” 

Prue looked out into the darkening garden 
wfth a slow heart-throb. Were they really 
going back? Could she ever go back to the old 
peace? The answer did not come to her clearly, 
though a shadow of it passed through her 
mind with a remembrance that it was a shadow 
not entirely new. 

She did not speak of it then, but it was upon 
her, nevertheless, it had been*upon her before; 
and as the days passed on, its shadow grew 
deeper, and she began to recognize it more 
clearly. 

When Strathspey was gone, their lives slip¬ 
ped back into the old groove. The rector re¬ 
turned to his labors with a feeling of relief, 
Prue to her quiet work; and Lady Strathspey 
began to congratulate herself that her chari¬ 
table plan had been a success. This little Miss 
Renfrew would forget her fancy, as other girls 
had done. 

But, perhaps, she did not quite understand 
the matter rightly. The girls who had “got 
over it” had not been made of the same ma¬ 
terial as Prue Renfrew, and their lives had 
held more of excitement to distract their atten¬ 
tion from their grief. Prue stood alone. She 
had wondered, and dreamed, and faltered, and 
now the end had.come, and there was nothing 
else left to her. This brief, sweet love-story, 
which to other women would have seemed so 
trifling, had revealed to her ignorance a world 
of delicious happiness. There was nothing 
more to dream of, nothing tq believe in, nothing 
to trust. Often, at night, she wakened, won¬ 
dering strangely what the coming day would 
bring, or if each day would pass on as the last 
bad done, until her life was ended. Once or 
twice she had found herself flinging up her 
hands in the darkness, and panting in a wild, 
sudden tremor of pain and terror at the dull 
apathy which was creeping over her. Mar¬ 
jory looked up now oftener than ever to see 
her darling dreamily silent, with the faint lines 
on her forehead, and the shadow in her eyes. 
She awakened from such reveries, generally, 
with a start, and then the quiet listlessness 
came upon her again. But once she did not 
awaken, and when Marjory touched her, she 
slipped into her arms, still and white, just as 
she had slipped into her arras the night when 
her tragedy had first dawned upon her fully, 
and when she returned to consciousness again, 
the secret she had hidden in her girlish breast 
so long, revealed itself for the first time. 

“Marjory,” she whispered, clinging to the 


broad shoulder, “ Marjory, I think I am going 
to die.” 

She had never spoken so before; she had 
never let them dream that she felt her quiet 
sorrow could led to such an end; but Marjory 
had known it, and now the good old creature 
broke down utterly. 

“ For the Gude Lord’s sake, Miss Prue,” she 
cried, “ dinna say that, bairn! For the Gude 
Lord’s sake, think o’ your father!” 

But she had thought of her father often 
enough, with a sad wonder as to who would 
take her place, if such an ending really came. 
The shadow had become more than a shadow, 
and she had begun to feel that this end was 
coming, however slowly, and had looked for¬ 
ward to it with a listless recognizance of its 
reality, but she had never mentioned it before. 

The two months that followed were a terrible 
two menths to Marjory, and as the new con¬ 
sciousness grew more strongly upon him, they 
were a terrible two months to her master, too. 
His pretty, brown-eyed Prue—this “one ew r ed 
lamb!” It could not be. lie battled against 
her fears with all bis stern strength ; he tried 
to ignore it, and then one glance at the slender 
little hands, with their sadly lighter touch; 
one look at the fair, pure face, and his courage 
would fail him. Before the summer had ended 
the quiet, slight figure was often absent from 
the square pew, and he was learning to under¬ 
stand that the girlish romance was proving 
itself a tragedy in truth. Even her pensioners 
had begun to miss her, and in the end Marjory 
came to her master, one morning, and poured 
forth her long silent grief. 

She had just left Prue lying, as she often did 
of late, upon a lounge in the parlor, and her 
last glimpse of the pale face, with its half- 
closed eyes, had been too much for her. 

“She is dying, master,” she cried, with 
sad brevity. “I canna let your een be linger 
shut. She was but a bairn after a’, and her 
heart is e’n broken, and neither you nor I can 
save her.” 

He rose from his place a strinken man. He 
did not speak. He went to the room where the 
girl lay, and there the full force of the truth 
burst upon him, crushing every hope he had 
cherished. 

He knelt at her side, and took her hand in 
his, stricken to the heart by his recognition of 
how frail it had grown; and when he did so, 
she opened her eyes and looked up at him. 

“Prue,” he faltered. “My bairn, what is 
this?” 

She knew what he meant, but her old fear 
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for bis pain teemed to be lost in something ] 
deeper tod more solemn. 

“Don’t you understand?” she whispered, 
with a strange flatter in her voice. “ I am 
going to die.” 

He gave one look at the brown, shadowy 
eyes, and then the full sense of the loss which 
would be his opened to him. 

“ I cannot believe it, Prue,” he cried. “ I 
cannot believe it!” 

“ It is true,” she said, with great weariness, 
scarcely as though she had heard him. “ It 
was true from the first. You did not quite 
understand it, you know; but it was'true.” 

It was useless to tell him that now, for he 
could read the truth for himself. The face 
which lay upon the cushion was the face of 
her dying mother—he knew the look loo well; 
but she had not faded and died with a blight 
on her young life. 

Now, my reader, I daresay I shall surprise 
you, perhaps, if you are practical persons, 
which is very likely, and excite your practical 
contempt, when 1 tell you that this girl, with 
her quiet little sentimental, every-day tragedy, 
did die, in truth—died quietly, but sadly enough, 
perhaps, is the eyes of unpractical people, of 
what we sometimes hear called a broken-heart. 
A commonplace cause for such an uncommon¬ 
place death, you think; but the love of this 
Scottish rector’s ignorant young daughter had 
been her life—and her lovo was dead; and, 
perhaps, such deaths are not so uncommon as 
wo fancy. Perhaps the unromantic hearts, 
whoso unrornantic beatings are sometimes 
stilled—the homely hearts of homely men and 
women—arc oftner stilled by some quiet tra¬ 
gedy, than we, who kuow so much in our great 
and practical reason, would ever dream of. 

But however that is, I must end my tragedy 
as it ended on the stage of the quiet life. 

Prue Renfrew died—died because her young 
life was blighted; and being only a girl since 
it seemed to her girlish weakness that life’s 
burden was too hard to bear, she laid it down. 
This is ono view of the case; but there is an¬ 
other—that He, who, pitiful to all, laid His 
grent hand upon the girlish heart, and light¬ 
ened tho burden with a touch. 

Only a few weeks more and, one morning, 
Lady Strathspey’s carriage stopped at tho Rec¬ 
tory garden-gate, and her ladyship stepped 
out, with a deeper anxiousness on her pale, 
handsome faoo than had ever softened its 
haughtiness before. 

Marjory opened tho door for her, as usual; 
but thbre was something softened even in Mar¬ 


jory’s stern, tear-stained face, as she led the 
way to the little while bed-room, upstairs, now 
darkened by closed blinds, and faintly sweet 
with the odor of flowers. 

The rector stood at the bedside, looking down 
at the fair young face upon the pillow, and 
after her first startled glance at this young 
face, her ladyship turned to him. 

“I did not dream of this!” she said. “I 
never dreamed of this! She is dying!’’ 

He touched the strengthless little hand upon 
the coverlet, and bowed his head with the 
broken majesty of a stricken man. 

“My ‘one ewe lamb,’my lady,” he said; 
“and she is dying.” 

The woman could not speak. If she had not 
murdered this girl, she had at least helped her 
to her death in spite of her tardy caution, and 
in the first passion of her womanly pity, I 
think it possible that she saw her idol as she 
had never seen him before. 

She went home and wrote him a passionate, 
earnest letter, full of a remorse which struck 
him to the soul when it reached him. In her 
recognition of what bis trifling and her own 
worldlines^ had done, she could not be bitter 
and passionate enough. It might be that cir¬ 
cumstances ruled her as they ruled her son; 
it might be that her remorse was a feeling of 
the moment, and would pass away; but, cer¬ 
tainly, it ruled her and wrung her bitterly in 
this hour. 

“ Return at once,” she wrote in the end. 
“She may even die before you reach us; and 
if she should open her dying eyes and ask for 
you, (the dying often have such fancies, they 
tell me,) and you were not there, Angus, I 
should never forgive you.” 

And so he came, pale and wretched, and 
shaken with such a remorse as such a man 
can feel; an ephemeral pang enough, but still 
a pang, and a keen one. In the moment when 
at last he stood in the little darkened bedroom, 
he would have given even the words he had 
heard Gwendoline Framley speak a few days 
before, to bring the untried freshness back 
again, and undo tho wrong of his trifling. Sho 
had not asked for him, she had scarcely spoken, 
unless a few tender words to her father, in her 
sweet, broken voice. Sometimes she seemed 
quite unconscious, and when ho entered, she 
was lying quietly with the little brown Bible 
clasped in her hand. She had asked for it in 
tho night, and her father had brought it to 
\ her. They were all waiting for the end then, 
| and they knew that it was drawing very near. 
1 To Strathspe** it seemed that he had stood 
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silent by the bedside for hours. He had watched 
the white face upon the pillow until it seemed 
to have melted away, and left him standing in 
the darkness. 

But at last she moved faintly, and a hush 
fell ppon them even deeper than before. Her 
father raised her hand and stood moveless, and 
the next moment the great, innocent brown 
eyes opened full and suddenly. 

It seemed as if she had lost all of earth but 
one memory; it seemed as if she had forgotten 
all the rest, and this one memory held a strange 
mysterious power. 

The end had come. 

She moved a little, just a little, with the faint 
movement of a wearied child, and' then the 
brown eyes fell upon Strathspey as if he had 
never left her side. 

“You kissed me once, my lord,” she said, 
slowly, with the soft, strange flutter in her 
voice. “You kissed me once, and you forgot 
it; but I—I could not.” And then the brown 

eyes darkened suddenly and fell, and then- 

Ah! what then? Only those who have gone 
before can tell us, for with the closing of her 
eyes the curtain fell upon the stage again— 
thfe tragedy was played to its ending. 

The rector bent over -gently, there was no 


tear in his eyes, no tremor on his dark, stern 
face, and took the little, well-worn Bible from 
her hand—the little, well-worn Bible they all 
knew so well—and as he took it, a brown, 
faded, scentless sprig of mignonette fell from 
its pages, and fluttered to Strathspey’s feet. 

They buried her in the old church-yard, 
close by her mother’s side; and the purple 
heather grew about her, and the bells swung 
in the old tower, and chimed above. From his 
pulpit the rector could turn, and looking out 
of the gothic windows, see the little mound, 
with the cross of marble at its head. He him¬ 
self it was who stood, when the grave was 
open, and read the sublime words over the 
slender coffin, “I am the resurrection and the 
life;” and he, turning his steps homeward to 
the brown, gabled rectory, remembered deso¬ 
lately’ how the brown-eyed, girlish face had 
always greeted him. But for the rest. Shall 
I say that she was remembered after the first 
pang was over, ai*d the world had gone back 
to its accustomed groove? Shall I say that 
she was forgotten? Nay, keeping before you 
this man, of whom there are hundreds such, I 
leave you to answer for yourself. 

The curtain has fallen, and my tragedy has 
ended. 


THE FUTURE 

BT FRANCES HENRIETTA SHEFFIELD. 


The Fnture site, all grim and stern, 

By her locked coffers, nor will ope; 
In vain we strive to glance within, 

In vain we ask one word of hope. 

But all unmoved the warder dark. 

If loss or gain for us be hid, 

Till comes the fated day and hour, 
She will not raise the iron lid. 

Ah, me! my brow hath often bled 
Beneath the twisted, thorny crown; 


Not mine the ruddy wreath of rose. 

Nor prouder laurel of renown. 

Nor I the darling child of wealth, 

Or heir to high and stately line, 
Obsequious servants waiting near, 

And the sweet breath of homage mine. 

Grim Future, keep thy treasure then, 

It matters not when you unlock; 

I do not hope for one bright joy, 

And I am used to sorrow’s shock. 


GOING HOME. 


BT MBS. P. 0. DOLE. 


Sing sweetest notes, oh, Summer wind I 
Bond, skies of rarest blue! 

I go beyond the sea to find, 

The loyal and the true. 

Glide, bonnle bark, light as a bird, 

O'er billows flushed with foam ! 

For all my heart with Joy is stirred, 
With thoughts’of friends and home. 


God grant I find no vacant place. 
Within my cottage wall! 

God grant I find no weary face, 

Where shadows darkly fall! 

Lift high, oh, waves, and speed me o’er I 
Blow breezes wild and free! 

I’m hastening to my native shore— 

To love and liberty. 


Digitized by v^ooQle 


r 



THEIR ELDER SISTER. 


BY FRANK LEE BENEDICT. 


A dull, gray, November afternoon, though 
not without a certain beauty of its own, pro¬ 
vided one was content to do with it, as oertain 
people have to. where their lives are concerned, 
put up with the lack yf brightness'and warmth 

Margaret Tisdale was not in a mood to be 
patient either with the day or her existence; 
yet she knew well enough that rebellion in the 
one case was just as vain and foolish as in the 
other. She sat at the window, and stared ab¬ 
sently away over the acres of wood and mea¬ 
dow-land, with the lake, which, in summer, was 
so beautiful, lying a black, sullen pool, in the 
middle distance, and compared the gloom and 
desolation to that of her life, and was morbid 
and dismal, as befits a woman about whom one 
takes the trouble to write a romance. 

Not that there had been any in Margaret’s 
experience, and it was chief among her causes 
of offence with fate. The old Hecate had 
cheated her out of the inheritance rightfully 
belonging to every young heart, and now youth 
was going from her, indeed was gone, accord¬ 
ing to the verdict of her sisters, and all other 
girls in their teens, who, of course, ruled so¬ 
ciety in the neighborhood. Margaret gave in 
to their opinion without dispute, and knew that 
it was not probable destiny should prove kinder, 
now she was twenty-eight, than the grim dame 
had done any time during the past ten years. 

Twenty-eight! It was an immense age to 
all those pretty, bright, noisy, conceited seven¬ 
teen-year-old damsels about her; a regular 
monument of the past she looked in the eyes 
of the youths of twenty-two whg fluttered 
about the girls. It was partly heB^own fault, 
no doubt, that she was regarded as so entirely 
out of the question, where any of the privi¬ 
leges of yolith were concerned. From the time 
she was sixteen, when her mother died, she 
had taken the family cares on her shoulders, 
and, as there were three small girls among 
them, you may be sure her position was no 
sinecure. The father was a helpless, hopeless, 
aggravating hypochondriac, who had nursed 
his small ailments, and magnified his imagin¬ 
ary ones, until he was fitter for a mad-house 
than any other place$>f residence. Of course, 
as the younger girls grew up, they avoided 
him, for they developed a good deal of his ow r n 
346 


selfishness; but Margaret never shrunk from 
her duties there any more than in other in¬ 
stances. 

Don’t think I am putting this woman before 
you as a model of impossible perfection. She 
was often discontented and weary, and in¬ 
clined to be bad tempered and wicked ; but, 
on the whole, she had done a great dealfof 
good, in an entirely unconscious way. I only 
tell you all this that you may understand how 
it was everybody about her had been led to re¬ 
gard her as wholly sunk in the depths of old- 
maidism, and how it was that she accepted the 
dictum quite as a settled matter. 

Sometimes, to-day for instance, she was in a 
rebellious frame of mind with fate. She was 
not very well this morning. Her father had 
been seized in the night with an idea that if he 
shut his mouth he should never be able to open 
it, and would not rest till she came and sat by 
his bed, to be sure he did not die with lock¬ 
jaw. So she sat and read a misanthropic 
novel, and the influence of that, and the dark, 
depressing day, made her inclined to utter her 
little private moan, for which, indeed, I should 
not have the heart to blame her. 

There was now a rather large circle of young 
people for a country neighborhood ; but when 
Margaret was eighteen, there had been no so¬ 
ciety to speak of, except that of elderly, mar¬ 
ried people, given to heavy dinners and simi¬ 
lar amusements. Perhaps that helped to make 
her feel ancient, since when she did go out she 
was thrown among those so much older than 
herself, and nobody seemed to remember that 
she was not sixty as well as the rest. 

Nobody remembered anything where she 
was concerned — never had — did not now! 
She caught herself saying this half aloud, and 
the sound of her own voice roused her from 
her unaccustomed idle revery. The room was 
already growing dusky with twilight. Mar¬ 
garet was really shocked to find how much 
time she had wasted. She heard the sound of 
voices in the hall, laughter, and girlish talk; 
her sisters, and a couple of young lady friends 
who were spending a few days with them. 

It was almost dinner-time, and she not 
dressed! Margaret felt more ashamed than 
most people would at having committed some 
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grave error. She drew the curtains to shut 
out the weird, mysterious twilight, that had an 
almost irresistible fascination for her, lighted 
the lamps, and proceeded to get herself ready 
with all speed. It was only exchanging a qua- 
kerish worsted dress for a quakerish one of 
silk. She had got in the habit insensibly of 
arraying herself so; old Mrs. Denham, some¬ 
where about seventy, was Margaret’s dearest 
friend, and wore such tints. A bit of bright 
color, some curls, floating ribbons, or other 
nameless fal-lals, would have brightened her 
out of at least ten years; whereas, this method 
of dressing added at least fifteen. 

Then dinner. The girls were all in great 
spirits ; a sort of cousin, Jeff Amory, had come 
up from town, and a brother of one of the 
guests, so the masculine element was repre¬ 
sented, and they were all the style of young 
women who needed that to arouse them into 
full life and gayety. 

Old Mr. Tisdale was still in one of his dole¬ 
ful fits, and did not appear at dinner. Indeed, 
he almost never did, having a whim that he 
ought to dine early. Perhaps I could not give 
you a better idea of the three young girls than 
to tell you they had steadily overruled Mar¬ 
garet and their father in this, and dinner was 
always at half-past six. 

So now the chatter-patter, went on cease¬ 
lessly. The whole party treated Margaret 
very much after the fashion in which youthful 
Americans treat people old enough to be their 
grandmothers—that is, with a carelessness 
amounting to disrespect and rudeness, for 
which one longs soundly to box their ears. 

They were talking a great deal about some 
man who was staying with the Lindsays ; Mar¬ 
garet recollected to have heard his name be¬ 
fore, but she had not met him. Owing to the 
state her father had been in for the past fort¬ 
night, she had been unable to go out. The 
girls by no moans considered a chaperon ne¬ 
cessary, and showed it bo plainly, that Mar¬ 
garet had gradually gone less and less with 
them. To be sure there were three, for Elsie 
at fifteen had no idea of being kept at home. 
The society was made up almost altogether of 
old friends, so Margaret decided that she need 
not be so rigid in her old-fashioned ideas, and 
as it was not a particularly agreeable thing to 
be doomed to wist with old Capt. Parnell for a 
partner, or to sit unnoticed in a corner, she ; 
found home and a book by no means an un¬ 
pleasant exchange. 

It so happened that, during the following 
week, Margaret heard very frequently of Mr. 


Stuart Redwood, but they did not meet. Mrs. 
Lindsay brought him to the house one day, but 
Margaret chanced to have driven out with her 
father. She was rather glad to miss the young 
man, though, as she reflected, he was not 
likely to pay much attention to her. She did 
not even get the attention that some elder sis¬ 
ters or aunts do from youths who wish to make 
a fair field for themselves. Margaret’s visitors 
made it always very evident that their elder 
sister did not in the least influence their likes 
or dislikes. 

But this Mr. Redwood. When we hear & 
person much talked about, we all of us form 
some sort of mental image of the individual, 
and Margaret had an ideal Mr. Redwood in 
her mind. Ho was about four-and-twenty, 
blonde, and pale, and rather conceited, with a 
dashing manner, and fonder of a galop than 
anything else mundane. 

But she was to see him at last. Mrs. Lind¬ 
say gave one of her famous balls, and warned 
Margaret that she would hear of no refusal. 
Margaret made ready to go, more to oblige her 
old friend, than because she expected to de¬ 
rive much pleasure from watching .other peo¬ 
ple’s enjoyment. That was about all the ex¬ 
citement such scenes brought in her way. 

Mr. Redwood, of course, had heard enough 
of Miss Tisdale, at least to form in his turn 
some sort of mental photograph, and this is 
what it was like. A comfortable, stout woman, 
between forty and fifty, good-natured, and a 
bustling, active housekeeper. It would have 
puzzled him to say how he got the idea. Mrs. 
Lindsay always spoke of her as her dear friend, 
which made him assume that she was elderly; 
however, he had the idea, which is all that is 
important. 

The ball proved a success; a l&rge party 
came up from town; and the great old-fash¬ 
ioned rooms were completely filled, without 
being crowded. 

Mr. Redwood did his duty among the danc¬ 
ing young ladies, and was particularly atten¬ 
tive to the three Tisdale girls, who were all 
lookin^as pretty as possible, and in the most 
outrageously high spirits. To each in turn 
Margaret had tried to whisper a word of coun¬ 
sel, and had received three sweet responses, 
which showed the uselessness of going on with 
any advice. 

“Don’t be spiteful because I am young ,” 
Louise had said. 

“What an old-fashioned guy you are,” had 
been the observation of Caroline, aged seven¬ 
teen. 


Digitized by LnOOQLe 




348 


THEIR ELDER SISTER. 


44 Don’t bother, else we’ll have a row,” Miss 
Elsie had declared, with the utmost frankness 
and composure. 

So, aware from experience that watching 
would only have a bad effect, Margaret went 
away into another room. There was one thing: 
the girls would behave as well as the general¬ 
ity of those of their age, if that was any con¬ 
solation. 

“These elder sisters are as bad as step¬ 
mothers,” Louise said to Redwood, as he came 
up to claim her hand for a waltz. It was not 
a pretty speech ; but she looked so pretty and 
arch, and rebellious, that it did not sound as 
it does in chill black and white. 

41 Is your’s here to night?” Redwood asked. 

44 Oh, dear, yes ! She has just been lectur¬ 
ing me ! I suppose I’m a great trial to her.” 

44 I’ve never been introduced to her yet.” 

44 No ? We’ll go find her presently; there 
she is, by the folding-doors.” 

Louise did not look up, being busy with her 
flounces. Redwood glanced toward the place 
indicated. There stood a stout body of forty- 
five, with a rather nagging expression of coun¬ 
tenance. 

44 Just my idea of her,” Redwood thought, 
and plumed himself on his intuitions. 

It happened, however, that Margaret had 
passed through the folding-doors, and taken 
refuge in one of the other rooms, some seconds 
before Redwood looked at the stoat woman, 
and congratulated himself on the correctness 
with which he could daguerreotype unknown 
people. 

The affair became rather tiresome to Red¬ 
wood after a while, and he got out of the danc¬ 
ing-room, for a breath of fresh air. He met 
his hostess as he was crossing the hall. She 
captured him unceremoniously, and led him 
into the library, where a few people were 
playing cards. 

A lady was standing by herself, turning over 
a book of engravings; two or three persons 
called Mrs. Lindsay at once; she presented 
Redwood to the lady, and left him to shift for 
himself. As near as he could make o*t the 
name, it was Mrs. Danvers to whom he had 
been introduced. 

“ A widow of about twenty-four,” he thought. 
44 An odd face ; is she pretty ?” 

Then his eye was caught by her dress. It 
was black, of some sort of Indian fabric, em¬ 
broidered with quaint designs in gold thread. 
Altogether she looked so unlike the other wo¬ 
men, that he was attracted, and began to talk 
in his nicest way, which was very nice. 


Suddenly he remembered, and said abruptly 

“Ought I to have asked you to dance? J’m 
sure it is entirely your fault. I was so inter¬ 
ested that I forgot.” 

44 1 suppose you ought,” she answered, with 
a slow smile, which he had already decided 
was fairly beautiful, only it did not appear 
often enough. 

44 Then I hasten to repay my rudeness.” 

44 Only as I don’t dance, the attention will 
be wasted,” she continued, and actually laughed 
a little, showing the edges of such pearly teeth, 
that Redwood was charmed. 

Presently, the stout lady, whom Redwood 
had looked at for Miss Tisdale, came into the 
room; but apparently finding nothing to amuse 
her, departed after a moment’s delay. 

44 She is not in the least like her sisters,” 
Redwood said. 44 They are all very pretty 
girls.” 

44 1 beg your pardon?” his companion an¬ 
swered, inquiringly. 

44 Miss Tisdale, the stout spinster, that just 
went out,” replied Redwood. 

“Oh, was that Miss Tisdale?” asked she, 
with a puzzled look. 

44 Yes; don’t you know her ?” 

44 1 know Miss Tisdale ? Yes.” 

44 It’s odd she should be so plain,” pursued 
he. 44 She looks, too, as if she could nag ! I 
dare say she comes the elder sister with a 
rather heavy hand, and so makes the young 
ones more wild than they otherwise would be.” 

The lady laughed a low, pleasant laugh, but 
a very provoking one, because he had not the 
slightest idea what could have caused her mer¬ 
riment. 

“Arn’t you going to explain the joke ?” be 
asked. 

44 No; I think not,” she answered, and 
laughed again. 

44 Upon my word, I shall begin presently to 
think it is at my expense,” he said. 

44 They say no man ever pardons that,” re¬ 
turned she. 

44 No very young man, perhaps. As we grow 
older, I think we get less susceptible.” 

The face he had at first thought so grave, 
and almost 6ad, dimpled into smiles, and they 
made it so pretty, he felt he could forgive her, 
even if she were laughing at him. Then she 
began to blush, and look a,little confused, so 
that he thought- 

44 Why, she can’t even be so old as I thought 
her! Girls of this generation usually forget 
how to color like that after eighteen.” 

She was rapidly going into a shy fit he per- 
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eeived, so he dropped the subject, and began 
talking of other matters—the engravings—a 
trip he had recently made to Mexico. She 
grew animated, and at ease again, and the 
mournful eyes lighted up, till he decided that 
she must have led a very retired life, and that 
it had been a cold and monotonous one. He 
was the sortof person who rushed into theories 
in regard to new acquaintances. He decided ] 
that she had been married to a man much older 
than herself, and had her whole life before her 
yet, as far as feeling and romance were con 
cerned. 

Then he remembered that he had talked a 
long time with her, and he fancied he saw in 
her face that she had begun to recollect it also, 
and that he fancied that he saw, too, she was 
rather sorry to break off the conversation. 

“ They are striking up a quadrille,” he said. 
“Even if you don’t dance round dances, you 
might go through that with me." 

She rose and took his arm, and, somehow, he 
felt as if he had won a victory, whether over 
the dead Danvers or her scruples, he did not 
particularize. During the dance Ije saw Miss 
Louise Tisdale in t he next set, and two or three 
times she looked with great disapproval at his 
partner. The stout body—the old maid sister, 
as he called her—he thought stood aloof, and 
glared too; and though he was net vain or silly, 
he could not help wondering if they fancied 
they had a right to be displeased. 

After the dance he somehow lost sight of his 
partner; then Mrs. Lindsay called on him for 
active duty, and he was so busy for a long time 
that he had no leisure to search for her. 

Then people were going. He could get no 
sight of her yet. He wa9 giving Miss Louise 
bis arm down stairs, helping he* into the car¬ 
riage, in which Elsie and the stout, body were 
already seated. He heard behind him the voice 
he remembered so well; turned; the widow 
had come out with a gentleman. 

“ Is there room for me?” she asked, laugh¬ 
ingly, of Louise. 

“ I suppose so,” returned the young lady, 
rather sharply. 

“ Why, get in—get in !” cried the stout body. 
“Where’s Elsie ?” 

“ Oh, I’m here, right enough,” answered the 
damsel’s voice. “We’re all right ;• Caroline 
has gone with cousin Jeff.” 

“ Good-nignt, Mr. Redwood,” said the widow, 
passing him. 

“ Good-night,” repeated Elsie, in her turn. 
“ When are you coming to see us ?” 

“ Does that include your friend ?” he asked, 
Vo*,. LX.—24 


making a gesture toward the lady who was en¬ 
tering the carriage. 

“Oh, I suppose so. Certainly,” she an¬ 
swered ; but her cavalier wus saying some¬ 
thing, and she answered Redwood rather at 
random. 

“She can’t be a relative,” soliloquized he, 
as he entered the house. “Well, if she lives 
with that set, I’m rather sorry for her, that’s 
all.” 

The next morning at breakfast, he would 
have asked questions of Mrs. Lindsay, but she 
was kept iu bed by neuralgia, and her sister 
staid with her, and Redwood, and her bachelor 
brother, had the meal together. 

The morning was long and dull, and at last 
Redwood ordered a horse, and rode out. He 
was going nowhere in particular, he took pains 
to tell himself three times before he got out of 
the grounds. Then he rode as straight toward 
Stoneybro’, the residence of the Tisdales, as 
the road would take him. 

None of the ladies were at home, except Miss 
Tisdale, the servant said. Redwood did net 
quite feel at liberty to ask for Mrs. Danvers. 
He would go in and encounter the stout pnrty, 
in hopes to be rewarded by a glimpse of the 
pretty widow before his visit was ended. 

The man showed him into the library; a 
; lady Beated at a distant window, rose as he 
entered. Redwood’s short sight oould not 
make her out so far off. They moved toward 
each other. A voice that made him start, he 
was so surprised, said, ' 1 

“ Good-morning, Mr. Redwood. I am sorry 
they are all out or invisible. Perhaps, if you 
sit down, your patienoe may be rewarded.” 

“ Indeed, I hardly hoped for the pleasure of 
seeing you,” he replied, as delighted as if he 
had been twenty instead of thirty-two. “ But 
; I thought Miss Elsie said you were staying 
; with them.” 

She appeared amused, and a little embar¬ 
rassed. Redwood was charmed, because it 
brought the brilliant color to her cheek, that 
made her look so wonderfully youthful and 
pretty. 

“I must beg your pardon,” she said. “I 
left you in error last night. I don’t quite know 
why, only it seemed such an odd joke.” 

“ Yes ?” with an inquiring look. “ I asked 
you to explain, if you remember, Mrs. Dau- 
vers.” 

“ That’s just it,” said she, and laughed out¬ 
right, though looking contrite and ashamed. 
“ The stout lady is Mrs. Danvers. You know 
the one who came into the library.” 
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“ Yes,” he answered, and looked dreadfully 
puzzled. “Then I must ask to be presented 
to you,” he went on, laughing, and feeling a 
little awkward. 

“Why, of course, I’m the other. I’m the 
stout party in reality,” said she, laughing like 
a child. 

Itjdwood was nearly comatose with bewil¬ 
derment. 

“ I’m very Btupid,” he said ; “ but I don’t— 
don’t understand a bit.” 

“I am Miss Tisdale,” she replied; and by 
this time they were both too much delighted 
with the absurdity of the thing to be embar¬ 
rassed, and they laughed till a wood-thrush 
dozing in Jiis cage in the window woke and 
scolded them finely for disturbing his dreams. 

They got on admirably after that, of course ; 
but they only had about half an hour to them¬ 
selves. Miss Louiso, who had been safe in bed 
(to the great content of the whole household, 
os she was anything but angelic after a night’s 
dissipation) learned who the caller was, and 
made her appearance as soon ns was consist¬ 
ent with achieving a very pretty toilet. Of 
course she took the conversation entirely into 
her own hands, and she looked so pretty in her 
blue draperies, with their trimmings of soft 
gwansdown, that Margaret’s quaker-liko attire, 
to which she had returned, seemed more som¬ 
bre and old-fashioned than ever. 

Redwood wont away not exactly pleased with 
hie vigifc; unconsciously vexed with Louise for 
looking so young and pretty, and with his fas¬ 
cinating widow of the previous evening, for 
turning into a badly-dreBsed spinster of an 
uncertain age. But in regard to that part of 
the matter he did not permit himself to be left 
in doubt, for he asked Mrs. Lindsay the point 
blank question, and received a truthful an¬ 
swer. 

“The girls always speak of her as if she 
were fifty,” said she; “but she’s worth all of 
them put together, and when she won’t dress 
like her grandmother, about the prettiest of 
the lot.” 

Redwood had not forgiven her yet for his 
own blunder, so he talked about Louise, and 
pleased himself by thinking what a picture she 
made in her blue dress, and transferred his 
vague feeling of pique entirely to Margaret. 

From this time Redwood was frequently at 
the house, and the girls met him at numerous 
parties. Miss Louise chose to consider him 
her special prey, and warned the others off, 
and, ns they were accustomed to giving way 
to her, they did not rebel now. Nobody sup¬ 


posed she cared for him, or would marry him, 
for, if she had a heart, it belonged to Jack 
Ackroyd, and had gone with him to the West 
Indies. It disturbed Margaret to think of the 
trouble the willful girl might bring on this man, 
but she was powerless; besides, sbe sometimes 
wondered, when she saw them together, if he 
was not quite capable of holding his own. 

To her personally he was usually kind and 
attentive. She told herself it was on Louise’s 
account; but, oddly enough, it always hap¬ 
pened when she was becomingly dressed. When 
at other times she made herself look prim and 
old, he generally managed to make a quarrel 
with her on some subject. 

The weeks went by. There was no talk yet 
of Redwood’s going awAy. He was a relative 
of Mrs. Lindsay s, and had come there to watch 
the progress of an important law-suit, in which 
they were both interested. The case had been 
deferred from time to time, through the inter¬ 
ests of the opposing party; but there was 
little doubt that Redwood’s side would gain it 
if it came to a fair triul. 1 only mention it to 
account for his stay in the neighborhood; the 
results have nothing to do with my story. 

At times, during these weeks, Margaret Tis¬ 
dale found society, going out and having com¬ 
pany at home, much more enjoyable than she 
had over done in her whole life. Naturally, 
for she was essentially a shy, reticent woman 
even with herself, she sought for no reason of 
this fact, and was content to take such little 
pleasures as cast a sunny glow over her dull 
course. But she was forced to think at last, 
because there were hours of discouragement 
and keen pain, unlike the languid discontent 
of the past, and she could no longer blind her¬ 
self to the cause. • Margaret knew that the 
dream and romance, out of which Bhe used to 
think fate had cheated, was come to her at 
length; but she saw plainly enough it could 
prove only a mocking phantom, taking from 
her even the power of keeping her life pos¬ 
sibly quiet under the monotony. 

She was sitting in the library in the twilight 
reflecting upon these things. From the dis¬ 
tance of the drawing-room she could hear the 
sound of laughter and many voices—her sis¬ 
ters and a group of their friends, Stuart Red¬ 
wood among them. Nobody missed her, no¬ 
body wanted her! She had no part or lot in 
their pleasures or their thoughts! She was 
only a dull, timid old maid, good for the use¬ 
ful business of life ; good to spare those frivol¬ 
ous girls either trouble or care ! Nothing else 
could come in her way, and she, fool that she 
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was, what had she been dreaming during the 
past six weeks ? 

Bitter, drenrv, painful thoughts, but natural 
enough; so horribly natural, that, though she 
knew they were wicked and weak, she could 
not rouso'herself above them. 

Then into the gloom and stillness of the ; 
great chamber came Stuart Redwood, and Mar¬ 
garet had to get her face and voice into proper 
aeeming and sound, almost as quickly as peo¬ 
ple do on the stage—a thing we are all obliged 
to effect scores of times in each year; yet we ; 
always laugh at the stage effort as something ; 
frightfully unnatural. 

Redwood came in at the farther door. She 
could see him adjust his glass to his near¬ 
sighted eyes, and go peering about. He was 
in search of somebody; not Louise, because 
Margaret had heard her voice in the drawing- 
Toom. Whom then? Straightway something ; 
answered her—some dreadful voice away down 
in her own soul, yet appearing no part of her- j 
self. It answered, and she knew whom he 
sought, and on what errand he had come. 

It Was to herself; he wanted her counsel and 
mediation. Worn out and bewildered by 
Louise’s brflliant Caprices, he could endure 
bis suspense no longer, so he was coming to 
the quiet old-maid sister to enlist her sym¬ 
pathy—to learn if he might hold a hope. And 
she must tell him the truth ; hitherto she had 
kept silence for the sake of peace; but she felt 
that she bad done wrong, and whatever might 
be Louise’s anger, she must tell him as much 
as she knew of the state of the case. But it 
might easily be that Louise cared for him— 
that the old admirer would be thrown over. 
Yes, it was probably so; the man had come to 
announce his success. 

Somehow, when she thought this, she bad 
more strength than while shivering under the 
fear that a deadly stab must be dealt his heart, 
and that her hand was doomed to give the blow. 

It seemed ages that she had been*yielding 
to 1 his rush of thought, and watching him ab- 
eently away down the room, peering into bay 
windows and recesses, of whioh the library 
had an ample supply. 

“ Mr. Redwood,” she called. 

He hurried toward her; his face brightened. 
As he neared her side he dropped his glass. 
She could see his eyes full of fire and expect¬ 
ancy. 

“I was looking fo* you,” he said. “I fan¬ 
cied you were hid in the window; but what I 
took for you proved to be a pot of roses and a 
curtain.” 


“ About as real as our notions of our friends,” 
returned she, with a sharp nervous laugh, 
which did not sound in the least like staid, 
self-contained Margaret. • 

I hope mine in regard to you are less erro¬ 
neous,” he said, trying to speak quietly. “I 
; have been waiting for an opportunity to speak 
to you all the afternoon ; may I sit down ?*’ 

“Yes; certainly. This is my special nook ; 
tae girls never come to me here; they say I’m 
always old-maidish and disagreeable in this 
room.” 

“ You repeat such wrong things of your¬ 
self,” said he, so sharply, that she must have 
wondered at it, bad sho been less busy with 
her own trouble. “You encourage your sis¬ 
ters in that habit of considering you so much 
older than themselves.” 

“So I Am! Louise is only nineteen, and I 
; am twenty-eight.” 

“ And look twenty-three! Why, you’re 
younger now than most misses of sixteen. As 
for age, I’m almost thirty-three, and call my¬ 
self young.” 

She had no idea he was so old—so muck 
older than Louise ; but she said, 

“ With a man it is different.” 

“ I don’t know what you mean ; but I can’t 
stop now to ask,” he replied. “ Do you know 
1 am going away in three days?” 

Three days ? He could not expect to toko 
Louise at such short notice ? Then she knew 
her thoughts were worthy of an idiot ! Of 
course he wanted to know what he had to de¬ 
pend upon. She was to give him her best 
wishes—congratulations due a brother! The 
sharp sting at her heart, the horrid constric¬ 
tion in her throat, the burning pain back of 
her eyes, all told her she did not feel toward 

him as toward a brother—that- Oh, she 

should rush out of her quiet into a fit of raging 
frenzy if she could not get away from these 
thoughts. 

Hush ! He was speaking again—what was 
he saying ? Let her listen ; time enough to go 
mad after! 

“ Yes, in three days. My business is over, 
you know—we have won the suit.” 

“ Oh, yes; Mrs. Lindsay wrote me last night— 
she is so proud of your skill and talent.” 

“Dear old soul; of course she thinks I did 
it all.” 

He stopped—looked so troubled, that she 
was sorry Tor him, find wanted to help him on. 
The sooner it was all over the better. 

“ You are going away ! Oh, and you wanted 
to ask me something ?” 
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“Can you guess what it is?” he questioned. 

“Perhaps; I think so, if you wish me to,” 
and she was quite composed now. 

“I have so wondered if you saw; I thought 
you must—I have been such a boy ; shown my 
feelings so plainly ?” 

44 No,” she answered. 44 1 saw—I suppose she 
has; but no one else has had leisure to notice.” 

“She? Oh, Louise, you mean?” 

44 Yes, of course; how could she help!” 

44 1 have not told her; I have been near it 
several times. She has discovered it, and 
spoken-” 

“Not a word,” Margaret interrupted. 

44 But all this is not my answer,” he went on. 
44 You only tell me you are not surprised ; you 
don’t give me a chance to know what my fate 
must be.” 

44 Ah, that could hardly be in my hands-” 

44 In whose else then?” he broke in. 

“ You overrate my influence, Mr. Redwood ! 
You have my full sympathy—the best wishes 
of my heart-” 

“Your sympathy—your best wishes,” he 
repeated, bitterly, again interrupting her with¬ 
out ceremony. 44 Do you think these will suf¬ 
fice ?” 

44 1 wish I could say more,” she answered, 
ready to weep with pain for his grief. 44 1 


cannot; I will do all I can for you—I will tell 
Louise-” 

44 Tell Louise? In the name of goodness how 
can that child help your decision ?” 

Margaret stared at him. He was staring at 
her with all his eyes; one or the other was 
mad, she thought. 

44 What has Louise to do with it?” he de¬ 
manded. 

44 Everything, I should suppose,” she an¬ 
swered, stiffly. 

44 Then I had better go my way,” said he, 
wrathfully ; then cried out, in fresh wonder, 
44 In the name of goodness, what does this 
mean? Tell me outright what you think I am 
asking you ?” 

44 My sympathy—my help-” 

“For what ?” 

“To win Louise—to-” 

She never finished her sentence. He had 
her hands, and was talking volubly enough now. 

44 You, my pearl of women—I love you ! How 
could I think of Louise, or all the silly girls in 
the world after I had seen you ? I have loved 
you from that first moment I saw you. Mar¬ 
garet, speak to me—just one word !” 

I doubt if she spoke it then; but he was sa¬ 
tisfied, and Margaret’s romance had found her 
at last. 


WHERE? 


BT MARIE S. LADD. 


On 1 where beneath' the skies, 

The blue and beaming skies, 

So rife with change and death. 
That half the weary breath 
Must spend itself iu sighs? 

Oh I where can mortals find 
Ease for the troubled mind— 

The peace that brings sweet rest 
Unto the weary breast— 

The sight that helps the blind? 


It surely is not here; 

We only have a tear 
To wash away our pain, 

And yet, there still remain, 
The struggles and the fear. 

Oh ! then, beneath the skies, 
There can no good arise, 

That comes not from on High. 
It Waits us ever nigh— 

This good that never dies. 


THE DEAD BABY. 

BT MRS. D. PIDSLST. 


Quibt the little feet that trod 
Bo merrily the floor; 

The little hands that clasped my aeck. 
Will clasp my neck no more. 

The loving lips, oft pressed to mine, 
With kisses, soft and sweet; 

The merry glance, ah! ne’er again. 

My longing heart will greet. 


Ah, baby, mine! I fondly dreamed 
Of hope and joy for years; 

And now I gaze upon their wreck, 
Beneath a weight of tears. 

Ah, baby mine! (and yet not mine,) 
For ft brief moment given; 

And then recalled to draw my bear^ 
Nearer to God and heaven. 
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itffss Hallowell was giving a tea-party, 
and her guests, amongst other topics, were 
discussing Violet Fane’s engagement. Now 
Violet was Miss Hallowell's niece, and the 
very prettiest and most amiable damsel in 
all Toftori ; furthermore, Miss Hallowell was 
wealthy, and Violet was her heir. 

“ She is really engaged, then?” said Mrs. 
Spaulding, the d >acon’s wife. “ I beard it was 
so, but couldn’t believe it. I remarked to 
Deacon Spaulding, that it was my opinion that 
Col. Courtland was not exactly the man Miss 
Hallowell would choose for .her nicee’s hus¬ 
band.” 

“I didn’t choose him, Mrs. Spaulding,” re- : 
plied Miss Hallowell, curtly. “But Violet is a ; 
good, dutiful child, and loves Col. Courtland, 
and I do not care to make her unhappy by op¬ 
posing her.” 

“Well,” sighed Mrs. Deacon, “ it may turn 
out very well—such matches do, once in a 
while. I hope she’ll be happy, I’m sure.” 

At this moment the veritable young lady 
in question appeared in the door-way, her 
arms heaped with wild-roscs and great, waxen 
water-lilies, and her broad straw-hat trailing 
over her shoulder by its blue ribbon-strings. 

“I wonder if the colonel won’t scold you, 
by-and-by, my dear,” said the deacon’s wife, 
playfully, during the course of the entertain¬ 
ment; “these military men are always domi¬ 
neering and quarrelsome.” 

“I think Col. Courtland has a very fine 
temper,” said Violet, looking up with just the 
least flash in her brown eyes; “ and even if it 
were otherwise, it always takes two to make a 
quarrel, you know.” 

“But they do say,” put in Miss Butterfield, 
as she helped herself to a bountiful supply of 
berries, “that he’s been a very bad man in his 
day, and I shouldn’t wonder if he should give 
you the slip, Violet.” 

The pretty, clear pink in the girl’s cheeks 
grew a shade deeper, but her voice was as 
sweet and kindly as ever, os she replied, 

“I don’t feel a bit afraid of any such cala¬ 
mity, Miss Butterfield. I’m not very vain or 
conceited, but I think I can trust myself to 
keep'the heart I have won; and as I shall 
marry Col. Courtland within a fortnight, 


further discussion of his characteristics will 
be useless, though I thank you for your good 
intention all the same.” 

The tea-drinking came to an end, and within 
the fortnight the marriage took place. A hand¬ 
somer couple the sun never shone on. 

Col. Courtland was not wealthy, but he owned 
Walnut Hill, the comfortable old country-seat 
that had belonged to his father, and had some 
property besides. He was a moral man, but, 
during his soldier life, he had learned to kill 
the tedious hours over the social glass, until 
the habit had grown upon him quite strongly. 
He had strong passions and wayward impulses, 
which sometimes got the better of his judg¬ 
ment and natural goodness of heart. And 
knowing all this, Violet Fane had married 
him. 

“ My darling,” he said, sitting down beside 
her, an evening or two after their marriage, 
“ what if I tell you that I am half repenting 
having married you ?” 

Violet looked up with a mischievous gleam 
in her brown eyes. 

“I believe I’ve been selfish in making you 
my wife, you are too young, and true, and 
tender-” 

“Do you wish your wife to be old, and un¬ 
true, and tough, Col. Courtland?” 

He silenced her merry mouth with kisses. 

“ No, little one,” he replied, “ I want nothing 
• in the wide world but your own sweet self.* 
But I sometimes fear that the old unrest of ray 
; life may return, that my wayward passions 
may get the better of my judgment, and cause 
; me to give you pain.” 

“You love me, don’t^you, Philip?” 

She put the question with a tremor on her 
sweet mouth, and a mist of tears before her 
eyes. 

“ Love you, Violet ? God knows I love you!” 

“Then,” she cried, exultantly, “we will let 
the dead past rest, and live only for our future. 
And, darling,” she added, clasping her soft 
arms about him, “ I shall love you so truly, I 
shall make your home so bright, and your life 
so sweet and happy, that all the sorrows you 
ever knew witl be forgotten.” 

The colonel looked down into her fair, girlish 
face with a feeling of awe, and his steel-gray 
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eyes filled with tears. Then he bent his head 
and kissed her, while he said solemnly, 

“ And ns I deal with you, so may God deal 
with me.” 

A year or more went by, and though Miss 
Butterfield called at Walnut Hill once a 
moon, she could not discover the least hint 
of the trouble that had been prophesied for 
Violet. 

“And no wonder,” flashed Miss Hallowell, 
“with Violet Fane for a wife. I’m an old 
maid, and not expected to know much about such 
things, but I tell you. Miss Butterfield, that 
there are numbers of women who win men, and 
then don’t understand how to keep them. Now 
Violet docs understand.” 

Meanwhile a crisis was at hand. The colonel 
was persuaded into a speculation, that was to 
bring him a speedy fortune, he was told. Every 
cent he possessed, and even his wife’s marriage- 
portion had been invested, and he was all hope 
and excitement. Suddenly all this changed. 
The colonel’s brow grew dark: he became 
moody, restless, and discontented. In vain 
his wife strove to banish his gloom, and win 
his confidence; the caresses that had once so 
delighted him, seemed now to pain and annoy 
him. Poor Violet was sorely troubled, but she 
did not despair; if woman’s faith and earnest 
endeavor could avail anything, he should be 
won back, she said. 

One October morning he left home, as usual, 
and about noon his wife received a line, in¬ 
forming her that he was invited to a military 
dinner in Tofton, and should not return till 
late. Toward the close of the afternoon Miss 
Butterfield came in. 

“Where’s Col. Courtland?” she questioned, 
almost the moment she was seated, with a sup¬ 
pressed excitement, that told Violet at once 
that she was the bearer of something more 
than usually important. 

“Dining with the regiment in Tofton,” she 
replied, carelessly. 

Miss Butterfield folded and unfolded her 
hem-stitched handkerchief, her very fingers 
fluttering with nervous eagerness. 

“That means he’s down at the Tofton 
tavern,” she began, breathlessly, “drinking 
like a madman. They say he looks desperate 
like, as if something terrible had befallen him. 
Tom Milburn saw him with his own eyes, and 
I’ve made it my business to come straight here 
tud tell you.” 

For one brief moment the young wife must 
have lost consciousness ; the room reeled round 
before her dazed eyes, and the speaker stop¬ 


ped. The next instant Violet was perfectly 
self-possessed. 

“ Pray, do not distress yourself, Miss Butter¬ 
field,” she answered, calmly. “Col. Courtland 
can be trusted to take care of himself, and 
these military dinners are sometimes guy, 
you know.” 

Miss Butterfield shook her head severely, 
and reminded Violet of the. warnings she had 
received before her marriage, aud protested 
again and again, that the result was just &s 
she had predicted. Then she proceeded to 
relieve her mind of sundry choice morsels of 
gossip, while Violet sat patiently listening, and 
giving no sign, though the pain at her heart 
amounted to torture. But the afternoon threat¬ 
ened to close in stormily, and Miss Butterfield 
was forced, at last, to depart. 

Left to herself, the young wife put on a 
bonnet, and went out. The twilight was clos¬ 
ing down, black and stormy, with high winds, 
and a sharp, icy rain. What could she xlo? 
She dare no seek her husband at the tavern, 
yet how could she live through the suspense of 
that long night? While she stood irresolute, 
she caught the quick beat of horse’s feet, and 
the next instant the colonel’s steed came flying 
across the lawn without his rider. 

One sharp, startled cry, and then, with an 
unspoken prayer on her white lips, Violet 
started on her way to Tofton. The winds beat 
her back, the icy rain drenched her through 
and through, but she struggled bravely on, 
the darkness deepening round her at every 
step. 

At the head of the Walnut ravine, she saw 
her husband, half supporting himself against 
the trunk of a tree. 

“Oh, my husband !” she cried, clasping him 
in her arms, “ you are alive! Thank God, you 
are alive!” 

A hot flush overspread his face as he beheld 
her. 

“ And you’ve come through all this storm to 
find me?” he said. “Poor, little girl, you 
would have been happier to-day if we had 
never met. God knows I tried to make you 
happy, but I’ve failed, and the best thing I 
can do now, is to go where you’ll never hear 
from me again.” 

Violet took both his hands, and held them' 
firmly in her own. 

“Now, Philip,” she said, “I want to knqpr 
what all this means? You’ve been iu touble 
for weeks, some trouble you would not let me ^ 
share—what is It?” 

“I’m a beggar,” ho answered, bluntly. “I 
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don’t own a dollar in the world, not even my : 
father's old house yonder.” 

“And is that all ?” she said ; “ only the loss ;! 
of a few paltry dollars; and you have made;! 
me suffer so? Oh, Philip! how could you?” 

“Child, you do not understand,” he urged. ; 
“I have lost everything, not only my own, but; 
your marriage-portion also. We are utterly—” i; 

“ Oh, hush !” she cried ; “ I care for none of \ 
it. I only thank God that I have not lost you, * 
my husband. So long as I hold your love, I > 
shall be happy.” > 

He looked down at her transfigured face in \ 
awed surprise. * 

“Can you cling to me thus through poverty $ 
and disgrace?” he said. “Can you really^ 

mean it, Violet?” < 

“ We are one until death shall part us,” she < 

answered, solemnly. < 


Without a word he gave her his arm, and 
they walked home, side-by-side. 

The following autumn, Miss Butterfield was 
making one of her monthly calls at Walnut 
Hill. She sat with Violet on the porch, while 
the colonel rode his pet black horse up and 
down the lane, with his little six-months babe 
on the saddle, in front of him. 

“Well,” she remarked, at last, rolling up 
her work, preparatory to departing, “after all 
the fuss and talk, you appear to be happy 
enough in your married life, Violet.” 

The young mother glanced out toward the 
sunny lawn before she replied. 

“ Happy does not express it, Miss Butter¬ 
field,” she said, with her eyes on her hus¬ 
band's tranquil face; “I think, sometimes, 
that in all the world, there's not another wo¬ 
man so richly blessed as I am.” 


OVER IN THE SILENT CITY. 

BY VIVIEN VERNON. 


'Over on the quiet hill-side, 

There the Summer cometh early. 

And the yellow sunbeam glauceth 
Ou tho brook below, that danceth 
O’er the pebble**, white ami pearly. 

There the flowers bloom in beauty, 

And the birds coine from tlio meadows 
There to rest, and slug the sweetness 
Of the Summer’s rare completeness 
Where the trees throw pleasant shadows. 

There a “silent city” lieth, 

And our frieuds that Death has taken 
To his close ami cruel keeping. 

Without dreaming there are sleeping, 

On the earth-eids ne'er to waken. 

And we think of that still city, 
wfien the hours grow long and dreary, 
And onr tired limbs are nchiug, 

And our hearts are almost breaking, 

And we sit down worn and weary. 


One there was, whom I remember. 

One who made the world soem fairer; 
Never azure eyes were bluer, 

Novcr faithful heart was truer, 

Never radiant smile was rarer. 

And the wealth of all her loving 
Ever through my heart was flowing, 
As the music of her laughter 
Left the echoes ringing after. 

And the months were swift in going. 

Yet my loving could not sate her! 

But her face grew white and altered; 
And I took her hand at parting, 

■While the bitter tears were starting, 
And a farewell faintly faltered. 

Oh! the busy world is dreary! 

And the stars look down in pity. 

And the moonlight resteth lightly 
On a slab that gleams so whitely, 

Over in the Silent City. 


FLIES! 

BY 8. ANDREWS. 


Flies, flies, everywhere! 

From floor to ceiling, always there; 
In the sunlight, in the gloom, 

On the walls of every room; 

And the silent hours of night 
Brings to them intense delight. 

The cruel flies have banished sleep; 
Their victims lie awake and weep; 
And the games of every day 
Are repeated—“ 'Tis their play.” 


Flies, flies, everywhere. 

Their numbers populate the air; 

In tented field, in sylvan grot. 

They hold their muster—doubt it not; 
We heave a sigh, and daily pray 
That such a curse were far awjy. 

We long for cold December time, 

When “household flies” become supine; 
Then weary man may sink to rest, 

And think “ whatever Is, is best.” 
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[Entered, according to Act of Congress, in the year 1871, by Mrs. Ann S. Stephens, in the Clerk’s Office of the District 
Court of the United States, for the Southern District of New York.] 

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 288. 


CHAPTER XXI. 

Smith had acted with stern, secret energy, 
without consulting his wife, or any one but 
an iron-hearted detective. He had quietly 
arrested little James Laurence, and lodged 
him in the Tombs. Early the next morning, 
while Mrs. Laurence was busy cooking her 
meagre breakfast, a strange man stepped into 
the kitchen, quietly, as if it had been his own 
home, and told her to get her things, and not 
attempt to raise a muss about it, because it 
was of no use ; her son was caught, and nicely 
eaged. She wns known to be his accomplice— 
in fact, the person who had no doubt set him 
on. At any rate he had a warrant against 
her, os a receiver, and she had better obey it 
just then and there. The stolen goods had 
been found in her out-house, and he was after 
the money sharp; must search the house for 
that, but not till she was disposed of accord¬ 
ing to law. Was she ready? 

Mrs. Laurence heard all this in stern aston¬ 
ishment. She had been cutting bread, and 
stood with the knife in one hand, grasping the 
loaf in the other, motionless ns stone. 

“Me? Me, and my son James? Are you 
speaking of us?” she said at last. “What 
have you done with him? What do you want 
of me ? x 

“Just as if you didn’t know. Well, if you 
will have it, I want you to step out before a 
justice, and answer for yourself.” 

“Answer for what?’• 

“For stealing! Robbery! 1 think they’d 
call this burglary, only the boy was in the 
house, and so, ot course, could onljr break out, 
if breaking was to be done. 

“Stealing ! Robbery!” 

These words fell from the woman’s lips like 
lead dropping on marble. A stupor of aston¬ 
ishment fell upon her. 

“ My boy ! James, my boy ! You said some¬ 
thing strange about him; horribly strange, it 
seems to me.”* 

“I said that we had him safe in the Tombs, 
where you will be mighty quick, or I’m rais- 
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taken. But, come along; it's the best way. 
The gentleman wanted me tn get along with¬ 
out making a fuss in the neighborhood. So 
just get your things, and-” 

“What is this ? Mother, who is this man ?” 

Mrs. Laurence instantly came out of the icy 
trance that had settled on her faculties, and 
answered sharply, 

“ A person on business, Eva. I believe I am 
going out; tell your sister so, and bring my 
bonnet.” 

Eva detected nothing in the cold, steady voice 
of her mother to occasion alarm, and went into 
the next room for her bonnet and shawl, which 
she usually wore to market. Mrs. Laurence 
took these things from her hand, and put them 
on. There was no tremor of the fingers when 
she tied her bonnet-strings : no heave or flutter 
of the bosom, when the faded shawl was folded 
over it. This poor woman had been so used to 
bearing her own burdens in silence, that even 
this fearful shock was taken in speechless 
heroism. 

“Girls,” she said, looking in at the parlor- 
door, and speaking rather more cheerfully than 
usual, “ don’t wait for me, but eat your break¬ 
fast ; Eva must not be late.” 

Ruth looked up, and answered, smiling, in 
her meek, sweet way, “that she would rather 
wait. Eva, of course, must go.” 

There was no answer to this, and a minute 
after Ruth saw her mother go through the gate, 
followed by that strange man. 

“ I wonder if it’s anything about the mort¬ 
gage ?” she thought, anxiously. “Only a few 
weeks more, and I should have the money. 
No, Eva, dear,” she said, in answer to some¬ 
thing her sister had suggested. “ I have ne 
appetite just now, and will wait for mother.” 

Wait for her mother! Poor girl! 

That morning, a woman, rather young but 
meanly clad, and appearing miserably over¬ 
worked, came into Mrs. Lambert’s kitchen, 
and was conducted to the laundry by the cook, 
whose department had fallen so woefully be¬ 
hind hand, in the way of table-linen, that she 


Digitized by 


Google 



THE REIGNING BELLE. 


857 


* 


considered a little outside help necessary. The 
woman who was usually called upon, when 
such occasions arose, happened to be ill, and 
had sent this haggard young person, who lived 
in the same tenement-house, as a substitute. 
The laundry in which her work lay was a little 
dark, and for that reason the door leading into 
the kitchen was left partly open. 

During the morning a young man came in, 
carrying a basket of groceries, and, while the 
cook was heaping the different articles on a 
table, the two fell into conversation. 

When the washerwoman’s eyes fell on this 
young man, she stopped work, and the napkin 
she was rubbing fell back irfto the suds, while 
she held onto a side of the tub with each hand, 
looking keenly through the door, herself quite 
unseen. 

“ I had to do it myself this morning,” said 
the youth, addressing the cook, “because our 
boy’s been and got took-up for helping to rob 
the concern.” 

“Not that pretty, dark-eyed little fellow that 
comes here generally of late,” said the cook, 
wjth something like regret in her voice. 

“ Yes, just him ; and no mistake about that. 
He was took to the Tombs last night.” 

“ You don't say so! What did he take ?” 

“Money, and lots on lots of groceries—tea 
worth its weight in gold ; lots of things.” 

“ But what could he do with them ?” 

“Well, it’s all out now, and I don’t mind 
your knowing about it. The boy’s mother is a 
sly old party, poor as a wharf-rat, and, oh my, 
how crafty ! She sot the boy on, Und hid the 
things for him in the wood-house. The detec¬ 
tive found them there. Now, tell me, do you 
want any better proof than that?” 

“Then they found the things on the pre¬ 
mises ?” 

“ That’s just what they did, and this morn¬ 
ing the old woman was walked off by a police¬ 
man. I saw her go.” 

“ Well, I’m awful sorry for the boy,” said the 
good natured cook ; “ he seemed such a nice 
little shaver. Them eyes didn’t look dishonest; 
but there is no knowing who to trust these 
times.” 

“ Exactly ! Shouldn’t wonder if some one 
was to suspect me, one of these days. The 
more innercent a feller looks, the more sus¬ 
picious, say L But, tell me, is Mr. Mahone 
about? I’d just like to speak a word with him, 
if you’ll just be kind enough to look him up.” 

The cook laid a paper parcel on the table, 
mod good-naturedly went in search of Mr. Ma¬ 
hone, observing, 


“He’s more than likely in the servants’ par* 
lor, with Ellen Post. Now you've told me some 
news that’ll give me a fit of mournfulness all 
day long, so I’ll just rertaleate, and tell you 
something worth while. Mr. Mahone and Ellen 
Post are engaged. They’re a going to be mar¬ 
ried right out of hand. She’s going to open a 

first-class boarding-house, and he- Well, 

I suppose he’ll do like the rest of em, and keep 
up the marketing.” 

A clothe’s-horse, full of snow-white linen, 
stood near the door where these two persons 
were talking. The woman at the wash-tub, 
who had become strangely interested, as the 
conversation went on, stole softly behind this 
screen, and stood close to the wall, not three 
feet from the cook and her companion. She 
heard all that bad been said, and the last sen¬ 
tence brought a flash of fire into her dark 
eyes. Why she could not herself have told, for 
she knew of no person named Mahone, and 
had never heard of Ellen Post in her life. Still 
the fire was in her eyes, and a sharp throb of 
nameless suspicion in her heart. 

For a moment the young man Boyce was 
silent, then a low shrill whistle broke from him. 

“ So, that’s his little game, is it 1 W ell, all 
right. Just say that I'm here a waiting to- 
speak with him. I'll wait here.” 

The cook having disposed of her groceries, 
gave the empty basket to Boyce, and went into 
the servants* parlor. Directly the footman 
came out, looking flushed and anxious. 

“Is it you, Boyce ?” he said, 41 pausing close 
by the laundry-door, and peering in to be sure 
the room was empty. Just step inside here, 
and be quick; you and I must not. be seen to¬ 
gether much just now. Well, what is it ? Speak 
low!” 

“The old woman, Mrs. Laurence, was ar¬ 
rested this morning.”' 

“ All right! But how do you know ?” 

“I stood in the store, and saw the man go 
off with her; you know the bouse is in full 
sight. She looked back at the vines on the 
porch, and that crowd of flowers in front, as 
if she never expected to see them again.” 

“ Does Mrs. Smith know yet ?” 

“Yes. She’s just found it out, and pitched 
into her husband awful. She’s satisfied, and 
won’t give way an inch. But isn’t she on the 
rampage! The worst of it is, I’ve got to go 
before the justice again, and I tell you it’s un¬ 
pleasant.” « 

“Yes; but you are in for it, and must go 
through anything else?” 

“Yes; something that the cook told me. Tell 
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me, old fellow, have you put your foot in it to 
the extent of saddling yourself with auother 
sweet-heart. She talks of your being engaged, 
of a wedding, and so forth. How much of 
this is true ?” 

The footman drew Boyce farther into the 
room, and shut the door. 

“ I say Boyce, if I was to marry a woman, 
with more than five hundred dollars laid up 
from wages, and five thousand a pretty sure 
thing, would you stand by me ?” 

“Through thick and thin; so long as we 
shared!” answered Boyce, holding out his 
hand, and working his long fingers like the 
claws of a bird. 

“ Of course, I should be liberal. Brothers 
are brothers you know.” 

“Yes, and don’t they grind one another 
down? Oh, no, never! It isn't in the natur 
of one to do nothing, and take all he can grip 
at. He never lets any one take risks of the 
law for him. Oh, no !” 

“But you will run no risk when I marry 
Ellen Post. The law comes on me there.” 

“ Exactly. But I come between you and the 
law, having seen you married to that other wo¬ 
man, and knowing just where she’s to be found 
any minute.” 

“ Well, well, you will not be unreasonable ?” 

“ Oh, no ! But won’t she cut up rusty ?” 

“How is she to find out? What does Mary 
Boyce know about Robert Mahone? Why, she 
don’t know who I am living with. In fact, 
thinks I’m tending bar in some place where 
women never come; generally out of place 
though, or I shouldn’t get a share of her earn¬ 
ings.” 

“ And you mean to do it, anyhow ?” 

“Yes. I’ve made up my mind. Such a pile 
of money don't tumble in upon a fellow without 
some risk; so I’ll stand the racket, especially 
as Ellen Post is a splendid cretur.” 

“Handsomer than Mary ?” 

“ No comparison ; but you've seen her. She 
was out here the other day.” 

“What! That woman with the cap and rib¬ 
bons ? You don’t say so ; but here she comes, 
and Pm off. Don’t want to be introduced to 
my new sister-in-law just yet. She might put 
on airs.” 

With these words Boyce stepped into the 
kitchen, took up his basket, and left the house. 

“ Mr. Mahone ! Mr Mahone ! Is there any 
news ?” said Ellen Post, advancing toward the 
laundry. 

“ Hush ! Step in here ; the cook is always 
prowling in and out of that room. That’s 


right. Shut the door. You were asking about 
news. Yes, indeed, that boy was arrested yes¬ 
terday. This morning an officer took the old 
woman—two of the Laurence family in limbo. 
As for that girl, Eva, I’m afraid we can't fasten 
on her just yet.” 

“Oh, we can wait for her. Mrs. Lambert’s 
agent was here this morning about foreclosing 
a mortgage on the house. They haven't kept 
up the interest. I don’t think she’d order them 
turned out, much as Bhe hates them. So I told 
him she was ill; but I'd take up his message, 
which was to nsk for directions. She was 
asleep on the sofa, so I told him that she was 
not well enough to talk about business, but 
wanted this troublesome mortgage closed up 
at once, without bothering her again about it.” 

“That was a ten strike,” said the admiring 
Robert. 

“ So, when they get back from prison, their 
shanty wilt be gone, and we shall have rooted 
them out, trunk and branch. I’m sure that 
must8ati8fy Miss Spicer ” 

“Yes. If she don’t pay the five thousand 
down after that, she’s no lady.” 

“ Which she is,” answered Ellen, with em¬ 
phasis. “ Why, the very last night, she, know¬ 
ing what was between us, Mr. Mahone, gave 
me a white-silk dress, only twice worn, with 
real lace on the sleeves and bosom, and a 
wreath of white flowers, which she says arc 
just as fashionable for brides as orange-blos¬ 
soms, which she hasn’t had any use for as yet— 
more’s the shame to Mr. Ivan, who behaves 
shameful.” 

“ Well, no one can sny that we haven't dona 
our share. When will she pny over, my dear?” 
questioned Mahone, drawing Ellen tenderly 
toward him. 

“Just as soon as we are married. I asked 
her, and she said that.” 

“She did? Well, well! When will that be? 
With the wedding-dress all ready, we might have 
it in the basement-parlor, say to-morrow night.” 

“To-morrow night! Oh, Mr. Mahone, think 
of it? I couldn’t. The cake—the invitations.’* 

“Hang the cake! And as for inform- I 

beg pardon, invitations; the genteel thing is a 
strictly private wedding.” 

“ A private wedding, and that dress ! Stick 
a silk! You could almost stand it alone !” 

“Yes, yes, I know. But who docs a bride 
dress for but her admiring husband ? I shall 
worship you in that bridal robe and them 
flowers: but don’t ask me to share the beauti¬ 
ful sight with any other man. I couldn’t stand 
it, being that jealous.” 
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“ Oh, Mr. M&hone, I had so set my heart 
upon it.” 

I “ Not as I have set my heart on you, Ellen, 
f Just a carriage, with you and your adorer in 
it, the white-silk dress a rustling around your 
lovely person, trimmed with flowers white. 
Weil, yes, white, as bridal flowers ought to be.” 

“ What! Without bridemaids ? — without 
witnesses ?” 

44 My love, I have thought of that. There is 
my friend Boyce, a genteel fellow, in the gro¬ 
cery line, who has a sweetheart of his own, a 
Miss Gorman, splendid old Irish name; not to 
be compared with yours, of course, but still 
respectable on a certificate, very.” 

44 Why, Mr. Mahone, you seem to have set¬ 
tled everything,” cried Ellen, half angry, half 
elated. 

“Always under your wishes, being your sha¬ 
dow, and nothing more, Miss Ellen, and having, 
in fact, no will of my own, ner,wanting any.” 

“ So private! So soon ! I really don’t know 
what to say, Mr. Mahone.” 

44 Let me say it for you, dearest of women; 
let me take this modest hesitation for yes. May 
I—may I ?” 

44 Mr. Mahone, you may.” 

A moment after this consent was given, the 
betrothed pair stole from the laundry, Ma¬ 
hone first, and Miss Post after. She passed 
the cook with a lofty fling of the head, and 
apologized with mock humility for her presence 
in a place so far out of her usual element as a 
kitchen, at which the cook said 44 Siat,” which 
certainly did seem a little out of place, as no 
cat, black or white, was disturbing the tran¬ 
quillity of the room. 

Not ten minutes after this the washerwoman 
came out of the laundry with her bonnet on, 
looking white as a ghost, and with undaunted 
Are in her eyes. In fact, the woman looked 
full of life, and almost handsome; a very dif¬ 
ferent woman to the jaded and hopeless crea¬ 
ture who had crept into the house with such 
humility only a few hours before. 

44 You will please excuse me, I am not well 
enough for hard work to-day; for the whole 
world I could’nt get out another piece.” 

She said this in a quick, eager way, as if 
she had quite determined on going, whether 
her apology was accepted or not. 

The cook would have argued with her, but 
the whole matter was cut short by the woman 
walking abruptly out of the house. 

Meantime Ellen Post knocked at the door of 
Miss Spicer’s room. That young lady turned 
the latch with her own hand. 


44 Was that Mr. Lambert that just came in? 
I thought ii was his step on the stairs.” 

44 No, Miss,” answered Ellen, confidentially. 
44 It’s ouly me; but I’ve got good news. The 
old woman and her boy are both in prison. 
Would it be convenient to let me have that 
amount?” 

44 When they are convicted !” answered Miss 
Spicer, closing the door. . 


CHAPTER XXII. 

Eva Laurence had no appetite for break¬ 
fast, and lingered at home long utter, she should 
have been at her duties at the store. There 
had been something so strange in her mother’s 
going out very early in the morning with a 
strange man, that both the girls were greatly 
disturbed, though each strove to conceal her 
anxiety from the other. 

Once Eva put on her bonnet, and went as far 
as the gate, on her way down town ; but, afier 
lingering there a minute, she came back again. 

44 1 cannot go, lluthy,” she said, with keen 
anxiety in her voice and manner. 44 Where 
has she gone? It is now two hours! What 
can have become of her?” 

Ruth could hardly answer. Her eyes were 
full of trouble; her delicute form trembled all 
over. She clutched nervously at th(i cushions, 
but still persisted in saying, • 

44 Oh, she will be home again before long. 
Nothing can have happened.” 

44 1 will, at anyrate, stay here till she 
comes,” said Eva, taking off the outer gar¬ 
ments she had put on. 44 1 wonder where 
James is? Mrs. Smith ought not to koep him 
all night so often. She might reflect how lone¬ 
some we are without him.” 

44 It is strange; he is always sure to run in 
during the morning,” said Ruth, shaking like 
a flower in the wind, with wierd terror of some 
unknown evil. 44 What is that ?” 

Eva ran to the window — the gate had 
opened. It might be her mother. No, it was 
Mr. Ross, coming leisurely up the walk. He 
saw Eva, and smiled. She could not answer 
this pleasant greeting, but hurried to the door, 
anxious and breathless. 

44 Oh, Mr. Ross, do you bring us any news? 
We are so anxious.” 

44 About what, my child ?” 

44 Why mother has been out since early this 
morning. A man came here before breakfast, 
and she went with him.” 

“Well, what do you fear? It is not noon 
yet. How frightened you look ! There, t^|p, 


Digitized by v^jooole 


/ 



260 


THE REIGNING BELLE. 


your mother is sure to come back safely. She 
is not a woman to run iuto danger.” 

The cool, good sense of their visitor tranquil- 
ized the girls, and they made strong efforts to 
be cheerful. 

“As for my part,” said Ross, sitting down 
near Ruth, “I am rather glad she is away. The 
matter I came to talk about does not require 
her presence just yet. Eva, I have come from 
my sister, who renews the offer half made to 
you some nights ago. We desire, very much, 
that you should come to us, and be a part of 
our household. Carter is willing, his wife de¬ 
sires it. and I ask no greater blessing than to 
look npon you as my own child.” 

Eva started up, clasping her hands wildly. 

“Oh, sir! Oh, my friend! I cannot; it is 
impossible! To leave my family now, when my 
life is of so much use, would *o cruel beyond 
anything. Look at poor Ruthy. The first 
thought of it has set her to trembling!” 

Eva’s eyes were full of tears. The idea of 
tliis offer had haunted her with temptations, 
which she resisted, now that trouble was in the 
house with double force. 

Mr. Ross smiled. He did not like the girl less 
for this generous clinging to her home duties. 

“ It would be better a thousand times,” cried 
Eva, with passionate warmth, “ that you took 
Ruthy; though what on earth we should do 
without her, I cannot tell. She, with her 
genius and goodness, might be a blessing in 
any house, while I am only useful here.” 

“My dear child, how quick you ore to de¬ 
cide. We do not propose to take anything 
from your family ; on the contrary, in partially 
leaving it, every one will be benefited. My 
sister proposes to settle upon Mrs. Laurence 
five times the amount that you can earn. I 
propose to put that fine little fellow, your bro¬ 
ther, into school, and after that, through col¬ 
lege. As for Miss Ruth here, if she will re¬ 
main my pupil a few months longer, there will 
be no need of your toil, for her pencil will do 
far more than your labor.” 

Eva looked at her sister in wonder. There 
she lay, blushing like a wild-rose, trembling 
like its leaves, and smiling in spite of the 
anxiety that had so oppressed her—a creature 
so delicate and frail, that helplessness seemed 
her portion forever. Could it be possible, that 
pure genius in a creature like that, might ac¬ 
complish more than all her strength of life and 
power of action? Was genius so far above 
everything else in this world ? These thoughts 
broke forth in a burst of tender enthusiasm. 

“ Oh, Ruthy ! Ruthy ! Is it so ? Are you to 


be the bread-winner, and I the drone? I can¬ 
not believe it! I cannot believe it!” 

“Nor I,” said Ruthy. “It seems like a mira¬ 
cle ; but, oh, I will try so hard ! Ah, Mr. Ross, 
you opened a new life to me, when you pro¬ 
nounced my poor sketches worthy of notice.” 

“ The life of genius is always new, for its 
very essence is creation,” answered Ross, with 
subdued enthusiasm. 

“But, to chain genius down to the earning 
of money, seems so unsuited to its greatness,” 
said Eva. 

“Unsuited to its greatnoss!” exclaimed 
Ross. “ Is it a degradation to be useful, to 
give bread for thought—for mental power to 
transmute itself into material blessings? Is 
the man or woman of genius higher or prouder 
than the God who made him? Is the wheat, 
which bends in green and ripening waves to 
the wind, and grows golden' under the sun¬ 
shine, less beautiful because hungry millions 
feed on it? Are the lilies of the field more 
splendid than the fruit with which our orch¬ 
ards are laden ? Why, Eva, every grand or 
lovely thing that God has created has its uses 
for mankind. While men starve and suffer, 
no gift that comes from Him can remain idle 
without sin. The great reward of genius is 
its power to confer blessings; first, by the 
effort itsetf, giving new objects of thought or 
beauty to tho world, and again by the material 
rewards, which cannot be used without adding 
to the comfort and happiness of mankind.” 

Ross spoke with an outburst of feeling, 
which Eva’s little speech, natural to a roman¬ 
tic girl, need hardly have called forth. She 
blushed crimson, feeling his ardent words as a 
rebuke, while Ruth seemed to kindle up with 
living fire. Her eyes flashed with stars, and a 
handful of carnations seemed to hare been 
dashed against her cheek, leaving a delicate 
stain there. She rose to her elbow, radiant. 

“Oh, Eva!” she said. “Jf you knew how 
happy it lias made me to'^fci a little money, 
when you all need it so much, you would never 
talk if the earning it could be so grand.” 

“You are right,’* answered Eva, almost cry¬ 
ing. “It was a thoughtless speech.” 

“Because you really had never considered 
the subject,” answered Ross, heartily ashamed 
of his own enthusiasm. “ But all this brings 
us no nearer to the question in hand.” 

Both the sisters grew silent, and the color 
| faded slowly from their faces. They looked at 
| each other with yearning fondness, and, as if 
j influenced by one feeling, the eyes of both 
| filled with tears. 
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“ It can hardly be called a separation/' said 
Boss, touched with lively sympathy. “ There 
need not be a day in which you cannot see 
each other." 

“She must go," faltered Ruth, stretching 
forth her arms. 44 To keep her with us would 
be cruel." 

Eva sunk upon her knees by the conch, and 
buried her face in Ruthy’s bosom. 

“ No! no!" she said. 44 We cannot part; not 
while they have need of me." 

“But, remember mother, how much more 
you would be doing for her and James, who 
felt it so hard to give up school," pleaded 
Ruth. 44 This is a poor place for you, my sister." 

“ But is it better for you and my mother ?” 
questioned Eva, almost indignantly, for the 
temptation to go was strong within her, and 
she hated herself for it. 

44 But we will soon make this home plea¬ 
santer for them than it has ever been," said 
Ross. 

44 Who is that? Mother?" cried Ruth, who 
heard a woman's step in the porch. 44 She 
will think with us, I am sure, Eva." 

Eva did not reply, for she had hurried to 
the door, and found not her mother, as she 
eagerly expected, but Mrs. Smith, with her 
bonnet awry, and her shawl trailing to the 
ground. The good woman’s face was flushed 
with crying, and a fresh rain of tears came to 
her eyes the moment shg saw Eva. 

44 Don’t! Don’t! Order me from the door ! 
Don’t wither me up into nothing, just with 
looking in my face! It wasn’t my fAult; I 
knew no more about it than my Jerufeha Maria, 
poor innocent darling, that never dreamed what 
a cruel father she’s got. I’ll never live with 
Smith again—never! To go and do such a 
thing, without telling me! I'm not a cannibal' 
to stand such things !" 

Mrs. Smith had burst forth in this torrent 
of words and tears on the very door-step. Eva 
entreated her to come in, being utterly igno- 
Tant of the particular grief that possessed Mrs. 
Smith. She could do Ho more. 

“You’r just one degree from a heavenly 
angel, Eva Laurence," continued the good wo¬ 
man, wiping her eyes on the corner of her 
shawl, as she passed into the parlor. 44 Smith 
won’t, but I’ve come to make atonement on my 
bended knees. Tell me what to do for them, 
and I'll do it, If Jerusha Maria and I are left 
without a crust." 

44 My dear Mrs. Smith, what do you mean ? 
Who has troubled you so?” 

44 Who ? My own lawfully-married husband. 


What ? Oh, mercy upon me ! don’t you know 
yet ? Where’s your mother ?*' 

44 She went out this morning," said Eva, 
44 and has not returned yet. We are expecting 
her every minute." 

“Expecting her! Why, don’t you know? 
Expecting her? Oh! oh ! this is hard, that I 
should have to tell it, and lie’niy husband! 
Eva, both your mother and James are in prison." 

“ In prison J" 

Three voices at once uttered this one sen¬ 
tence. Ruth started up on her couch, white 
to the lips; Eva stood rooted to the floor, her 
eyes widening, and lips just apart. Even Mr. 
Boss started to his feet, and a swarthy color 
swept over his face. » 

“In prison! For what?" he demanded. 
44 Who put them there ?" 

44 Must I sny it again? It was my own hus¬ 
band that did it, backed up, And led blind by 
that copper-headed crctur Ja Boyce. I know 
as well as I live, that he’s at the bottom of it, 
though Smith sticks to him through thick and 
thin. As for that boy, he’s innocent as twenty 
lambs, every one of 'em with fleeces white ad 
snow ; but you can’t make Smith believe it, 
he's that blinded." 

44 Pray, Mrs. Smith, compose yourself, and 
tell us clearly what all this means ? On what 
charge are these two persons in prison ?” said 
Ross, whj was the first to recover his presence 
of mind. 

44 Charges? Why, theft! burglary! receiv¬ 
ing stolen property ! Our store was robbed 
on the night we went to your sister’s party, 
and they are took up for doing it. I didn’t 
know it till just now. Oh, they were mighty 
sly, Kate Gorman and all, taking people up, 
and keeping me in the dark ; but I’ve loft 'em. 
Smith will find out what he’s done when I am 
gone." 

“Where have they been taken to, Mrs. 
Smith ?” inquired R< 5 ss. 

“ Where ? The Tombs, to be sure. No other 
plaoe was gloomy enough for them. Smith has 
gone down to appear. Yes, and a pretty ap¬ 
pearance he'll put in for himself. Oh, girls, it 
was not my fault!" 

The poor woman clasped her hands, and 
seemed about to fall upon her knees before 
Eva, who threw both arms about her neck, 
and tenderly wiped her eyes, though her hands 
shook in doing it, and the dumb anguish in 
her face was pitiful to see. 

“Whatever it is, we shrill never blame you 
Mrs. Smith/’ gasped Ruth. 

Mrs. Smith fell on her knees before the sick 


Digitized by t^oooLe 



362 


THE REIGNINO BELLE. 


girl’s couch, and fell into a fresh paroxism of 
tears. 

“But.you must blame him. Who can help it? 
To keep such things secret from the wife of his 
bosom; hard as a rock, too, against that poor 
honest, crusty, dear old woman. Oh, it’s too 
bad ! too bad ! But that he told me himself, I 
never would have believed it; but there he is, 
gone down to persecute.” 

“Be tranquil, be patient, my dear young 
ladies. I will go at once, and see what this 
means,” said Ross, taking Eva’s hand, which 
scarcely trembled more than his own. “They 
will need some friend. Have no fear ; I shall 
know how to help them.” 

“ I—I will go with you,” cried Eva, turning 
to leave the room. 

“ No ; not yet. It would only do harm. All 
that can be done I will attend to. There can 
be nothing serious in this. Stay quietly here 
till you bear from me.” 

Eva hesitated. Her first gonerous impulse 
was to brave everything for the t wo beings she 
loved so dearly. But nobility of purpose is not 
always imprudent. It requires more fortitude 
to stay at home and wait, than to rush out and 
act. The girl was brave, but she was also obe¬ 
dient, and when Ruth spoke, she turned from 
her purpose. 

“Stay, Eva,” said the gentle invalid. “You 
can do nothing. Our good friend wijl help us. 
Stay till he comes.” 

Eva sat down, and burst into tears. For¬ 
bidden to act, she could only weep and wait. 

“ Tell him that I have left his house! That 
—that he is a cruel, cruel man! Tell him that, 
there is no sort of use in his ever coming home 

again—for—for- Ob, it is dreadful! Why 

can’t people die when they want to ?” 

Mrs. Smith would have added more no doubt, 
but half these words were smothered on Ruth’s 
couch ; and when she looked up, Mr. Ross was 
passing through the garden-gate. 

“Oh, girls, what shall we do?” she ex¬ 
claimed. Just say that. I never ought to speak 
to Smith again, and I won’t; no, not if he takes 
Jernsha Maria out of my arms, and gives her— 
oh ! oh !—to some other woman.” 

“My dear friend,” murmured Ruth, “go 
home to your child—all will be well.” 

“Yes, I will go!” sobbed the good woman. 
“It will be lonesome without me.” 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

Th* court-room in the Tombs was a gloomy 
place; for crime, and its train of sorrows, 
makes every spot desolate, which is the land¬ 


mark of an evil life. Before the judge, who 
sat wearily on his bench, so used te human 
suffering, that it had ceased to shock him, stood 
an old woman and her son, charged with heavy 
crimes, the boy with grand larceny, the wo¬ 
man with receiving the goods he had stolen, 
probably at her own suggestion. 

But few persons were in the court-room, for 
scenes like this were-common place affairs, and 
men had scarcely the curiosity to look twice, 
when the mother and son passed through that 
gloomy corridor, with its blackened and mas¬ 
sive pillars, and entered the gateway to a 
second trial. 

Two or three other persons, gloomy and evil 
looking, stood in one corner, ready for exam¬ 
ination, and among these Mrs. Laurence took 
her place, tall, rigid, and tearless, her eyes 
lurid with fire, her lips closed like iron. She 
knew herself to bo innocent, and bitterly felt 
the wrong that had dragged her into that 
gloomy place. 

The boy stood close to her, pale, trembling, 
and bewildered. They had given him no chance 
to speak to his mother, nor did he know of 
what he was accused. All was gloom and dis¬ 
trust around him; his proud young heart 
swelled with a sense of infinite degradation, 
which seemed to close in his life with sudden 
darkness. He turned his eyes upon the judge 
with thrills of dread, then lifted them to hia 
mother, and turned them away, heavy with 
tears. When the jurfge called her by name, 
the lad clung to her dress, and followed her 
up to the bar, with some wild idea of protect¬ 
ing her from the harm that threatened them 
both. 

Two men came up to the bar, and stood near 
the mother and son. One of them took a worn 
and greasy Bible in his hand, which he kissed. 
Then he spoke. 

James uttered a faint cry as he heard the 
voice, and his wild eyes turned upon Jared 
Boyce, who never looked at him, but turned 
his face almost from the judge, and told hia 
story in a bard, cruel voice, which never fal¬ 
tered or softened in it? tone from beginning to 
end. We know what that story was, and how 
the wicked plot to ruin this brave, innocent 
lad had grown and perfected itself in the craft 
and greed of a few loose creatures, who gt first 
thought only of throwing their own guilt on 
him, but afterward broadened their plot in 
hopes of great future gain. 

It was impossible for Boyce to keep the 
blood from rushing now and then to his face; 
but when that stern woman’s eyes were .bent 
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on him, he seemed to feel her searching lire, 
and grew deadly pale, though his glance never 
rested on her once. Two or three times the 
accused lad made a step or two forward, with 
his hand clenched, tempted to strike his fel¬ 
low-clerk for the slander he was uttering; but 
a touch of the old woman’s hand brought him 
back to her'side, and the pcijured wretch lold 
his story to the end, without interruption of 
any kind. 

Then Smith the grocer took the stand. There 
was human feeling in this man, and he had 
bitterly repented the step lie had taken after 
his wife learned of it, and put in her passion¬ 
ate protest. But compunction came too late. 
His charge had been made; the case was taken 
out of his hands. He would gladly have 
softened, or withheld his own evidence; but 
the oath enforced upon him was a sacred ob¬ 
ligation to speak the truth, and against his 
own will Smith gave in his evidence honestly. 

While he was speaking a gentleman cane 
into the court-room, and quietly drew toward 
Mrs. Laurence and her son, who caught him 
by the hand and whispered. 

“Oh, take her home! don’t let her stand 
here to be looked at so ! Feel her hands; they 
are cold as stones I Let them take me. I^m 
a man, and can bear it; but a night in one of 
those cells would kill any woman! Please, oh, 
please! We haven’t another friend on earth 
since he has turned against us.” 

Ifere James cast a look full of mournful re¬ 
proach on Smith, whose voice began to falter, 
and once more he besought'permission to with¬ 
draw the charge, and let these two helpless 
creatures go. Gnilty as they were, he did not 
like to see them punished. 

Then the old woman advanced toward the 
judge and spoke. It was the first time she had 
uttered anything but dry, hard monosyllables, 
in answer to curt questions since her entrance 
into the court-room. 

“ If you are to decide this,” she said, firmly; 
but still with respect, “I ask that this man 
•hall show us no mercy, that leaves a suspicion 
of wrong on me, or on my boy. If you are a 
just man, search out the truth, find the guilty 
persons ; first and foremorst wring the perjury 
from that young man’s soul, for he is perjured.” 

Boyce tried to evade the long, steady finger 
which the woman pointed at him; but there 
was a force and weired fascination in her look 
which held him motionless. He grew coldly 
white to the lips, and the ruddy hair rose upon 
his temples like bush-grass lifted by the wind. 

“ That—that is libelous,” he faltered at last. 


“ I only come to do ray duty, and because Mr- 
Smith wanted me to.” 

“ Well, I just wish I hadn’t; that’s all,” said 
Smith, wiping his moist forehead. “ I’d rather 
have lost twice the money, than go through 
with all this again; to say nothing of the 
awful.muss at home, where I don’t know as my 
own wife will speak to me.” 

“Oh, you never fear that—they always do !” 
said Boyce, with an uneasy attempting to shake 
off the impression which Mrs. Laurence had 
left upon him. “ Shouldn’t wonder if she for¬ 
gives you one of these days, hard as she takes 
it; women are, naturally—well, suppose we 
say, soft.” 

“Silence!” said tho judge, on whom the 
young man was fastening a vague suspicion of 
treachery. “ Come forward, Mrs. Laurence, 
and make your own statement.” 

Mrs. Laurence laid her hand on the railing 
before her, looked the judge steadily in the 
face, and answered that she had nothing to say, 
except that, up to the time of her arrest, she 
had never heard^of the robbery, or that her 
son was suspected.' 

“ But some of the goods were found on your 
premises. HoW do you account for that?” said 
the judge. 

“I do not account for a thing of which I 
have no knowledge. If anything was found 
there, neither I nor this child had anything to 
do with it.” 

“Then you deny all knowledge of the stolen 
goods found in the out-house on your premises?” 

“Ido!” 

“And the boy? Step down. He may be 
able to tell us something. James Laurence!” 

James came forward, pale and frightened ; 
but in no way downcast; his oyes clear, hon¬ 
est, and limpid with truth, were lifted almost 
with confidence to the judge, whose face soft¬ 
ened with nn irresistible feeling of compassion 
as he bent it toward him. 

“ Tell me what you know of this,” he said, 
very kindly ; “but first let me caution you. If 
you are the guilty lad this witness makes yon 
out-, I have no power or right to make you 
aecuseyourself. Bo careful what you say ; inno¬ 
cent or guilty, you have a right to a fair trial.” 

“ I will answer everything, only please tell 
me what it is you want to know ?” 

“ You have heard the charge. You know 
what this young man has been saying. Is it 
true that-” 

There was a little disturbance at the door of 
the eourt-room. 

(to bb concluded.) 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 

BT EMILY H. MAT. 


We give, first, a Walking-Dress of Green 
Reps. Tlie lower-skirt is ornamented with 



one flounce, out on the bias, and seyen inches 
deep, and put on rather scant. Above this are 
five rows of heavy, black worsted braid, or 
velvet ribbon. Above the back row there is a 
narrow quilling of the material to stand up. 
The upper-skirt is short, with an apron front, 
and somewhat longer in the back; it is looped 
to clear the trimming on the lower-skirt. The 
basque is quite long, both front and back, and 
is rounded up at the sides, and buttoned all 
the way down from the throat to the bottom of 
the basque; nil trimmed with the quilling and 
three rows of the braid.. The sleeves are very 
flowing at the bottom, and are worn over a 
tight under-sleeve. Straps of the braid orna¬ 
ment the front of the sleeve, finished by a 
864 


button at each point. Mould-buttons, covered 
by the material, are the most fashionable but¬ 
tons now in use. Sixteen yards ef reps, and 
forty yards of braid will be required. Fewer 
rows of the braid can be substituted, if desir¬ 
able for economy, and still the trimming be a 
very pretty one. The coarser braid, known 
as “ Hercules braid,” makes the most effective 
trimming, and it comes in all widths. 

Our next is a Walking-Costume, with out¬ 
side basque. The under-skirt is cut plain and 
round, and is trimmed with two rows of plait- 
ings, four inches deep. These plaiting are cut 
straightwnys of the material, and are lined with 
fine crinoline, which is plaited all one way. and 
not quite to touch. Allow three times the width 
for fullness: thus, if the skirt is three and a half 
yards wide, allow, before plaiting, ten mud a 
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half or eleven yards. This kind of trimming 
takes a great deal of material, but in alpaca it 
is very effective, and not very expensive. The 
second skirt is short and scant, and is trimmed 
like the lower one, only a tritie narrower. Then 
comes one breadth of the material for each side, 
shaped and open both back and front, as seen 
in the design, and fastened to a belt. This is 
trimmed with a half plaiting, headed by a band 
of the alpaca, stitched on, velvet ribbon, or 
worsted braid, as the taste may suggest. The 
basque is cut tight-fitting, slashed up the back 
and at the sides, as may be seen; the trimming 
carried straight up the back, the plaits meet¬ 
ing, only a little over an inch in width, widening 
to two inches around the basque and sleeves, 
which are close, coat-shape, trimmed up to the 
elbow. Not less than twenty yards of alpaca 
will make this dress, but very nice ones can be 
bought of the dark shades of blue, green, or 
brown, from fifty to seventy-five cents per yard. 

We give next, a Walking-Costume for a Young 
Lady. It is one of the new designs in two 
colors, say brown and soft-gray. For this 
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month, we suggest that the material be cither 
of merino, or heavy corded poplin. Be careful 
to seleot shades of each color, so that they may 
harmonize. The under-skirt is made quite 
plrain and round, but long enough to touch. It 
is trimmed with a se&lloped-out band of the 
gray, put on about nine inches from the bottom; 
then a space of three inches; then another baud 
of gray; and between these bands there is a 
box-plaiting of the brown. The gray upper- 
skirt is cut quite as long as the under-one in 
the back, but shorter in front, and is trimmed 
with two bias bands of brown. Our design has 
the addition of gray fringe, four inches deep; 
bat this is optional. Loops at the sides and 
back, by means of tapes sewed underneath. 
The side tapes are tied back, after looping, to 
keep the fullness all in the back, leaving the 
front perfectly plain. Waist of the gray, cut in a 
basque, slashed at the sides, and trimmed with 
one bias band of brown. Bands of brown join 
the basque on the hips. Open sleeves, with 
tight ones underneath. Small, round cape of 
gray, lined with brown, and trimmed with 
brown, Which may be worn, or not, at pleasure. 
Seven and a half yards of brown poplin, six 
and a half of merino, for the under-skirt and 
trimming; nine yards of gray in poplin, eight 
yards in merino. Either of these materials 
can be bought from seventy-cents a yard up. 

We now give what is called a “Lome Cos¬ 
tume,’ 1 for a little girl. The under-skirt and 



jacket are of French blue merino. Bias bands 
of the same are put on, perpendicularly, all 
round the skirt, a*t equal distances, and are 
ornamented with buttons, which should be 
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moulds covered with the merino, or with black 
velvet. The over-skirt is of striped blue and 
white poplin, simply hemmed on the edge. 
Jacket of the merino, cut square, something 
like a salor jacket, and faced in front and up 
the sleeve to the elbow with the striped poplin, 
also ornamented with bnttons. A turn-over 
collar of white merino is added. Black velvet 
Highland hat, trimmed with bine, completes 
fins charming little costume. 

Next we give a Traveling-Dress, very pretty 
and suitable for winter wear. It is of light 



water-proof cloth, made rather shorter than an 
ordinary walking-dress, so as to avoid the wet 
and snow. It consists of three pieces. The 
first is an under-skirt; then there is an over- 
Pelisse, belted in at the waist, with rings and 
tapes upon the side-seam, by which to raise it 
at the sides; this Pelisse is buttoned from the 
throat down. To this Pelisse is added a large 
circular cape, pointed in the back, which may 
be worn at pleasure, or not. The whole dress 
is trimmed with bands of the material, braided 
with black worsted braid; one on the lower- 


skirt, four inches deep; two on the Pelisse, half 
as wide; one on the cape. Seven to eight 
yards of water-proof cloth will be required. 
The prioe per yard ranges from one dollar 
twenty-five cents up. 

We give, likewise, in the front of the nnmber, 
illustrations of the back and front of a small, 
loose, velvet jacket, to be made either of velvet 
or velveteen. It is trimmed with a cross-band 
of satin, edged with black lace. The sleeves 
are open to the elbow, and the back is cut up 
to the waist. It would also look well in serge or 
satin-cloth, trimmed with the worsted fringe. 

We also give, in the front of the number, an 
engraving of a useful and pretty sack of printed 
flannel for an infant, to be tied in the back. 
Also a blouse apron for a child of from one to 
three years, to be made of muslin and insertion. 
Also a cut of improved drawers for an infant. 

We also give, in the front of the number, an 
engraving of a sailor’s habit-shirt, made of 
while linen, with a broad, blue collar and cuffs, 
trimmed with white braid. Also a fichu of 
mauve crepe de chenc , to be worn over a colored 
dress, and trimmed with Valenciennes, or any 
other lace. Also'an open sleeve of white mus¬ 
lin, trimmed with insertion and lace. Also a 
collaret of white muslin, laid in plaits, and 
trimmed with embroidery, or with lace, if pre¬ 
ferred. Also a pelerine of white, striped mus¬ 
lin, edged with lace, above which is a heading 
of black velvet ribbon: a waistband of black 
velvet, knotted at the side and front. It is 
fastened down the front with tiny black velvet 
buttons, and has a collaret of lace, trimmed with 
black velvet. Also a cape made of muslin and 
insertion, trimmed with wide lace, and orna¬ 
mented with a bow of pink ribbon in front and 
on the left shoulder. All are on the same page. 

We also give, but in the front of the number, 
some of the new designs in woolen plaid and 
striped stockings, which are in fashion for both 
boys and girls. They are to be had in all the 
bright-colored olan plaids, solid colors, and 
length-and-cross-wise striped, and cost from 
seventy-five cents to two dollars per pair. Very 
pretty ones can be knitted by using white and 
colored wool, and either ribbing them or knit¬ 
ting plain in cross-way stripes. 

We give also, in the front of the number, illus¬ 
trations of two aprons of fine white corded pique, 
braided plaid, or plain linen, or of black silk. 
One, if of black silk or alpaca, is to have the 
j material folded, as will be seen, into points, 
and to be stitched down with sewing-machine. 
The other is to be trimmed with velvet ribbon, 
and a narrow Tom Thumb fringe. 
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KEY POCKET. 


BT MBS. JAN E WBAVEB. 



Our first cut (in the opposite column) repre¬ 
sents the front of the key pocket, which may 
be made in any size suitable for the key it is 
intended to hold. The cut below gives the 
border in the proper size. 

The pocket may be made of cloth, silk, or 
velvet. The border is fastened down with an 



open button-hole stitch of two colors. This 
is a neat and serviceable article, and an ap¬ 
propriate present for either a lady or gentle¬ 
man. 


PLAITED BASQUE ON BELT. 

BT 1XILT II MAT 



In the diagram, No. 1 gives the half of the 
basque open. The dotted and straight lines 
from A to B, indicate where the plaits are to 
be put. After plaiting the fullness, all comes 


into the space from A to B, and that is joined 
to the belt in the space A to B. Trim the 
whole with fringe, which is continued around 
the belt in front. This basque is to be worn 
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DIAGRAM FOR PLATTED BA8QUE ON BELT. 


over a simple round waist, and may be made of the plaiting, which shows the wrong as well 
of the material of the dress, or of velvet, satin, as the right side of the trimming. 



LADY'S SLIPPER IN APPLICATION. 

BY MBS. JANS TEAVBR. 

In the front of the number, we give a pattern, \ or blue cloth and black Yelyef, and gold braid, 
printed in colors, for a lady’s slipper in appli- ^ This is one of the most stylish patterns 
cation, on cloth or velvet. The materials are ^ ever designed, and cannot fail to please our 
black and blue cloth, or black and blue velvet, ^ readers. 
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WORK-R ASKET 


BY MBS. JANS WBAT11. 



This basket is square in shape, and is 
covered inside and out with silk or Holland. 

The outer trimmings consist of two flounces, 
one two and a quarter inches deep, and the 
other four and a half inches deep, scalloped 
and trimmed round with a simple tatted edge. 
The cover, which has in the center a pincushion, 
five inches long and one inch broad, is trimmed 
with a scalloped ruche, in two shades. The 
placing of the handles is hidden by a bow of 


the material. The inside of the basket is lined 
quite plain, besides which there is a strip of 
stuff for the sides of the wall, ornamented at 
the top with white gimp, fastened only at the 
corners, by which means the basket has four 
pockets. The inside of the lid is one inch 
deep, and has a flat piece of cardboard gummed 
upon it, covered with the lining, with two 
straps and a cord for a fan, scissors, needle- 
book, thimble, and several reels of cotton. 


WOOL OR THREAD POCKET. 

BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 




WOOL 0& THREAD POCKET CLOSED. 


LINEN FOR OUTSIDE POCKET. 
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370 EMBROIDERY AND TUCKS FOR PETTICOATS. 


The pocket can be made of whatever size is 
preferred. The outer covering may be of un¬ 
bleached or white linen. The unbleached is 
generally preferred, because it does not soil 
so • uickly. The number of threads to be drawn 
out is shown clearly in No. 1, and the mode of j 


working to form the pattern. The shape of 
the little pocket, divisions for buttons, etc., at 
the bottom, as well as the slides, are too clearly 
shown to need explanation. The whole is 
bound round with sarsinet ribbon, stitched 
and fastened at the sides with loops and buttons. 



WOOL OR THttZAJ) POCKET to PEN, 


EMBROIDERY AND TUCKS FOR PETTICOATS. 

BT MRS. JANS WEAVER. 



These patterns are neat and pretty. They j from the engravings. Threads are draw out be- 
are too simple to need any description. Work j tween the tucks and fastened with hem-stitch. 
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Take a square of white Java canvas, and two < 
inches from the edge cut eight double threads, 
and draw them out, leaving the cross threads 
only. Over these work with white cotton as 
follows: Draw four threads together with an 
overcast stitch, wind the cotton two or three 
times round two of these four threads; then, 
with the two remaining threads, take up the two 
next threads, with an overcast stitch, and so 
on all round. Fill up the open squares at the 
corners with a star in point de reprise, and 


sew down the loose threads at the back of the 
canvas. Round the inner and outer edges of 
this open border, work with scarlet wool a row 
of cross-stitches, beyond this a row of point 
Russe with fine black silk, and then & row of 
points in the same stitch with scarlet wool. 
The fringe is made by raveling out the threads 
of the canvas along the edges, and the corners 
are filled up with the spare threads sewn in 
and cut to the required length. This makes 
a very beautiful couvrette. 


LETTERS FOR MARKING-. 
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EDITOR’S TABLE. 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. 

“ Peterson*” for 1872.—Wo call attention to our Pros¬ 
pectus for 1872, to be found on the last page of the cover. 
We claim there that this Magazine is cheaper and better 
than any periodical of its kind. Other magazines, similar 
in character and quality, charge three or four dollars a 
year, while wo charge only two. Our dub rates are even 
loioer in proportion , and are unprecedented, as a reference to 
the Prospectus will show. Our enormous edition, exceed¬ 
ing that of any monthly in the world, enables us to offer 
“ Peterson” at these figures. 

In the fashion department, remember, we have no real 
rivals. No cotemporary approaches “ Peterson” in the new¬ 
ness or elegance of its fashions. During both the sieges of 
Paris, we continued to give latoand stylish French fashions, 
as a reference to the magazine will show. While we were 
doing this, our cotemporaries were giving old and obsolete 
styles, or third-rate styles made np at home. In another 
respect, also, our fashions have no parallel. The “ Every- 
Day Dress” department is the only reliable guide, for ele¬ 
gant and fashionable, yet economical dresses. 

Nor has any lady’s book ever attempted to compete with 
M Peterson” in the sterling merit and engrossing intercut of 
its novelets and stories, all of which are original. We pay 
more for literary matter than all the other ladies ’ magazines 
together. For next year we have a series of the most thrill¬ 
ing novelets we have over pnblishod. “ The stories in 
* Peterson* are the best to be found anywhere,” is the uni¬ 
versal remark of an Impartial newspaper press. 

Now all this is offered, as we have said, for a dollar less 
than others. To clubs, as our Prosi>ectns shows, it is offered 
even lower. No magazine, equal in merit, can be had so 
cheap. Nothing, really worth anything at all, could be 
offered at a less price. 

Now is the time to get up clubs. Everybody will subscribe 
for “Peterson”—even those who take other magazines—if 1 
its merit and cheapness are fairly put before them. Be the 
first in the field. A specimen will be sent, gratis, if written 
for. Do not lose a moment l 

Riding and Riding-Habits.— The taste for riding on horse¬ 
back, we are glad to note, is continually increasing. No 
more healthful recreation can be desired for ladies. To ride 
well requires very little more than courage, procure of 
mind, and a slight attention to a few simple rules. Of course 
no woman ought ever to ride a vicious horse. A horse with 
light mouth, moreover, is preferable to ono with a hard 
one, though it is safest for a woman always to have two 
bits, a snaffle and a curb, using the last only in cases of 
necessity. The jockey-trot, as it is called, can only’be ac¬ 
quired by practice. All that even the best teacher can do 
is to tell a pupii to rise with the motion -of the horse, and 
the pupil ninst keep trying until she catches it. The ordi¬ 
nary gait of the horse, however, is the gallop, which, wheu 
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shortened, become® a canter; and this Is what most ladies 
prefer, and, moreover, gives least fatigue to the rider. A 
horse is always best managed by kindness. Be firm, when 
necessary, however: but never get out of patience; and never 
let a horse suspect you are afraid of him. 

A plain habit of dark cloth, merino, or alpaca, is the best, 
blue or green beiug the favorite colors. The less braiding 
the better: we say none at all. Every year we give engrav¬ 
ings of such habits: we gave one in the March number for 
this year. The skirt should be neither too short nor too 
loug: in the one case it is indelicate, in the other it catches 
to bushes. A low, stove-pipe hat, like a man's, is the must 
fashionable head-gear, though a few ladies, for use in the 
country, have the shaded cavalier hat, with a drooping 
feather. In England, women on horseback invariably wear 
trousers beneath the skirt, which strap under foot, and are 
made of buckskin, or chamois leather. Some equestrians 
wear half-high men’s boots, others wear only the ordi¬ 
nary buttoned womau’s boot. A whip, of course, is indis¬ 
pensable. 

A Moral Duty.— J. 0. Saxe, the wit and poet, says, “ft ta 
ono of th* moral duties of every married woman to appear 
well-dressed in the presence of her husband,” and he adds, 
that, “ to effect this, however, expensive attire is by no 
means essential.” Lavater, that keen observer, has said, 
“young women, who neglect their toilet, and manifest little 
concern about their apparel, indicate, in this very particular, 
a disregard of order.” He adds, significantly, “ The girl of 
eighteen, who desires not to please, wiH be a sloven at the 
age of twenty-five.” 

Sunshine is as necessary to human beings, if they would 1 
keep In health, tut it is to vegetables. The same cause that 
makes potato-vines white and sickly, when grown in dark 
cellars, produces the pale-looking girls that are so often seen 
in ourcities. There is a moral sunshine, too, as well as a 
physical one. Smiles and happy faces are to the household 
what sunshine is out of doors. 

Remember that we will send, for $2.50, both a copy of 
“ Peterson,” for 1872, and a copy of our new splendid pre¬ 
mium mezzotint, “Five Times One To-Day.’* This is giving 
two dollar subscrlliers a superb picture, suitable to friime 
and hang up in the parlor, for only fifty ceuts. A similar 
engraving, at a store, would cost four dollars. 

The Colored Slipper Pattern, in this number, is to bo 
worked In applique. No other periodical gives these em¬ 
bellishments. The reason Is, they are too costly. Yet 
“ Peterson’s Magazine*’ spares no expense to be the best of 
its kind. It always has “led the field,’’ and it always will. 

“Bart’s Answer.” —This charming picture tells its own 
story. “ Baby” has been invited te a children’s party, and 
her mother has written the acceptance; but as “ Baby” lias 
sealed the note, abe naturally thinks she has done all. Her 
pretty air of triumph, as she looks at you, is irresistiblo. 

Our Novelets for next year are the most brilliant, singly 
and collectively, we may safely say, that this, or any other 
magazine, has ever offered t j the public. They will bo worth 
ten times the subscription price. Their titles, it will be 
seen, are very suggestive. 
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Our Premium Engraving for 1872 ia in a different vein 
from anything that has gone before, and if we may judge 
from the favor that similar pictures win as embellishments, 
will be the most popular we have ever published. It is a 
superb mezzotint, about the size of “Our Father Who Art 
In Heaven,” and is entitled, “ Five Times One To-Day, or 
Little Bessie's Birth-Dayand represents a charming crea¬ 
ture, a real “mothers darling,” loaded down with toys and 
other gifts, and exulting in her newly-acquired treasures. 
To secure this beautiful mezzotint, which would sell, at a 
print-shop, for four dollars, it is only necossary to get up a 
small club for “ Peterson” for 1872. Both it and an extra 
copy can be earned by getting up a largo club. In the re¬ 
motest frontier neighborhood even, an hour or two devoted 
to this purpose, will secure you a copy of this exquisite 
picture to ornament your parlor, besides winning you a copy, 
for one year, of the best ladies* magazine in the world. Now 
is the time to get up clubs / 

Tnw Is The Only Magazine, at any price, that gives 
double-sized, steel, colored fashion-platos. All the other 
lady's books give either single fashion-plates, only half the 
size of ours, or else colored wocd-cuts,or colored lithographs. 
Compare the fashion-plates in '‘Peterson” with those of 
other periodicals! For novelty, correctness, style and beauty, 
our fashion-plates have no rivals. If yon want reliable fash¬ 
ions, you must subscribe for this magazine. 


REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

History of Frederic?: the Second, called Frederick the 
Great. By JohnS. C. Abbott. 1 vol. 8 vo. New York: Har¬ 
per A Brothers. —We have, in this large and handsome vol- : 
umo, the best popular history of Frederick the Great that j 
has ever boon writton. For a task of this kind Mr. Abbott 
possesses unusual qualifications, as he always tells a story 
With vivacity, nnd, while bringing out the details, does not 
crowd and blur the goneral effect. In the second rank of 
great military captains, and at the very head of his class, 
stands Frederick of Prussia, whom history has united to pro¬ 
nounce great, not indeed because of his virtues, but because 
of his genius for war. For the higher class of minds, Car¬ 
lyle’s history of Frederick, will, with all its faults, ever bo 
the favorito. But with the general reader Abbott’s will be 
tho most sought after. The illustrations and maps, which 
are numerous and good, will odd very much to the value of 
this work. The type, in which the beok ia printed, Is quite 
largo, and the paper is unusually good. 

Sir Walter Scott: the Story of his Life. By JR. Shelton 
Mackenzie, LL.D. 1 vol., 12 mo. Boston: Osgood A Co. —This 
very entertaining volume has convinced us, that, even after 
Lockhart’s admiruble biography, a good deal remained to be 
told about Scott. Dr. Mackenzie's conception of the char¬ 
acter of the great novelist is just and appreciative. He 
brings out, more forcibly than ever before, the moral su¬ 
periority of Scott, rightly attributing much of his success 
to that peculiarity of his organization. The store of anec¬ 
dotes, personal reminiscences, and characteristic incidents, 
many of them the fruits of his own personal experience, 
which Dr. Mackenzie furnishes, will always give this book 
a very high value. One of tho most delightful of these re¬ 
miniscences is the biographer’s narrative of his first inter¬ 
view, when a boy, with Scott, during the visit of the latter 
to Ireland. The volnmo is ftill also of anecdotes illustrative 
of the literary life of the present centnry. 

Folic-Paine. By Ouida. 1 vol., 12 mo. Fhilada: J. B. 
Lippxncott A Co. —This novelist will always have her ad¬ 
mirers, so long, at least, as a fervid style and intensity of 
plot are popular. The present tale, however, is hardly one 
of her best. None of the characters nro probable, and the 
incidents are often strained. 


The Federal Government. By Ransom H. GiUet. 1 voL, 
12 mo. New York: Woolworth, Ainsworth <6 Q >.—A work 
that has been needed for a very long time, and that is now 
executed by a competent hand. Mr. Gillet has practised for 
many years, iu the higher national courts, and has served 
for more than twenty years in Congress and in various im¬ 
portant official positions in the Executive departments, so 
that he is quite familiar with matters pertaining to the 
federal government. Ho begins with an account of the colo¬ 
nial governments before the War of Independence, traces 
the growth of the governments that succeeded, and explains 
the character of the present national government in all its 
departments. The style is terso and vigorous. 

School-Houses. By James Johonnot. Architectural De¬ 
signs, by S. E. Hecoes. 1 vol., 8 vo. New York: J. W. Sher- 
merhom A Co. —This is an extremely valuable work. It 
contains a very great variety of plans and elevations for 
school-houses, with full and accurate descriptions, so that 
different tastes may be pleased, and any carpenter can con¬ 
struct a building precisely as descril»ed. School furniture 
and apparatus also receive a proper notice. The engrav¬ 
ings are numerous and good. There are also some excellent 
remarks on ventilation, illustrated by colored diagrams. 
Tho paper and printing are both superior. 

The Clyffards of Clyffe. By the author of “ Lost Sir 
Massingbred,” etc. 1 vol., 12 mo. Phiiada: T. B. Peterson A 
Brothers. —A powerfully written novel, better even than 
“Lost Sir Massingbred,” or “Carlyon’s Year,” popular 
stories from the same pen. The incidents are of the most 
absorbing character, and engross the attention of the reader 
from tho very first page. A handsome edition, bound in 
gilt cloth, and printed on fine, thick, white paper. 

The Life and Times of Lord Brougham , written by Him¬ 
self. Vol. IT„ 12 mo. New York: Harper d- Brothers.— This 
volume of Lord Brougham’s autobiography carries tho 
story down from the repeal of the Orders In Council, in 
1812, to the accession of the Wellington Ministry In 1828. 
Another volume will conclude the work. One of the most 
interesting parts of this volume is Lord Brougham’s ac¬ 
count of the trial of Queen Caroline in 1820. 

The Student's Elements of Geology. By Sir Charles Lyell. 
1 vol., 12 mo. New York: Harper A Brothers. —In this 
work all the latest discoveries in tho science of Geology 
are noticed, and tho theories that are popular at present 
are explained. The treatise is made as brief as is possible, 
in order to fit it for students and beginners. Numerous ex¬ 
cellent illustrations help to explain tho text. 

Horace Templeton. By the author of “ diaries O'Malley.” 
1 vol., 8 vo. Phiiada: T. B. Peterson d Brothers.— A cheap 
odition of one of the best of Lever’s novels, always of 
course excepting “ Charles O’Malley,” which is unap- 
preached and unapproachable. 

The Cousin from India. By Qeorgiana M. Craik. 1 vol. 
1G mo. New York: Harper A Brothers. —A sweet, charm¬ 
ing, and pathetic little story. It is for girls, and rarely do 
we have a tale, whether for old or young, told so exquisitely. 
The volume is illustrated. 

A Daughter of Heth. By William Black. 1 vol., 8 ro. 
New York: Harper A Brothers. —A cheap edition of a new 
novel by tho author of “ Kilmeny.” The atory is not so 
imaginative as its predecessor, but probably will be better 
liked, and is certainly very good. The heroino is one of the 
most charming in recent fiction. 

For Lack of Gold. By Charles Gibbon. 1 vol., 8 vo. New 
York: Harper A Brothers. —A very excellent novel ; quito 
above the usual run, indeed; and published in neat octavo. 

King Arthur. A Poem. By Lord Lytton. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
Neio York: Harper A Brothers. —Lord Lytton, better known 
as Bubrer. always writes well, even in poetry. But we do not 
think that this, or any of his poems, is equal to his novels. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. j 

What the Newspapers Sat.— The newspaper editors, who I 
see all the magazines, and are the best judges, universally j 
pronounce “ Peterson's” to be the best and cheapest of the j 
lady's books. Says the We.nlsport (N. Y.) Sentinel, for ex- j 
ample:—“ Peterson's enjoys the reputation of being the best 1 
magazine of the kind in the country for the least money.” j 
The Chitmbersburg tPa.) Public Opinion, says:—“Peter- ! 
son’s is ahead of all competitors, yet only costs two dollars^ 
a year.” Says the Sparta (Wis.) Eagle:—“Its stories are 
the very host out.” Says the Cuba (N. J.) Patriot:—“Its 
fashion-plates are superb, and its reading matter first-class, 
alone worth the price of the book.” The Connsallis ^Oregon) 
Democrat says:—“Its articles on, and illustrations of, 
‘Every-Day Dresses,’ have rendered it indispensable to ladies, 
as its directions are so explicit as to euable them to make 
even ordinary dresses look handsome and stylish, without the 
expense of dress-makers. It is certainly the cheapest maga¬ 
zine published.” The Mount Carmel (111.) Democrat says:— 
“It is the best of all the ladies magazines in America.” 
Says the Seneca Falls (N. Y.) Courier:—“ Hie pioneer in this 
species of journalism: the best and the cheapest.” The New 
Philadelphia (0.) Advocate says:— 44 We do not see how any 
lady can do without this magazine.” Says the Danville 
(111.) Commercial:—“Contains more of interest than auy 
magazine we know of.” The Francisville (Ind.) Local 
Topic says:—“Meat emphatically our favorite.” The Front 
Royal (Va.) Sentinel says:—“At the top of the ladder.” 
Says the Milford (Pa.) HeraldOne of the best of its 
class, and decidedly the cheapest.” We could give hun¬ 
dreds of similar notices. We quote these few iu order that 
such of our old subscribers as take no other magazine, and 
have not the meaus of comparing “Peterson” with its co- 
temporaries, may know how much hotter and cheaper it is. 
We quote them, also, in order that persons soliciting clubs, 
may show to persons who have never takeu 44 Peterson,” 
that they cannot do as well with their money any where else. 

French, German, Spanish, Latin, and Italian Languages 
Without a Master. By A. H. Montieth, Esq.—The Ilobert- 
souiau method of learning the French, German, Spanish, 
Latin, and Italian Languages without the aid of a teacher, 
has, for the last tweuty years, been successfully tested 
throughout the whole Europeun continent; aud is, without 
a siugle exception, now used in teaching the modem lan¬ 
guages in all the educational institutions of England, 
France, uml, Germany. In London, Mr. Moutieth, the must 
celebrated teacher of languages iu the world, urranged and 
perfected this system; and his works on the Study of French, 
German, Spauish, Latin, and Italian Without a Master, 
contained in this volume, immediately obtained a sudden 
and extraordinary popularity. Auy person unacquainted 
with these languages, cau, with the aid of this volume, be 
enabled to read, write, and speak the language of either, 
without the aid of a teacher, or auy oral Instruction what¬ 
ever, provided they pay strict attention to the instructions 
laid down in the work, aud that nothing shall be passed 
over without u thorough investigation of the subject it in¬ 
volves; by doing which they will find themselves to be able 
to speak, read, or write either language at their will and 
pleasure. The whole is contained in Twenty-Seven E<i*y 
Lessons. The French is iu Six Easy Lessons, the Spanish 
is iu Four, German is in Six, Latiu is in Six, and the Italian 
is in Five Easy Lessons, or Twenty-Seven in all. This work 
is invaluable to any persou wishing to learn either or all 
of these languages, and is worth, to any one, one hundred 
times its cost. This work runs through several large edi¬ 
tions iu England every year; for uo persons have ever bought 
a copy of it, without recommending it to their friends. 
Everybody should possess themselves of a copy of it at once. 
It is published by T. II. Peterson k Brothers, 30G Clieatuut 


Street, Philadelphia, in one large duodecimo volume, bound 
in cloth, price Two Isollars, and for sale by all Booksellers, 
or copies will be sent to any oue by the publishers, post-paid, 
on receipt of price by them. 

Stzadilt Improving.— The-editor of the Norristown (Pa(. 
Defender says of this Magazine:—“ We worked on the first 
Issue of 4 Peterson,’ in ‘the day of small things,’ when it was 
printed on a hand-press. What a difference between then 
and now! From the start, this Magazine made giant stride* 
—achieving almost unprecedented success—steadily gaining 
In popular favor—until it has become firmly wedded to the 
affections of its countless patrons.” We can tell our old 
friend that it takes several power-presses to print this Maga¬ 
zine dow, and that wo expect, next year, to h ive au even 
greater circulation. Now and then, ladies, who have taken 
“Peterson,” try something else, but they invariably come 
back ; and maautime new subscribers pour in every year, 
swell our list, and enable us to do “ better and better," con- 
tin ually. 

We Give No Premiums to persons merely for subscribing 
to “Peterson.” The magazine is worth all wo ask for it, 
and oven more: we put all we can afford into the magazine, 
and do not keep a part back for premiums. What we give 
premiums for is to repay persons for getting up clubs. Sub¬ 
scribers, however, are allowed to buy our premiums, when 
they wish, at a reduced price: for instance, two dollar sub¬ 
scribers are given the premium for fifty cents extra, which 
is less than its cost. When a magazine, or newspaper, offers 
a premium engraving to every subscriber, it needs no arith¬ 
metic to demonstrate that the cost of the premium comes 
out of the magazine. In other words, the more premiums, 
the worse the magazine. 

Publishers and Manuscripts. —An English court has 
decided that contributions, voluntarily sent to a magazine 
or newspaper, cease to be the writer's property when they 
leave his or her hands, and that hence the editor or pub¬ 
lisher is not liable for them, whether they come to hand or 
not. This has always been the law. It is, iu fact, common 
sense. It would bo very hard, indeed, if an editor was to 
be held responsible for manuscripts, which he 1ms not soli¬ 
cited, und generally does not want. Wo have been notify¬ 
ing the public for Jyears, that we are not resjamsible for 
stories, poetry, etc., etc., sent to us. Writers, who wish to 
preserve their articles, must keep copies of them. 

Advertisements inserted in this Magazine at reasonable 
prices. “Peterson’s Magazine” is the best advertising me¬ 
dium in the United States; for it .os' the largest circulation 
of any monthly publication, and goes to every county, 
village, and cross-roads. Address Peterson’s Magazine, 306 
Chestnut street, Philadelphia. Pa. 

The Island of Diamonds. —A newspaper paragraph says, 
that “ information has come, by way of San Francisco, of 
the discovery of an island of diamonds, in the Pacific Ocean.” 
By a strange coincidence, this very island is the subject of a 
novelet, in 44 Petersou," for 1872. 

Catalogues of T. B. Peterson & Brothers’ publications, 
sent, gratis, on receipt of a letter requesting it. This firm 
has the most complete list of cheap, yet popular novels in 
the Uuited States. 

| HEALTH DEPARTMENT, 

t Consumption. —A physician, In large practice, says that 
| consumption was r*oro prevalent, the past summer, than far 
i many preceding years. He attributes it to some peculiar 
j condition of the atmosphere. He is confident, that, in the 
| early stages, with the adoption of judicious regimen, and 
[ suitable remedies, the disease, In a great man}' cases, can 
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be stayed, if not entirely eradicated from the system. He 
says: “At any rate, I have in my mind a number of indi¬ 
viduals who, many years ago, seemed to be decUodly on the 
road to consumption of the lungs, who now, to all appear¬ 
ances, are well and strong.” 

It is a pleasant duty to diffuse such encouraging views as 
these amoug a class too liable to yield to despondency, espe¬ 
cially iu seasons so debilitating aud depressing. With such, 
their continued comfort, usefulness, and even life itself, de¬ 
pends upou their cheerful aud \igilaut adoption of the re¬ 
quisite meanj The writer referred to recommends that 
flannel should be worn next the skiu in .summer, as well as 
in the winter. Damp, cool days, and the night uir should 
find them not only well protected, but usually within doors. 
Violent exercise, producing excessive perspiration and fa¬ 
tigue, should be avoided, and also sitting iu a draft of air 
wbeu the skin is warm aud moist. All drains upou the 
system should be avoided or corrected. No labor should be 
engaged iu producing excessive fatigue, although moderate 
exertion is an advantage. With regard to food, it should be 
of the best quality, and as hearty as the system relishes; and 
where this is the case, spirituous liquors can be dispensed 
with. Iu the first place, howevor, good medical advice 
should always be sought. 

The value of a cold, dry climate—like that of Minnesota 
and Colorado—to the actual or threatened consumptive, has 
received considerable public discussion of late. Anothor 
writer—evidently a medical expert—affirms that moist cli¬ 
mates are not, in general, those in which consumption is 
the mast prevalent. Most parts of Europe have a molster 
atmosphere than Massachusetts,and yet nowhere in Europe 
is pulmonary consumption so prevalent as in the Day State. 
Ho admits, however, that a damp soil, especially when ac¬ 
companied by excessive shade, has a powerful effect iu foster¬ 
ing the disease. With respect to the alleged tonic effect of 
cold, the writer holds that in cases where consumption re¬ 
sults from the natural delicacy of the individual, or where 
ho lias already been reduced by disease to a seriously debili¬ 
tated condition, any transition to a colder clime but smothers 
tho little fuel of vitality that is left in him. Iu other cases, 
however, where tho vitality has only been lessened through 
accidental causes, so that it is not quite adequate to resist 
the approaches of disease, a change to a colder and more 
bracing climate will often prove beneficial, particularly if 
accompanied by stimulating changes of scene and society. 
The question, then, is a practical one, to be determined by 
itself in every iustance, aud not to be settled by sweeping 
general rules. 


HOME DEPARTMENT. 

Over-Educating Children. —A cotemporary says:—“There 
is a story of a young lady, a recent graduate of a school for 
girls, who had ‘ worn the badge of the legion of honor, one of 
the rewards of the school,) for four years in succession, the 
first time such a distinction had been achieved in twenTy 
years, aud which requires that the student shall not have 
missed a day. nor an hour, nor a lesson, nor in any way re¬ 
ceived a black mark during the entire year.’ This is painful. 
The amount of self-control necessary to have been abso¬ 
lutely pe/fect in department for four years is simply enorm¬ 
ous. Much of the vitality and spirit which make perpetual 
youth the one thing to be desired: much of the grnce and 
archness, and abandon of nature, must have been mercilessly 
suppressed. It was the same kind of management of self 
as that to which the true nun subjects herself. We are 
heartily glad this is the first case in twenty years, and trust 
that it will be the last one for a hundred years. Parents 
are largely responsible for such an occurrence as this, but 
they are foolishly and cruelly Ambitious for their children. 
These rewards of merit are not lutended to produce such 


results. They Are simply intended os a help toward the 
government of the school by developing a generous rivalry 
iu the matter of behavior. It is uot expected that they will 
substitute for human nature a monastic uniformity or 
perfection, as they seem to have done in the present 
instance.” 

This, however, is only one of the ways in which parents 
aud teachers err. As a rule, the tasks given to girls, espe¬ 
cially girls between twelve and seventeen, are too severe. 
The brain, in consequence, is over-tasked, and over-tasked 
just at that period of life when the strain does most harm. 
Parents forget thAt if the physical Bystem breaks down,and 
the daughter becomes a tenant of the invalid's sofa, accom¬ 
plishments go for nothing. There are tens of thousands of 
sufferiug women now iu this laud, who owe their ill-health 
entirely to the “ forcing system” adopted with them at 
school. We are aware that exercise and recreation is in¬ 
sisted on a good deal more than it was formerly. But there 
is still too much brain-work imposed on growing girls. In 
the public schools of Philadelphia, excellent as they are in 
all other respects, the tasks are entirely too severe, and as 
a consequence, scores of girls are annually broken down in 
health aud spirits. Nor is anything gained, even Intellec¬ 
tually, by such “forcing.” It Is far better to take more 
time to learn, and retain health, than to crush the poor 
scholar forever by sowing the seeds of neuralgia etc., etc. 
A physician remarked to us, tho other day, that American 
women were fast getting to be only “ bundles of nerves 
and he added, “ it is not the climate that is doing the mis¬ 
chief, is is over-tasking tho brain at school.” Exercise in 
the open air, and judicious recreation, will do more to make 
agreeable, handsome, healthy, aud oven intelligent women, 
than too much iu-door study. 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

45F* Every receipt in this Oxtk-Book has been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

MISCELLANEOUS TABLE RECKIPT8. 

Italian Chicken Salad. —Make a dressing in the propor¬ 
tion of the yolks of three hard-boiled eggs, mashed or 
pounded fine, a salt-spoonful of salt, and the same quantity of 
mustard and Cayenne, and a salt-spoonful of powdered white 
sugar, four tablespoonfuls of salid-oil, and two tablespoonfuls 
of vinegar (tarragon vinegar would be best.) Simmer this 
dressing over the fire, but do not let it come to a boil. Stir 
it all tbe time. Take a sufficiency of tho white meat of cold 
fowls, and pull or cut it into flakes. Pile it iu the middle 
of a dish, and pour the salad dressing over it. Have ready 
two fine fresh lettuces that have been laid in cold wuter. 
Strip off the outside leaves; cut up the best part of the lettuce, 
and arrange it evenly in a ridge, or circulur heap all round 
tho pile of chicken in the center. On tho top of the ridge of 
lettuce, place the whites or the eggs, cut into rings, and laid 
round so as to form a chain. Of course, a portion of the 
lettuce is to be helped with the chicken. 

To Preserve Currants , for Winter Use, in Dot ties. —The 
fruit must bs gathered in a perfectly dry state ; each bunch 
\ being held over a wide-mouthed »>ottle, the currants should 
■ be carefully cut off singly, as near to the fruit as possible 
| without breaking it, and allowed to drop gently into the 
< bottle, so as to avoid bruising it, as no bruised or moist fruit 
| must be used. When the bottles are quite filled, cork them 
' tightly with well-fitting corks, und resin them down; they 
j should be buried in a hole in the garden, with the necks 
j downward, and covered with earth about a foot and a half 
\ deep, «r if they can be buried in a cellur it will answer as 
j well; but they must be thoroughly protected from 
\ light and air. In very severe weather it is well to cover the 
j place with straw or ashes, about a foot in depth. No sugar 
j or boiling is required. Raspberries cannot be preserved in 
j the same way, but sherries and damsons answer well. 
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How to Mix Mustard. —Mustard should be mixed with 
water that has been boiled and allowed to cool; hot water 
destroys its essential properties, and raw cold water might 
cause it to ferment. Put the mustard iu a cup, with a small 
pinch of salt, and mix with it, very gradually, sufficient 
boiled water to make it drop from the spoon without being 
watery. Stir and mix well, and rub the lumps well down 
with the back of n spoon, as mustard properly mixed should 
be perfectly free from these. The mustard-pot shouid not 
be more than half full, or rather less, if it would not be 
used for a day or two, as the mustard is so much better when 
fresh made. 

Fried Oysters. —Take large oysters, cut eff the beards, dry 
them in a cloth;.beat the yolks of three eggs with a little 
cream, stir in some grated bread, dip the oysters in the mix¬ 
ture, and fry them light brown, in plenty of lard or suet, 
boiling. Do not turn them. Serve hot. 

To Preserve Lemons for Use, —Put them iu a jar of cold 
water, and change the water every week. 

soups, etc. 

Veal-Soup. —Take a knuckle of veal, put it in a pot with 
four quarts of water, and add a teaspoonful of suit to each 
quart. Pare and slice three onions, four turnips, two car¬ 
rots, a bunch of sweet herbs, and a small portion of celery. 
Let the veal boil one hour, then add the above vegetables. 
When they are tender, strain the soup. Put it in the pot 
they were boiled in, thicken the soup with some flour mixed ! 
smoothly with a little water, and add a little parsley finely ; 
chopped. Make some dumplings of a teaspoouful of butter, ! 
to two of flour, and milk or wuter enough to make a very j 
soft dough. Drop them into the boiling soup. They should | 
be about us large as a hickory-nut, when they are put in. ! 
If noodles are preferred, they may be put in and boiled ten* j 
minutes. Dish the meat with the vegetables around it. | 
Drawn butter may be served with It, or auy other moat sauce. J 

Ppper-Pt. —To four quarts of water put one pound of j 
corned pork, two pounds of the neck or scrag of mutton and 
a small knuckle of veal. Let this simmer slowly for three 
hours, skimming all the while, and then take out tho mutton 
(as that will serve for a dish for table, with drawn butter 
and celery.) Into this broth put four sliced white turnips— 
if in season, six or eight tomatoes—if not, a tablespoonful of 
the tomato catchup, an onion, sliced thinly, a small piece of 
the garden-pepper, and half a teaspoonful of salt. Have 
ready boiled a quarter of a pound of nice white tripe; cut 
this into strips of an inch in length; add six potatoes thinly 
sliced, about a dozen whole cloves, and a pint bowl full of 
nice little light dumplings the size of a walnut; let this 
simmer slowly for an hour. 8erve hot, but take out the 
pork and veal-bone before serving. 

MEATS Aim POULTRY. 

Cold Boiled Beef. —Melt about three ounces of butter over 
a slow fire into a tablespoouful of flour, and when they have 
simmered a little, add some chopped onion and a dessert¬ 
spoonful of shred parsley; when the whole is browned, 
season with pepper, and add half or three-quarters of a 
pint of good stack or gravy. Mince the beef finely, pot it in 
with th* 1 rost, aud let it heat gradually; when nearly boil¬ 
ing, thicken with a small tablespoonful of corn-flour, and 
just before serving add a taMosponnful of catchup. Tho 
next is a Dutch dish, called Bahonchee .”—Shred some 
onions very fine, and fry them in butter of a nice brown. 
Mince soino of tho beef very finely, ndd to it a tablospoonfnl 
of curry powder, and mix with the onions and sufficient 
good stock to m ike it al>out the consistency of thick bread 
sauce. Put all together in a sauce-pan, and let it simmer 
gently for ten or fifteen minutes. Fill some small pudding- 
cups with the mixture, grating some fine bread-crumbs over 
the top of each, set them in the oven, and lot them remain 
from ten minutes to a quarter of an hour. The Conti¬ 


nental way of using this is the best—that is, treating it as if 
it were a salad, i. e., chopping in small pieces and mixing 
with mustard, pepper, salt, a little vinegar, and twice as 
much oil. 

Galantine, of Veal. — Take a breast of veal bone, and flatten 
it well; sprinkle salt, pepper, Cayenne, and pounded spice 
over it; lay the inside uppermost, trim it neatly, brush it 
over with egg beaten, sprinkle it with sweet herbs, choppo£ 
fine ; then place iu alternate rows gherkins, beans, liam fat, 
green and yellow egg balls, calf's feet or cow-heels, ready 
dressed, and sprinkle the whole over with isinglass. Roll it up 
tightly, aud sew it up with pack thread all over; then en- 
velop it in a napkin, tie it tight at each end, sew it up, and 
boii it three hours and a half in the stock-pot; take it out, 
and hang it up to drain. Then tie up tight at both endfe^ 
and press P between dishes or boards, with heavy weights 
on it till the next day* 

Capilotade de Volatile. — Entree. —This dish is made of the 
remains of poultry. A little butter is melted and mixed 
with flour, salt, pepper, herbs, aud mushrooms which have 
been scalded, and cut up small. When this begins to turn 
yellow, a mixture of equal parts of white wiue and gravy 
stock is poured in. After it has boiled for twenty minute*) 
the pieces of any sort of roast poultry, having been nicely 
cut, are put into the sunce. It is left over the fire for a 
quarter of an hour, and served.— Another: Take poultry 
which has been dressed for the day before, and cut it up. 
Put it into a stew-pan with a thickening of butter and flour. 
Add half a glass of stock. Let it simmer. Before serving 
put in gherkius cut in slices. 

DESSERTS. 

Puddings without Eggs.—Apple and Sago Pudding .— 
Wash a teacupful of the large sago, and leave it in a Wat a 
pint of cold water for an hour or more; then well butter a 
pie-dish, And put a layer of sliced apples at the bottom, with 
lemon-peel, grated *nntmeg or cloves, according to taste. 
Pour ofT the water from the sago, and spread tho sago on the 
apples; put another lnyer of apples, flavored as before, on 
I the top; cover the pudding with an old dish, and bake in a 
[ moderate oven. An hour or less will bake it. Take it out, 
l and stir in a piece of butter and two tablespoonfuls of moist 
| sugar, avd p*t it back into tho oven for ten minutes. The 
! apples should be good cooking apples; three of moderate 
[ size will be sufficient for a teacnpfnl of sago. Another 
! variety of this pudding is to pour it into a mould, after it 
j has been sweetened; turn it out the next day, and serve it 
! with thick cream. Make with gooseberries instead of ap- 
| pies; and eaten in this way it is delicious. Baked Rios 
| Pudding: Put two tablespoonfuls of the best rice in a pie- 
| dish ; wash it wetl; mix rather less than two tablespoon¬ 
fuls of sitgsr with It. Pour on a pint of raw milk, and hake 
very slowly for two hours. A few sharings of butter laid 
on the top of the milk, or a small quantity of finely minced 
beef suet, will help to keep the milk from burning; but tho 
oven should never be hot enough for this. Rice boiled in 
milk, sweetened, poured into a mould, and eaten cold with 
jam is very good ; and tapioca, after having been soaked In 
water for some time, may be boiled in milk (which has been 
flavored with lemon-peel) till perfectly tender, sweetened, 
poured into a mould, and tnrned out when cold. It should 
be made very stiff, if it h to retain its shape. This is very 
nourishing, and much nicer to many tastes than tapioca 
pudding made with eggs. Always use good milk, n«ver 
skimmed milk, if ycu would have pudding nourishing And 
digestible. 

Sweet Paste. —This is suitable to fruit-tarts generally, ap¬ 
ples excepted, for which we recommend a puff-paste. To 
three-quarters of a pound of butter put half a pound of 
flour, three to four ounces sifted loaf-sugar, the yolks of two 
eggs, and half a pint of now milk. Bake it in a moderate 
even. 
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A Cheap family Pudding. —One pound of flour, one 
pound of suet, chopped fine, three-quarters of a pouud of 
molasses or sugur, one pouud of carrots and potatoes, well 
boiled and mashed together, half a pouud of raisins, three- 
quarters of a pound of bread-crumbs; spice, flavoring, and 
peel optional. Mix the whole together with a little water 
it must not be too stiff, and certainly not too moist. Rub a 
basin well with dripping, and boil for eight hours. 

To Make a lien's Nest. —Get five small eggs, make a hole 
at one end, and empty the shells; All them with bluue 
mange; when stiff and cold, take off the shells; pare the 
yollow rind very thin firom six lemons, boil them in water 
till tender; then cut them in thiu strips to resemble straw, 
and preserve them with sugar; All a small, deep dish half 
full Of nice jelly; when it is set, put the straw on in form of 
a nest, and lay the eggs in it. 

A German Sweet Dish. —Boil some Spanish chestnuts 
until they are soft euougli to be crushed with a spoon, and 
passed though a sieve. Beat up the whites of six or eight 
eggs into a froth, with half a pound of lump-sugar that has 
been grated on the rind of a lemon. Pile up the chestnuts 
while warm in a dish, and cover them thickly with the 
whip just before serving them. 

German Flummery —Half a pint of milk, two ounces 
Oswego corn-flour, two ounces of sugar; boil together till 
moderately thickened; add a few drops of essence of vanilla 
or lemon, and mix with the whites of four eggs, beaten to 
a light suow; turn the whole into a wet jelly-mould, set to 
get Arm in a cool place, and serve wish any fruit syrup or 
boiled custard-sauce. 

Almond Custard Cake. —Four eggs, separated, four table¬ 
spoonfuls of white sugar, ono pouud of almonds, blanched 
and cut fine, one pint ef sour cream; flavor with extract of 
vanilla; put in the whites of the eggs last. Mix as thick as 
sponge-cake batter, and put between layera of cake as for 
jelly-cake. 

Easy-Made Pudding. —Take half a pound each of currants, 
flour, and chopped beef suet, four ounces of molasses, and a 
breakfast-cupful of milk; add a little spice; mix well to¬ 
gether, and boil it in a cloth or basin for four hours. 

Wee Pudding. —Quarter of a pound of flour, quarter of a 
pound of butter, quarter of a pound of sugar, two eggs, rind 
of a lemon; beat for twenty minutes, half fill teacups, and 
bake for tweuty minutes. 

Eve's Pudding. —Six eggs, six apples, six ounces bread¬ 
crumbs, four ounces of sugar, a little salt, six ounces of cur¬ 
rants, a nutmeg. Threo hours will boil it. 

CAKK8, ETC. 

Queen Cake. —Wash a pound of butter in a little orange- 
flower water, and beat it to a cream with a woodeu spoon; 
add to it a pound of finely-powdered loaf-sugar, and mix iu 
hy degrees eight eggs, well beaten. A pound of flour, dried 
aud sifted, three-quarters of a pouud of currants, a little 
nutmeg, and two ounces of bitter almouds, pounded, must 
then be stirred in, adding, last of all, a wineglassful of 
brandy. Beat the whole well together for an hour, and bake 
iu small buttered tins in a brisk oven. Another. —One pouud 
of flour, one pound of sugar, one pouud of currants, one 
pound of butter. Bent the butter till soft, add sugar and 
flour gradually. Break in six eggs, one by oue, beating the 
mixture ail the time. Bake about fifteen minutes iu a hot 
oven, at the end of a baking. 

Plain Cake. —Mix into two pounds of flour half a pound 
of sugar, a ouarter of a pound of allspice, and a spoonful of 
ground ginger; warm half a pint of new milk, melt it in a 
pound of fresh butter; odd a quarter of a pint of new yeast; 
work these into a flour; add enough carm way seeds; let the 
dough stand in a warm place to rise; then bake it for an 
hour aud a half. Observe that seme kinds of flour require 
more liquid to wet them than others, so an additional quan¬ 
tity of milk may be used if considered needful. 


Irish Fudges .—Melt one ounce of butter in a pint of boil¬ 
ing water, and pour it on two and a half pounds of wheat 
meal; mix it well together and knead it into a stiff dough. 
Make the cakes an inch thick, any size or shape you please, 
but they are guaerally of a triaugular form, and bake them 
on a bakestone. 

Emperor's Cake .—Beat four eggs with half a pound of 
sifted sugar till quite smooth. Cut a half pound of shelled 
almouds iu pieces, but do not pound them; mix them with 
the eggs and sugar, and as much flour as will form a dough. 
Roll ou; the dough about the eighth of an inch thick, cut it 
in cokes, and bake on tins in a modorate oven. 

Cup Cake .—Three cups of flour, two of sugar, ono of butter, 
one-third of a enp of cream, five eggs, well beaten, two tea¬ 
spoonfuls of cream of tartar, an.-! one of soda, dissolved sepa¬ 
rately. Mix all well together, and bake in a moderate oven. 


FASHIONS FOR NOVEMBER. 

Fio. 1 . — Walking-Dress op Dove-Gray Popljx. —The skirt 
has one deep plaited flounce, headed by a band of fox-fur; 
above this is a wide, full puffing of the poplin, then another 
band of fur, and then a narrow plaited trimming, which 
stands up. The basque has long, square pelerine tal* in 
front, which reach to the top of the trimming ou the skirt, 
and is finished with a row of fur. Gray felt hat, with 
pink plumes. 

Fio. ii.—House-Drf.8S op Blue Silk. —Tho lower-skirt 
is trimmed with one scaut, deep flounce, headed by a band 
of black velvet, with u narrow, standing-up trimming of the 
silk; the upper-skirt is puffed at the back, and lias a trim¬ 
ming of a narrow flounce aud velvet. The waist has a 
basque, short in front and at the back, but deep on the 
hips, is trimmed like the Rkirts, and has a large bow of 
block velvet behind, with wide cuds of velvet coming from 
beneath the basque. Long sleeves, half wide, trimmed to 
correspond with tho skirt. 

Fio. m.—E vening-Dress op Dun-Colored Cloth.— The 
skirt is quite plain, except a fold down tho front, edged on 
either side with gimp of the same color, uud trimmed with 
large, flat buttons. The plain basque fastens on one side, Is 
belted around the waist, aud is trimmed with buttons. Close 
coat-sleeves, with cuffs. Black felt hat, with a black wing, 
and a black lace veil from the back, which fastens In 
front. 

Fio. it.—Walking-Dress of Green Cashmere.— The un der 
skirt is edged with a narrow plaiting of the cashmere, headed 
by a row of black velvet; the upper-skirt, which is not long, 
is open at tho back, and falls rather full behind. Small, 
square-cut basque, short at the back, and from beneath it 
falls a bow and ends of thick, black ribbon. Block velvet 
hat, trimmed with black ribbon. 

Fig. v.—-Carriage-Dress op Rich Black Silk, made quite 
plain. Sacque of purple velvet, trimmed with Hudson Day 
sable. This sacque has no sleeves, and is made with folds, 
to fall loose from just below the neck; it is looped up in the 
back, and is trimmed with velvet bows. Bonnet of purple 
velvet, with long, block plumes. 

Fio. vi. — Walking-Dress op Chestnut-Brown Poplin, 
with an Over-Dress of much Lighter Brown.—T he under¬ 
skirt is trimmed with rows of quilled silk ; the upper dress 
of lighter brown, is trimmed with two rows of the darker 
shade of silk; It is looped high up on the hips, and cut open 
part way up the back, where it Is fastened up with a dark- 
brown bow and ends. The close basque of tho lighter brown 
poplin is trimmed like the npper-sklrt. 

Fio. vii.—House or Carriage-Dress of Gray-Colored 
Stlk and Cashmere.—T he nnder-ekirt is of steel-gray silk, 
brimmed with a narrow ruffle of the same at the bottom, and 
a small quilling about.a quarter of a yard above it. Tho 
upper-skirt is of dove-gray cashmere, and, when let down. 
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hangs something like a short court train; it is finished all 
around with a quilling of silk the color of the upper-skirt, 
and is looped back under a puff, with a wide bow and ends 
of the steel-gray ribbon. The deep basque of cashmere is 
trimmed like the upper-skirt. 

Fios. tiii. and ix.—A Water-Proof Cloak, just the thing 
for this season of the year, and exceedingly lady-like. The 
material is dark-gray water-proof cloth. The cloak falls 
straight at the book and front, and is buttoned from top to 
bottom. It is ornamented with a hood forming two points, 
and then a third point below the two. A fancy knot, in 
gimp, and two tassels, occupy the center of the two points, 
and the hood is borderod witV. a wide worsted braid. Wido 
sleeves open to the small of thoarm; close-fitting under¬ 
sleeves, and both bordered with braid. Pockets rounded at 
the bottom, and bound with braid at the top. 

Fios. x. and xi. —A Cloth Paletot, that falls siraight in 
front, but fits the figure at the back. The basque is open 
at the sides and in the center of the bock as far as the waist. ; 
The sleeve is also left open to the elbow, the opening ter- J 
minating with a faille butterfly bow; a silk tassel-fringe, ] 
with a gimp heading, edges tho paletot; a bow at the back j 
of the waist, aud silk cord and buttons in front. 

Generil Remarks. —The now fall colors are charming, 
they aro so rich, but so subdued. Tho olive greens, plum 
colors, clarets, and blues of our grandmothers’ days are now 
In the highest favor. An over-dress of cashmere of any of 
these colors, or of gray with a petticoat of silk of tho same 
shade makes a most cxqnisite costume. Soft woolen plaids 
are also favorites, not tho gay clan tartans, which are now 
usually reserved for children, but materials of tho colors 
already mentioned, as the base,'with plaids of the snmo 
colors, but of a lighter shade on them. Violets, browns, 
and black, with colored lines, are all popular. 

Merlnoos de laine, and nearly all tho woolen goods which 
come under various names, are of the colors already men¬ 
tioned. though, for those who prefer them, the brighter 
sliades sf greon, blue, rod, violet, etc., can be easily procured. 

Silks come in all their now colors, as well as in the softest, 
most dolicate tints for evening wear; the apricots, blues, 
pinks, and greens are exceedingly light, and so softly tinted, 
that some do not like them, as having a faded look. Chintz 
patterns are also seen in silks, tho prettiest being composed 
of the blue corn-flower with tho field-poppy mixed with 
wheat ears. These silks aro «nly suitable for evening-dresses, 
as they aro on white or pearl-colored grounds, and are worn 
over pearl-colored or blue silk petticoats, a good deal puffed 
up. Thus it is seen that we are returning to the dresses of a 
century ago. And with these dresses, which are made open 
on tho bust, either square or heart-shaped lace, tulle, or very 
thin muslin must be worn, such as tho dames of the ancient 
regime wore; and it must be confessed that nothing is more 
becoming to a lady than tho bouffant folds of their dainty 
fichus. 

Of all the fashions, that of tho plain high waist is one of 
those which has existed the longest, and it is quite a boon 
to see a change in the c*rsage, and to study the various 
shapes of tho open bodice, square, oval, en caeur, or what not* 
with which such a variety of delicate and coquettish laces' 
etc., can we worn. 

The old-fashioned tight-fitting (aequo, which was so po¬ 
pular in Marie Antoinette’s time, and which is now called a 
Polonaise, Oabrielle^ etc., is exceedingly popular for an 
over-dress. The body and skirt is cut in one, and the hitter 
is a good deal puffed up over a colored petticoat. This style 
of drees is wonderfully becoming to the figure. 

8xall Traveling Cloaks, made of gray twilled cloth, 
and trimmed with a cross-bond of plain gray faille , and 
with a black and white fringe, are considered very lady¬ 
like, and in the best taste. Only one shapo is accepted for 
these clonks; it is a double pelerine, but which is not long 
a&atho back; tho second pelerine simulates the sleeves 


and a cross-band of faille is carried down each side of the 
seam at the back. These cloaks are also made oi black 
braided cashmere, trimmed with feather-fringe for a more 
dressy occasion, and in small checked poplin for quite youug 
ladies. 

Some of the new fichus, or capes, are very jaunty; one is 
made either in thin, clear muslin, or in Organdy, and trim¬ 
med with gathered lace. This fichu is a large square, folded 
in two, aud tied at the back. 

The Camargo fichu is much more original. It is made of 
China crepe of a bright color, such as cerise, China blue, pink, 
violet, or iris, and is always worn with a dreas of a different 
color. It is very open in front and a little low at the back, 
where it is round, and also round on the shoulders, but 
fastens in front with two small, fiat rosettes. It is edged 
either with Valenciennes or fine Mechlin; the pallets are 
edged with lace; aud where it fastens, which is on the left 
side, there is a bright flower. 

There aro several new forms of collars and cuffs. Tho 
Condo collarette, for instance, has been designed expressly 
to accompany the Louis XIII. style of dresses, which are 
always new more or less in vogue. The collarette is of 
white muslin, encrusted and edged with Valenciennes lace. 
It is in flat folds, and fastens in front with two rows cf 
flat rosettes: 

Wrappings of the new colored cashmere will bo much 
worn till very cold woathor sfcts in, then very heaTy cloths 
and velvets will be found the most comfortable. Those who 
have full purses or much time, will probably have tho 
jackets, from whatever material, covered with either silk 
embroidery, or flue round braiding, for this style will be 
much worn. Tho shapes of all outer garments are very 
numerous, but nearly all are partially tight-fitting, of what¬ 
ever style, except the donble circulars, which are not be¬ 
coming t» all figures; In fact, a lady ought to be quite tall 
nud slight to look well in one, especially if it has to be 
wadded. The polonaise Will most likely bo the favorite 
form, os it is so universally becoming; and this will look 
especially well in velvet. 

Some of the sacqu** are rather loose In fVont, but tigly- 
P.tting at the back, and some have loag pelisse ends in front, 
and ore only moderately long behind. 

Bonnets are gradually growing longer, bnt the shape 
does not vary much from the styles of the last season. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fig. 1.—Dress of Gray Cashmere for a Littui Girl.— 
The skirt is trimmed with three bands of garnet-colored 
velvet; sacqno of garnet-c*lored cashmere, made with a 
hood and loose sleeves, aqd braided with gamet-oolored 
braid. Gray felt hat, with garnet-colored feathers. 

Fig. n.—C hild’s Dress of Fleecy-Lined Pique.—T he 
sacqne, of tho same material, is cut half-tight, and is trim¬ 
med with English embroidery. 

Fig. m.— Represents the Front of the Child’s Dress, 
Fig. 11., and shows a band of tho embroidery on the front of 
the skirt. 

Fig. it.—Dot’s Suit of Dark -0 ray Kerstmere.— The 
trousers fasten below tho knee, and are trimmed with black 
alpaca braid. The blouse is braided in front, and confined 
by a belt around the waist. Gray felt hat with a heron's 
plume. 

Fig. v.—Out-Door Dress of Dark-Blue Serge for a 
Young Girl. —The petticoat is of bine alpaca, with a plaited 
flounce. The serge over-dress is looped up with buttons. 
The hood-like looking cape, tho sleeves, and bottom of the 
dress is trimmed with a bios band of gray alpaca, striped in 
a diamond pattern, with blue alpaca braid; a dark-blue 
fringe e4gcs the cape and sleeves. Gray felt hat, trimmed 
jwith blue ribbon. 
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SEle^t-'^oRS 


JF THE CHOICEST FRUITS AND SPICES 


■■foLr v^V *y 


FAMILIES WHO SEEK 4 THE BEST ’SHOULD USE 


THE BEAVER BRAND 


In the world is Lyon’s Celebrated Kathairon. It has been 
tested for over 20 years,and is constantly growing in favor. 
It not only beautifies the hair, but causes it to grow lux¬ 
uriantly, and prevents it from falling out and tnrniug gray. 


^SEAWKlfAHR 

SILK FINISHED 

PURE BLACK MOHAIRS. 

The^e (-OODS aro finished alike on both sides, and are 
distinguished for their silky appearance, brilliant lustre, 
and pure shade of fast Black. Being made of the very 
finest material, they positively excel all other Mohairs 
ever sold in the United States. 

These splendid Good* are sold by most of the leading 
Itetail Dry (foods Merchants in all the leading cities 
and towns throughout nil the States. 

Purchasers will know these floods, as a ticket 
Is attached fo each piece hearing a picture of the 
Beaver, precisely like the above. 

PEAKE, OPDYCKE & CO., 
427 &. 429 Broadway, New York. 
Sole Importers of this Brand far the United States. 


WARRANTED PERFECTLY SAFE. IS 
USED IN OVER 130.000 FAMILIES. 
OIL HOUSE OF ClfiAS. PRATT, 
Established 1770. 108 Fulton St., N. 1 


It haw the delicate ami refreshing 
^ fragrance of genuine Farina 
Ij.^ Cologne Water, and is 

f <jQA 7*r?, — Indispensable to 


ESTB. 


ENOCH 

MORGAN’S 

SONS’ 


For General Household Purposes, 


Cleans windows, scours knives and table ware, removes stains and rnst, and is the very beat thing evor used for general 
house cleaning. For sale by all good Grocery and Drug Stores. Wholesale, 211 Washington Street, N. Y. 


for First-class Piano. Sent on trial. No Agents 
Address, U. S. PI A NO CO., 045 Broadway, N. Y 


MANSARD 


This new and elegant style of the UAI>I> PATENT 
STIFFENER GOLDWATCH CASE for Amer¬ 
ican moi'emen/r, recently invented by us, is now in market , 
and for sale by Jewelers and Watchmakers generally , from 
whom, may also be procured our regular {or dome') and fat- 
fcetW styles in Ladies' and Gentlemen's sizes. Descriptive 
circulars sent on application, 

J. A. BROWN & CO., 

11 Maiden Lane, N. Y. 


EGA R—how made—of Cider, Wine, or Sorgo, in 10 


F. SAGE, Cromwell, Conn, 


18 A PURE 


with tho Geern Tea Flavor. War¬ 
ranted to suit all tastes. Fbr sale 
everywhere. And for sale wholesale 
only by the G roat Atlantic & Paci¬ 
fic Tea Co., 8 Church St., New York, 
P.O.Box 6500. Send for Thea-Ncctar 
Circular. 


WOODWARD’S 

NATIONAL 


GLYCERINE CAKE 


Kawolle’s Toilet Glycerine Cake is unequaled for Wash¬ 
ing, Shaving, Shampooing, Tooth Soup and Baby Wash: 
produces a clear, soft, white skin, and prevents pimples ana 
chapping. Warranted over one-half pure Glycerine. For 
sale by dmggists. Marx & Rawolle, Manufacturers of 
Glycerine, 179 William Street, New York. 


RIMMEL’S PERFUMERY 

PARIS, LONDON AND BRUSSELS, 

SOLD BY ALL LRUGGISTS. 


ORIENTAL ASPERSOR 


for sprinkling PERFUMES on the hand¬ 
kerchief in apartments, sickrooms, 
Ac., Ac. 

Special Representatives for the 
United States. 

EDWARDES & RUSSELL, 

No, 38 Vesey Street, New York; 


STH 1 H A FARNSAM’S 

Bur JL JH.HJ.JuL Permanent Cure for 

^ ASTHMA 


thc AST HMA. 

Relief guaranteed in live mlnntes, by Inhala¬ 
tion. Flas hkrhest testimonials from the’medical 
proflpwlnn. Price $2 per box Sent by mail, post¬ 
age prepaid, on receipt of price. 

WM. H. FARXHAM A CO., 210 Broadway, N. Y. 
*3- Sold by all Druggists. P. O. Box 2842. 
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THOMSOIT'S 

WORLD-RENOWNED PATENT 


GLOVE-FITTING CORSET 


If von -want the most satisfactory , best fitting, and the Cheapest Corset, for its real 
value, that you have ever worn, buy 
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OUT IN THE STORM. 

B Y FRANK LIS BENEDICT. 


I. 

She stood with the open letter in her hand, : 
trembling and ashen-pale, and at last had to 
clutch at the nearest chair to keep herself from 
falling. 

“It is all over!” she cried, after awhile, put¬ 
ting her hand to her forehead with a dazed 
look; “all over! all over! and yet, oh! how I 
loved* him!” 

The match between Lydia Trentham and 
Leonard Drake had been a runaway one. Her 
family was richer than his, and ambitious that 
she should make a great alliance, for she was 
beautiful and accomplished, and had such a 
charming manner that everybody raved about 
her. When, therefore, she fell in love with 
Leonard Drake* who had but a comparatively 
small competence, and no business knowledge 
whatever, her father angrily bade her to dis- j 
miss such a lover forever from her thoughts, j 
But with Lydia, as with most romantic girls, 
this stern decree acted only ns an additional : 
incentive. She thought her father unjust, and 
went on loving Drake more than ever. Finally 
she eloped. From that day her parents looked 
on her as on the dead. “She has made her 
bed, let her lie in it,” said her father, savagely. 

The young couple ^vent to Europe, very soon, 
from motives of economy, for if" you hide in 
some obscure town abroad, you can live very 
much cheaper than if you stay in America. 
For five years they migrated from one cheap, 
second-rate capital to another. Notwithstand¬ 
ing their narrow means they were happy. We 
say happy; but there had been one cloud on 
the happiness of the wife. She had come to her 
husband penniless, when he had a right to 
expect a fortune: and she feared that, some 
day, he might regret his choice. All at onoe, ! 
like a thunderbolt ont of a clear s^v came the 
crushing blow which destroyev. jtr happiness 1 
in one hour. \ 

In his bachelor days, and before he met v 
Vol LX.—27 


Lydia Trentham, Leonard Drake's name had 
been associated with a beautiful girl, who had 
afterward married a Mr. Dorsheiracr, an old 
millionaire. People said she had never loved 
him, but that her heart had been given to 
Leonard Drake; that Leonard had really loved 
her, and that Miss Bentley had only taken the 
millionaire, “because,” as she said, “Leonard 
and herself were too poor to marry.” 

Lydia, a*t the time, hearing these things, had 
not been without jealousy ; but the entire devo¬ 
tion of Leonard had, in the end, satisfied her; 
and for years she had forgotten even the exist¬ 
ence of Mrs. Dorsheimer. 

Suddenly Mrs. Dorsheimer had appeared at 
Lausanne, where the Drakes were residing 
temporarily. Here she had renewed her ac¬ 
quaintance with Leonard. Lydia remembered 
well how embarrassed both had seemed at the 
unexpected meeting. Mrs. Dorsheimer was a 
widow now; notes began to pass between her 
and Lydia’s husband: and twice the wife had. 
detected them walking together in the dusk of 
the evening. What wonder that the old stories 
recurred to Mrs. Drake; that her long-forgotten 
jealousy revived; and that as, day by day, the 
intimacy seemed to grow stronger, and her hus¬ 
band’s manner toward herself to change to re¬ 
serve, she felt her life shipwrecked forever! 
For weeks she had struggled against convic¬ 
tion, hoping, toward the last, against hope, 
until this day, when going into the study to 
look for a book, while the servant was absent, 
she had found a torn and crumpled letter, hid¬ 
den between the pages of that very book, the 
first words of which drove her almost insane. 
She remembered now that she had surprised 
her husband, that morning, reading a letter, 
which, to her astonishment, he had shuffled into 
an open volume before him; but she had not 
noticed what book it was; and it was by acci¬ 
dent only that she now discovered it.‘ 

It was but the part of a letter, however, that 
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ehe found. The paper had evidently been torn 
into several pieces, and only a portion had been 
thrust into the book, as if, so she reasoned 
now, lier husband’s agitation had deprived him, 
for the moment, of his self-control. Under any 
other circumstances, a paper belonging to Leon¬ 
ard would have been sacred to her; but when 
she saw the first significant words, “we must 
keep the secret,” and read Mrs. Dorsheimer’s 
signature at the end, she felt that scruples 
would be folly ; she owed it to her own happi¬ 
ness, she owed it to the cause of truth, she 
said to herself, to read it to the end. 

She did read. Much was lost, all was more 
or less incoherent, but enough remained to 
convince the tortured wife that everything was 
over for her, in the way of happiness, in this 
world. 

She remained there for nearly half an hour, 
dazed, crushed, not knowing as yet what to do. 
The door opened, at last, and old Dorcas came 
in. Old Dorcas had been Lydia’s nurse, and 
had followed her after her marriage: the only 
one, poor or rich, that had stuck to her fallen 
fortunes. She started back on seeing the ashy 
face of her mistress. 

“What is it?” said Lydia, rousing herself. 

“ A note from master,” was the reply. “ But, 
deary me! are you siqk, Miss Lydia ?” 

“No, I am quite well,” answered the poor 
wife, with a great effort. “ Ah ! I see that Mr. 
Drake writes he will join a party to go up to 
Yevay, not to return till night, if I will excuse 
his coming back to dinner.” 

“ Yes,” Dorcas said, vaguely. 

** The man, who brought the note, waits for 
an answer. Tell him to say to Mr. Drake, ‘go, 
by alt means.* I haven’t time, or I would write.” 

Dorcas started off; but her mistress’voice 
again made her pause. 

“When you have sent him away, come to my 
room—I want you,” said Lydia. 

There was a little delay; of course, every 
servant she met required something, but when 
Dorcas entered tho room, her mistress was busy 
with a traveling-bag. 

“ Dorcas,” she said, “you have been with me 
all my life—do you want to keep with me still ?” 

Tho voice was so cold, the face so white, 
Doreas dared make no scene. 

“I’ll go with you to the world’s end. Miss 
Lydia,” she answered, calling her again, as 
she often did, by the old familiar name. 

“Then get ready. I am going te Geneva— 
on from there ns fast ns I can. Tell nobody. 
Get your things out of the house as seoretly as 
possible.” i 


“Going? Where? What is the matter?” 
groaned Dorcas. 

“If you can’t be quiet, and obey without a 
question, you must stay behind,” Lydia an¬ 
swered, in the same hard, unnatural voice. 
“ Be quick, and choose—I have no time to 
waste.” 

She sat down and wrote a letter to her hus¬ 
band, inclosed the torn pages she had found, 
and poured out the mad jealousy of the past 
weeks, that had this day culminated. 

“I have done now,” she wrote. “People 
were right: you loved her and not me; and 
now that she is rioh and I am poor, I am too 
proud to wait till I am cast off. So I go, and 
you need not follow ; you could not find me 
even if you wished. Remember, that hence¬ 
forth your life is free from me. Think of me 
as dead, if you like. In your hands is the only 
proof of our marriage—destroy it. A few years 
of silence constitute a divorce in our country; 
go there and wait—nothing will stand between 
you and peace. I have only to beg you to for¬ 
give me, for allowing you to link your fate 
with a miserable and impoverished wife, in¬ 
stead of with an heiress, as you hoped.” 

The letter ended as abruptly as it began, and 
was sealed, and placed on Drake’s writing- 
table. Dorcas came softly into the room, cry¬ 
ing a little in a quiet way. Everything vu 
ready—they could go. 

Late that evening Leonard Drake returned 
home. The servants were in bed, so that it 
was with considerable difficulty he got into the 
house—got in to be horrified by the news that 
his wife was not there, though the domestics 
had supposed, from what Dorcas said, that she 
and her mistress had gone to Vvvay to meet 
Mr. Drake. Leonard took a lignt aud hurried 
to his room, where the first object that met his 
eye was the letter Lydia haa written. 

Three days after, tne pretty cottage was 
tenantless, and a placard swung to and fro on 
the gate, with every gust of wind, warning 
passers-by that the place was to let. 

II. 

Half a decide had elapsed since Lydia’s 
disappearance. But she looked older even 
than that. The agony of that day ; the hurried 
flight afterward; the constant fear of dis¬ 
covery; aud lastly, the struggle for bread, 
combined with her never-ending heartache, 
had cut deep wrinkles in her once fair face, 
and even begun to scatter gray threads through 
her hair. 

In all this time she had never heard of laei 
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husband, nor of her early home. She was too 
proud to return to her father: “ I will starve 
first,” she often said, clenching her hands. 
■Whether Leonard was alive or dead, whether 
he had remained in Europe or had gone home, 
she did not know, nor did she wish to know. 
Sometimes, she said to herself, moaning on 
her pillow at night, “ He is divorced from me, 
by this time; he has married Mrs. Dorshei- 
mer ;” and the thought went through her heart, 
with actual physical pain, like the stab of a 
knife. 

She and her faithful Dorcas were settled in 
Paris now, in an obscure corner, as the least 
likely place to be discovered ; for there is no 
Solitude or secrecy, as is well said, like the 
solitude and secrecy of a great city. She 
earned a scanty living, and it was of the scan¬ 
tiest, by coloring photographs. Into the more 
fashionable parts of Paris she never ventured, 
except when she had to go to the shops to sell 
her sketches, or to get orders. On one of these 
occasions, at the head of the Rue de let Paix , 
she came suddenly, face to face, with Mrs. 
Dorshciiner. She tarned and fled immediately, 
regardless of her errand; fled down side 
Streets and close alleys; fled across the Seine, 
and only stopped to breathe, when she had 
reacned her humble lodging, in one of the 
most secluded parts of the Luxembourg quar¬ 
ter. But hardly had she closed the door, 
hardly had she begun to tell Dorcas that 
they must fly from Paris, when Mrs. Dor- 
sheimer, unannounced, forced herself into the 
room. 

“I have followed you,” said the latter, un¬ 
ceremoniously, as Lydia rose, angrily. “I will 
speak, Mrs. Drake.” 

“ Have the goodness to leave my room,” an¬ 
swered Lydia, tottering to her feet. “ I do not 
know you, nor the name by which you have 
addressed me.” 

“You have been mad long enough,” sternly 
exclaimed her visitor, sitting down. “Try to 
come back to your senses. I shall not go till 
I have explained. A few words will do it. 
Your husband and I, instead of being what 
you thought, were trying to keep a great mis¬ 
fortune from you, or, if that could not be done, 
to break it to you carefully.” 

There was an air of truth about the speaker 
that staggered Lydia. She sank, nerveless, 
into a chair. 

“I must tell the whole story* In order to 
exculpate ourselves,” said Mrs. Dorsheimer. 
“ Your father got into difficulties, forged my 
husband’s name to a large amount, and was on 


the point of exposure, when Mr. Dorsheimer 
died. The affair then came into my hands to 
settle.” 

Lydia sat, leaning both elbows on the table 
before her, her face supported on her hands, 
listening, and looking as if at her doomster. 

“ I could have prosecuted your father, but it 
would have sent him to die in the Peniten¬ 
tiary,” continued Mrs. Dorsheimer, “and would 
have publicly disgraced all of his family. Yon 
I knew, by name, as the wife of my cousin, 
with whom I had been brought up in the 
country, as a child, and whom I loved as a 
brother—as a brother, nothing more,” she 
added, emphatically. “ Besides, I was a wo¬ 
man, and, I hope, not a oruel one. So I re¬ 
fused to prosecute, suffered the loss of the 
money, and hushed the matter up.” 

A groan burst from Lydia. 

Mrs. Dorsheimer went on. 

“ Then I came abroad. At Lausanne I met 
your husband unexpectedly. He had received 
some hints about your father, and he insisted 
on knowing the truth. He then said you ought 
to be told. But I replied that it would only 
pain you needlessly; if you continued to live 
abroad you might never hear the story. He 
answered that it would come to your ears, 
sooner or later. This is why you saw us talk¬ 
ing so much together, and why, on several oc¬ 
casions, he sought private interviews with me. 
One evening he nearly won my consent. But 
hardly had he gone, before I repented—I 
shrank from it, you see, as a woman—and I 
wrote to him, telling him he must dtill keep 
our secret. That lett-eb, it now seems, or a por¬ 
tion of it, you found. He was tearing H up, 
when you came into the room, and he put what 
was left of it hastily into a book, that lay 
nigh, as he afterward remembered. As soon 
as he could he hurried to me. You were, he 
said, getting jealous; you evidently misunder¬ 
stood us; and he must tell the whole story 
now, in justice to himself. I was engaged with 
a party to Yevay ; and the room wad full; so 
he joined us, in order to have an opportunity 
to soy all this. Of course, in this crisis, my 
seruples gave way. My reward is that you 
have believed me a vile woman. There, that’s 
the whole—I’ve told the story* perhaps, in a 
hard way—I’m sorry for you all the same. 
Thank God I’ve found you.” 

She had risen, while speaking, and caught 
Lydia’s dress, in the excitement of telling her 
hurried talc. Lydia’s gaze, whioh, at first, had 
been fixed on her so angrily, had fallen be¬ 
fore her; she had buried her face in her hand*; 
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and now, as Mrs. Dorsheimer ceased, the 
wretched listener sank senseless to the floor. 

When Lydia revived, Mrs. Dorsheimer 
finished. Leonard Drake had spent three years 
in searcing for his wife, and subsequently re¬ 
turned to America, believing her dead. The 
last time Mrs. Dorsheimer had heard from 
him, he was settled at Morrisania. 

The next morning saw Lydia and Doroas 
once more on their way, and, when the sun 
set, they watched it from the deck of a Havre 
steamer bound to New York. 

It was late in November when she sailed ; 
blit the voyage was a pleasant one, notwith¬ 
standing the season. Lydia felt, however, 
that she could better have endured storm and 
tempest than the intolerable monotony of these 
days, which left her nothing to do but think, 
think. She could not throw off the past. If 
she had only spoken one word, only shown her 
husband a shadow of the horrible insanity in 
her mind, everything would have been set 
straight, and she would have been happy in 
his pardon. But now ! Five years gone for¬ 
ever, and perhaps worse; perhaps (for he 
thought her dead) another wife! Who oould 
tell what punishment might be in store for 
her! Perhaps she would reach land only to 
find him dead—which would bo worse than all 
—dead, and too late even to hear one last 
word of forgiveness ! Oh, the days—the days! 
All her past suffering had been nothing to this 
suspense and remorse—nothing! And it would 
be so; she had quite settled it in her mind— 
he would be dead! 

They were in sight of land at length, had left 
the vessel, were driving away through the 
busy streets of the great city of the^New World. 
Lydia would not hear of resting or waiting, 
and old Dorcas knew that it would only be 
cruel to urge her. 

They drove to the railway-station, It was 
a short journey afterward. When the name 
of their stopping-plaoe was called, Dorcas 
looked at her mistress. She was deathly white, 
but perfectly quiet. It had been snowing when 
they landed in New York, and by the time 
they left the railway-train, it bad settled into a 
heavy storm. Lydia wanted to walk, so Dor¬ 
cas wrapped a water-proof cloak about her, 
drew the hood over her head, and did her best 
to shelter her. 

“Ask bow we go!” was all her mistress 
said. “Be quick—I want to start; but I must 
walk—I should go mad*” 

Dorcas stepped into a hotel near the sta¬ 
tion, and made her inquiries. The road was 


| straight enough. Mr. Leonard Drake, she was 
| told, lived out beyond the village a little ; she 
| would know tho place by such and such direc- 
| tions. 

They were less than half an hour on the way. 
They reached the mansion, a handsome dwell¬ 
ing, half town-house, half villa, with a long 
garden attached. They mounted the steps, 
and Dorcas rang the bell. 

“ You ask,” she heard her mistress whisper. 
Sho caught a sight of her face. It was lined 
and seamed with pain ; tho dark eyes fairly 
strained and dilated with suspense. 

The door opened. A man-servant appeared. 

“ Is Mr. Leonard Drake in ?” Dorcas asked. 

“ No ; ho is in New York. Mrs. Drako is at 
home,” answered the man. 

Instinctively Dorcas reached out her arm to 
support Lydia, as she asked, 

“Who is that—his mother?” 

“No ; his wife. Do you want to see her?” 
asked the man, rather curtly, beginning to 
think them people in search of charity, and 
not liking to encounter the cold air. 

“ No,” Doroas said. “^Iow long has he been 
married?” 

“That’s cool,” muttered the man; then 
alond, “ about six months, if you’re particular 
to know*” 

A low, choked whisper from her companion, 
reached Dorcas. It said, 

“Come away! Quick! Come!” 

DorcAS turned, without a word, and sup¬ 
ported her mistress down the steps. The man 
gave a glance after them, half of surprise, 
half indifference, and turned to shut the door, 
and go back to his fire, muttering, 

“Well, it’s odd!” I wonder if there’s any¬ 
thing to pay there? I’ll just tell Mr. Drake, 
and see bow he looks.” 

Lydia did not speak. Dorcas could not. 
She put her arm about her mistress, and drew 
her on as fast as she could, hoping to find a 
carriage near. The house stood in a plot of 
ground by itself. They turned the corner, 
where the garden led down a side street. 

III. 

“Wait!” Lydia said, suddenly. “I can’t 
go any further; let me rest a little. Only 
don’t speak to me—don’t say a word !” 

They sat down on the jutting line of stone, 
that supported the iron fence, Dorcas half sus^ 
taining her mistress, who crouched forward, 
hiding her face with one hand. Dorcas bent 
over to see the faoe—it was fairly like that ot 
an old woman. This terrible shock seemed to 
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have done the work of years. The short ring¬ 
lets, relaxed and whitened by the snow, added 
to the effect of age. It was horrible’to see her. 

She neither wept nor groaned. She crouched 
there, in a still silence, so like death, that at 
last Dorcas could bear it no longer. 

44 Mistress, dear !” she sobbed. 44 Only 
speak—only-” 

44 Hush!” muttered Lydia. 44 Come away ; 
I can walk now. Let me alone ; don’t talk yet. 
Help me up; I can walk.** 

Dorcas was assisting her to rise, when a 
gentleman turned into the street, a little way 
down, and walked rapidly toward them. 

Muffled though he was, in his great coat, 
Dorcas knew him, and uttered a cry of terror. 

44 It’s his step,” whispered Lydia. 44 Sit 
down—he’ll not know us! I promised never 
to trouble him; I must keep my word. Don’t 
look up, Dorcas. Sit down, I say !” 

The very act attracted the attention of the 
gentleman. He halted in front of them, saying, 

“IYhy do you sit here in this storm? Do 
you want help?” 

Neither answered. *Dorcas felt Lydia’s hand 
press her arm like a hand of’stone. 


“Can’t either of you speak ?” he continued, 
rather impatiently. “This is not weather for 
two women to be sitting out of doors.” 

Still no answer! Some mad idea that she 
could pull Dorcas away, and run from him 
seized Lydia. She attempted it. The hood fell 
from her face. He knew her, and cried, 
“Lydia, Lydia!” 

- She felt that she was fainting—that he had 
caught her in his arms; then an awful black¬ 
ness closed over her. 

When consciousness came back, shS thought, 
at first, she must be dead. Then she knew 
that she was in a warm, bright room. She 
saw Dorcas, a young, pretty lady near the bed, 
then Leonard, and shrieked aloud. 

She waB held fast in his arms again. His 
voice sounded close to her ear. 

44 Lie still, darling ; it’s all clear! My cousin’s 
house—my cousin’s wife. Don’t you remem¬ 
ber that I never am called Leonard in America, 
because that is his name.” 

So Lydia knew that God had forgiven her 
great sin, and mercifully allowed her another 
trial of the happiness she had recklessly flung 
away. 
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To and fro, with unshod feet, 

Littlcr feet that whitely show 
Hero und there on Handed floor, 

Like snowy birds a*flying low ; 

To and fro she swiftly ran, 

Little m&ldou, dark with tan. 

Little hand, so shapely brown. 

Deftly catches at tbo ends; 

While its mate, with rapid touch. 

The great wheel a-wliirling send* 

Out again the wool she draws, 

Fiuely spun, and free from flaws. 

Finer, softer, grows the Ahrend, 

As she to and fro doth ran. 

And the spindle is thick wound, 

With the rolls that she has spun ; 

And her blithesome heart keeps time, 

To whirr of wheel, In sweetest rhyme. 

Bars of snnshine on the floor, 

Lie like streams ot molten gold; 

And the bars ot light rest on her, 

And with glory her enfold; 

For, in sunshine or In sliado, 

Fair she is, this little mala. 

So she singeth, glowing, smiling. 

With the thoughts she does not speak, 
When a form within tne doorway 
Calls the blushes to her cheek; 
Swiftly, swiftly to and fro, 

Feet and blushes come and go. 


Now sin etoppeth la her spinning, 

Now the dimples come and^go. 

Ami u thrill of laughter runneth 
Through her roice, so sweet and tow. 

4 ‘ Now It is the set of sun, 

And my weary stint is done/* 

Little spinner, fiurest spinner. 

Brave is he who comes to won. 

And liis words to thee m e sweetest. 

That a maid e’er listened to. 

Love with him will come and go; 

Love with thee no change will know. 

To and fro she slowly moveth, 

Little spinner, growing gray. 

All. liar songs, her bloom, lief rouodness. 
With her hopes long passed away ; 

The days go slowly, one by one. 

Alike from morn till set of sun. 

And looking ont her o|«en door, 

A lonely grave, before her sight 
She seeth plain, and evermore 

Ifrr grief bides with her, day and night. 
She liveth lonely in ber woe, 

For lore with her no end can know. 

The wheel with dust is covered o’er, 

The ends ot wool from off it slide; 

The snnshine shineth in the door, 

That ever standeth open wide, 

Becau«e one day, at set of sun, 

Tho spinner’s weary stint wus done. 
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BT THB AUTHOR OP “AHEAD 

“Tell me, Bashful Boots/’ I said, “how 
far is it to W hi thy ?” 

“ Pleat h, thir, my name ithn’t Bathful 
Booth/’ answered the child. “It’h Mary 
Cumru.” 

I was just eighteen, and after having taken 
my degree in the time-honored University of 
Pennsylvania, was making a pedestrian tour 
through the eastern couutiea of my native 
State. For several hours I had been travers¬ 
ing a wild, wooded region, that the inhabi¬ 
tants called “ The Forest,” and which stretches 
for nearly thirty miles, from north-east, to 
south-west, back of the Blue Ridge, between 
Whitby and Meidelberg. It was a primitive, 
picturesque district, with small farms scattered 
through the valleys, while the hills on either 
side were still densely clothed with the origi¬ 
nal forest trees. There were so many litile, 
lateral valleys, and so many cross-roads, that, 
at last, I began to fear I had lost my way. 

Suddenly, there rose before me, over the 
crest of a low hill, the chimney and roof of a 
time-worn, stone farm-house. The fences were 
moss-grown; the woods around were bosky 
and wild ; lush grasses grew in the meadows, 
and the whole air was fragrant with the scent 
of water-flowers that bloomed in the little 
brook near by. A scientific agricult uralist would 
have turned from the scene in disgust. But a 
poet or a painter would have been charmed by 
it. The tangled, luxuriant growth carried the 
imagination back for a century, to the land¬ 
scapes that Fielding described and Gains¬ 
borough painted. 

Crossing the field, between me and the house, 
and advancing in my direction, was a little 
girl. She wore an old sun-bonnet and a loose 
sack, and carried an earthen-ware pitcher in 
her hand. Yet, in spite of these comparatively 
coarse Accessories, there was a bright, intelli¬ 
gent look in her eyes, and nn Air almost of re¬ 
finement in her face. Observing a stranger, 
she stopped shyly, with her finger in her 
mouth. It was then that I addressed her. 

We soon managed to get quite well ac¬ 
quainted. Whitby, she told me, was “just 
over the mountain, not more than an hour’s 
walk.” She lived with her maternal uncle, 
who owned the farm-house, which had been 
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her grandfather’* and great-grandfather's be¬ 
fore. “Papa was a minister,” she added. 
“ We lived in the city till he and mama died.” 

I was about to walk on, when she asked me, 
shyly, if I “wouldn't like a drink of milk.” 
She was “going to the spring-house,” she 
added. I assented most gladly, and she tripped 
gayly, before me, flitting along like a free, 
happy bird. 

Have you ever, my dear reader, seen a real, 
old-fashioned Pennsylvania spring-house? A 
one-storied, onq-roomed stone edifice, built 
over a natural spring, generally shaded by a 
weeping willow, or some ancient forest-tree, 
and floored with brick or with stone? My little 
hostess, kneeling down, dipped some milk up 
from a pan, that floated in the ever-running 
stream, which made the circuit of the spring- 
house iuside. Never, before or since, have I 
had a draught so delicious. 

Afterward, I sat down, on the low, turfy 
bank outside, and chatted with my little friend. 

“Dp yoq know,” she said, artlessly, 44 1 like 
the country better than town? You hear the 
birds at day-break; you can hunt for wild- 
flowers. Oh! such violets, and blue-bells, and 
quaker-ladies as we have here.” 

“ And buttercups, too, I hope.” 

“Yes, yes, buttercups. Do you know how 
to tell if you love butter ?” she asked, gleefully. 

“Don’t I? You hold the buttercup to your 
chin.” 

She clapped her hands, and langhing, said, 
“ How did you know that?” 

“Oh ! I know more than you think/’ I an¬ 
swered, cooly ; but feeling a young man’s pride, 
nevertheless, in her admiration 44 Gan you 
tell me, for instanoe, what this ia ?” 

I had been, as my habit was, poking with 
my stick, into the turf, and now I had loosened 
a heavy, rusty-looking bit of stone, that rolled 
to my feet. 

“ No,” she said, with some contempt. “ I 
don’t care for dirty rocks; I care for flower* 
and trees.” 

“But this dirty bit of rock,” I answered, 
“ is hmmatitic ore,” quite willing to show off 
my geological knowledge, and forgetting that 
she would be wholly ignorant in the matter. 
44 If there’s a vein of it on your nnole’s farm. 
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it will make his fortune. I shouldn’t wonder 
if there was,” I added. “This ore is always 
found in just such localities, where the trap* 
dykes,” and I waved my stick in the direction 
of the rugged, knife-edged hills that rose in 
front* ♦* break through the sandstone. Why, 
it’s as good as a gold mine, tuy dear.” 

“ A gold mine !” Her eyes were bigger than 
ever, now. 

“ Yds! as good as a gold mine. If the form 
'was mine, I’d eifak shafts at onoe. Is your 
uncle at home ?” 

“ No. He has gone to Whitby.” 

“Well, then, mind you tel) bim, when he 
eomes home to-night. It will do no harm at 
any rate.” As I spoke, I rose to go. 

She looked down, and put her finger to her 
month again. At last, with a shy blush, she 
•aid* 

44 Would you mind writing it down ?—the 
big word, I mean.” 

“ Oh ! the name of the ore. Certainly not,” 
I answered, laughing. I tore a loaf from my 
memorandum-book, as I spoke, and wrote the 
word, as she requested. 

“Do you often coin© this way?” she asked, 
bashfully, as I offered my hand, and said 
“ good-bye.” 

“I was never here before, little one, and 
don’t know that I shall ever come again.” 

Her face fell. 

44 Dut 1 should like to come,” I added. 44 1 
will try, next summer.” 

She brightened up again. 

44 Oh l do come,” she cried. 44 Do you know 
I like yow—ever so much ?” 

When 1 reached the turn of the wood, at the 
top of the hill above, 1 stopped to look back. 
My little acquaintance stood just where I had 
left her, gftzing wistfully after me. I took off 
my hat, she curtsied, and then I plunged into 
the forest. 

That night, at Whitby, I had occasion for 
my pencil-case, a thin, golden one, with my 
name engraved on it. I could not find it. any¬ 
where. “Where have I left it?” I said. I 
had quite forgotten that I had used it at the 
spring-house, and might have dropped H there. 

I never returned to the old farm-house. The 
next winter I went abroad, for I had a compe¬ 
tent fortune, and I wished to finish at a Ger¬ 
man university. Afterward I became an of- 
tacht; and subsequently traveled extensively. 
At last, I began to long for my native land. 
Ten years in Europe had only made me love 
the institutions of my own eonntry the more. 
But before I returned to Amerioa, I went to 


Rome on a farewell visit. To me, as to so 
many others, that wonderful city was the one 
city of the world, to which to go back, again 
and again, with ever-increasing affection. 

The morning after I arrived, 1 walked to St. 
Peter’s, to hear, in the Canon's Chapel, the 
music of Palestrina. While listening to the 
©haunting, I happened to glance up to one of 
the private galleries on the left, and saw there 
a woman's face, so rapt, so exalted, that, for 
the time, she looked like one of Fra Angelica’s 
angels. 

44 It won’t do,” suid my friend, Charley Har- 
grave, putting his arm into mine, when the 
congregation was dispersing; 44 1 saw whom 
you were looking at, but she’s above even 
your reach. She’s been the belle of the sea¬ 
son, my dear fellow, and has had lots of earls 
and counts disputing for her smiles. Stop, 
here she’ comes, and Prince Borgia with her, 
to whom they say she is engaged.” 

We had, by this time, reached the aisle out¬ 
side. As the lady passed, she looked up, as if 
some instinct had told her she was the subject 
of our conversation. For one moment our eyes 
met. A thrill went through me. Never before 
had I known what love was, but from that mo¬ 
ment I was hopelessly lost. 

“Who is she?” I stammered, when she and 
her escort had pasfced out of hearing. 

44 Miss Vonberg, a great heiress. H 

“German?” (I 

44 No, American, though of German descent, 
as the name shows. The gossip of the last 
week, that she has finally made her choice, 
must be true; for that was Prince Borgia, as 
I said before: and only some influential per¬ 
son, one of the Pope’s guard, as he is, for ex¬ 
ample, could have got a permit to that gallery. 
The stately old dame with them, too, was his 
mother; the other was Miss Yonberg’s chape¬ 
ron, for she is an orphan. You’d have known 
all this, if you had been here through the 
winter^ as I have been. Why, the young Eng¬ 
lish swells used to crowd to the table d'hote , at 
Miss Yonberg’s hotel in the Cor*o, just to catch 
a sight of her at dinner. At last, she had to 
move to private apartments in the PalaxzaGol- 
dona, to avoid being stared out of countenance.” 

Why was it, that, notwithstanding this 
friendly warning, I went hack to my hotel to 
think of Miss Vonberg? Was I mistaken in 
fancying, that, in passing, she had looked at 
me with evident interest? All that day her 
image was before me. At night I dreamed of 
her; dreamed she had made me happy; and 
woke to find out my delusion, and to^wish I 
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could have slept on forever, with dreams so 
blissful. 

But sleep would not come again. Besides, I 
bad an engagement with an old diplomatic 
friend, to accompany him, his wife, and his 
uife’B mother, on a drive out on the C&mpagna. 
There had been some remarkable excavations 
made, lately, at the Scava, which he wished 
me to see. So I dressed, breakfasted, and 
joined my friends. 

We had finished our investigations, and were 
about to re-enter our buroucne, when I heard 
shrieks, and the rush of wheels, and glancing 
up the roud, saw a carriage approaching us at 
full gallop. In vain the coaohmau tugged at 
the frightened steeds. On, on they tore, the 
barouche bounding from side to side behind 
them, threatening the lives of the two ladies 
who seemed to be the only occupants of the 
carriage, and from one of whom came the 
shrieks. 

It was but the work of an instant for me to 
rush forward, seize the nigh horse, twist the 
bit till I threw him against his fellow, and stop 
the carriage with a lurch, that snapped the 
pole, and sent the coachman reeling from, his 
scat. In another instant, my friend had come 
to my aid, the traoes had been out, and all 
danger was over. 

I stepped to the door, hat in hand, to assist 
the ladies to alight. The ope nearest me, an 
elderly woman, whose shrieks had rent the 
air, fairly tumbled out into my arms. It took 
both my friend and myself, she was so help¬ 
less, to carry her to the bank, by the road¬ 
side, where we set her down. There, leaving 
my companion and the ladies of our party to 
attend to her, I hurried back to the barouche. 

But before I coaid reach it, the other occu¬ 
pant, springing lightly out, had met me bnlf 
way. Apparently, she was as cool and com¬ 
posed ns if in her drawing-room at home. 
As I began to apologize for my delay, she 
threw back her veil and smiled, revealing the 
face of Miss Vonberg. 

I felt as if I walked on air. 

“How can we thank you snfficiently ?” she 
said, in the softest, most musical of voices. 
“I had given ourselves up for lost, when you 
rushed forward so bravely.” 

Never shall I forget the emphasis on these 
last words, or her look as she spoke them. 

“It was nothing,” I replied, yet my heart 
beat high and proud. “ Nothing that any other 
would not. have done.” 

“Pardon me,” she answered. « 4 I do not 
think so. It was an even .ohance that the 


horses would trample you to death, and only 
heroes take such risks as that.” Her great 
Juno*like eyes blazed as she uttered the 
words! 

She had stopped in her enthusiasm. But 
now, as if sensible she had been too frank, she 
colored violently, and moved quickly forward, 
saying, “excuse me, but auut, I sea, is catting 
for me.” 

“ How shall we ever get back to Rome!” 
cried the poor old lady, who had recovered 
from her faint. “ I never, never can trust my¬ 
self behind those horses again.” 

“ If you will accept them, the seats of my 
friend and myself are at your service,” I said. 

“ But you will have to walk back to Rome,” 
interposed the niece. 

“ That is a trifle,” I replied. 

“The distance must be four or five miles. 
But for my auut I could not think of accepting.” 
She hesitated. “ I suppose there is no other 
alternative. How oftn we ever repay yon?” 
She gave me her hand in parting, smiling be- 
witchingly.. 

The long miles back to the Lateran gate 
seemed but a few steps, I was so intoxicated 
with happiness. 

Intoxicated with.happiness, and with dreams 
that I soon found to be, alas! hopeless ones. 
For, calling the next day, at the Palazza Gol- 
dona, the first person I saw, in the saloon, was 
the Prince Borgia, to whom Miss Vonberg in¬ 
troduced me. He had heard of the event of 
the day before, and he scowled at me, as if I 
had interfered with him. Miss Vonberg her¬ 
self was ill at ease. She watched the Prince 
anxiously, so anxiously, that, in a little while, 
I rose to go. 

I think I was never so angry. Miss Von¬ 
berg was evidently engaged to the Prince, and 
moreover was afraid of him. She was as dif¬ 
ferent in his presence, from the bright, frank, 
enthusiastic girl of the Cnmpagna, as it was 
possible to be. “ Another sacrifice to rank,” I 
said, wrathfully. “ What fools our American 
girls make of themselves!” You see I bad 
gone there, expecting a warm welcome, dream¬ 
ing impossible dreams, and this was my re- 
venge. 

Now eame days and weeks of intolerable 
misery. Angry as I was, I conld not get rid 
of Miss Vonberg’s image. Her blushing, eager 
face, as she thanked me on the Cnmpagna, was 
rising up before me constantly ; and, at every 
recurrence of that seductive vision, I was 
more madly in love than ever. More than this. 
Whonever I happened to find her alone, she 
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was graciousness itself: natural, frank, sym¬ 
pathetic, charming beyond words. But if the 
Prince happened to come in, she froze toward 
mo at once. Was she a flirt? Everything con¬ 
tradicted this idea. No, she was pledged to 
the Prince, and afraid of awakening his jeal¬ 
ousy. Yel I loved her, in spite of it all. 

The reader will say it was insanity. Per¬ 
haps it was. Perhaps all love at first sight is. 
Again and again had I laughed at such a pas¬ 
sion ; had called it boyish; had said it was im¬ 
possible for a man of sense: yet hero I was, at 
eight-and-twenty, as much a slave to love at 
first sight, as the veriest lad of seventeen! 
Night and day I thought only of Miss Vonberg. 
I haunted every place where I thought I might 
meet her: the Pincian Hill, the Borghese Gar¬ 
dens, the Villa Pnmphilia, the Opera, the Corso. 
Her sweet, low voice; her enchanting smile; 
her divine face and figure, were alwayB in 
visions before me. 

At last came a crisis. The Prinoe's origi¬ 
nally cold hauteur deepened into almost surly 
insolence. Once or twice Miss Vonberg, I 
thought, feared an explosion. I shall never 
forget the imploring look she gave me, at a 
ball, when the Prince, finding me at hor side, 
quite forgot that he was a gentleman. That 
look was the last drop in my cup of bitterness. 
“ She is grateful to me for that day on the 
Campngna,” I said to myself, “and has not the 
heart to refuse me an occasional dance ; but 
she throws herself on my mercy? She begs me, 
by her looks, not to incense the Prince. Why 
do I stay here to complicate matters ? I cannot 
trust myself much longer, if the Prince con-, 
tinues to be so rude: there will be an affray, 
and a scandal, for her name will be dragged 
into public gossip. Had I not better leave 
Rome, and so relieve her from anxiety ?” 

I lay awake, nearly all night, revolving this 
sacrifice, and fell asleep, in the early morning 
having resolved upon it. There wns a train, 
at midnight, by way of Civita Vecohia: I 
would take that, and put the Atlantic, as Boon 
as might be, between mo and my hopeless love. 

“One last glimpse,” I said, “ is all I ask. I 
cannot even trust myself to a farewell. Mrs. 
Townsend told me they were going to a concert 
at the Barberini palace, this evening. I am 
not asked there, but I will go to the Goldona, 
about the time they will return, and catch, 
unseen, a look at her, as she descends from the 
carriage.” 

The Palazza Goldona is one of the smallest ! 
of its rank, and has not even a court-yard. It j 
is situated on a side street, that runs at right i 


j angles to the Corso. Up and down this narrow 
street I paced, between ten and eleven o'clock 
that night. Once or twice I fancied that an- 
■ other cloaked figure was engaged on the same 
errand, as once or twice before, when watch¬ 
ing for a light in Miss Vonberg’s window, I 
had also fancied I was not alone. At last the 
rumble of approaching wheels was heard, and 
I had just time to conceal myself behind one 
of the huge columns that flanked the portal, 
when the coach came rattling up. In another 
moment Mrs. Townsend, followed by Miss Von¬ 
berg, had descended; the great entrance swung 
wide open, and the elderly lady had disap¬ 
peared under the glowing archway. But her 
companion paused for a moment, and looked 
up and down the street, as if expecting some 
one. Had the Prince premised to follow them 
home ? Or had he been prevented from attend¬ 
ing at the ooncert, and did she hope that, even 
at this late hour, he would pay her a visit ? 
As she stood there, her rounded white shoulders 
gleamed, like Parian marble, in tho brilliant 
light from the door-way. Never had she looked 
more dazzlingly beautiful. 

A jealous pang shot through me. It was only 
for a moment, however, that she waited. After 
a hasty glance up and down the street, and an 
instant of eager listening, she turned and 
entered the portal, the carriage, meantime, 
driving rapidly away. As she went in, I step¬ 
ped noiselessly forward, ray eyes hungry to 
follow her till she disappeared entirely. I was 
so absorbed, that I did not observe another 
cloaked figure, which had been concealed on 
| the opposite side of the portal, and which 
I sprang lightly forth after me. All I noticed 
; waft that Miss Vonberg suddenly turned,*as if 
; detecting footsteps behind her. To escape re¬ 
cognition, I darted to one side, throwing the 
cloak over my face. That sudden movement 
saved my life. A dagger, that would have 
penetrated my heart, if it had gone where it 
was intended, struck me on the shoulder-blade, 
and glanced off; but it was driven with such 
force, that coming unexpectedly, as it did, it 
prostrated me prone on my face* 

A piercing shriek cut the still, night air; 
there was a rush of a woman's garments; and 
Miss Vonberg was kneeling by me, endeavor¬ 
ing to lift me up. 

“He is murdered!” she eried; and never 
shall I forget the agony of that voice. “The 
Prince has done it.” Then, in a whisper, as 
her arms clasped me frantically, “Oh! my 
love-” 

Could I believe my ears? Was it me that 
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•he called by that endearing epithet? For an 
instant I remained passive, in the dear arms 
that encircled me, till hearing the footsteps of 
the porter and Mrs. Townsend, I was com* 
pelied to rise. 

“I am not hurt, darling,” I said. “I was 
only stunned for a moment-” 

“Thank God!” she cried, with a long, eager 
look. Then she started back, the color deluged 
her face, her hands went up to hide it, and she 
burst into tears. 

My arms were around her immediately, in 
spite of the spectators. “You know me,” 1 
cried; “you return my love -- — Ohl merciful 
Father! what happiness.” 

She looked up at me timidly. 

“ Yes! I know you,” she replied, softly. “I 
have seen you watching by my window, of 
nights. I wanted to warn you ag&inBt the 
Prince, but I never had a chance. 1 knew 

your life was in danger-” and she broke 

down again. 

The next morning found mo an early visitor 
at the Palazxa Goldona, for, as the reader may 
suppose, I did not leave Home by the midnight 
train. My miatress met me, all smiles and 
blushes. 

“ In love with Prince Borgia,” she cried, in¬ 
dignantly, when I had confessed my yealousy. 
“ Marry the Prince! I am too thoroughly an 
American ever to have married any foreigner, 
much less Prince Borgia. For weeks I have 
done everything, short of rudeness,, to get rid 
of him. His mother, before he came to Rome, 
was very kind to me, and I could not, for her 
sake, treat him as otherwise I would. Ever 
since that day on the Campagna, or rather the 
day after, when I saw his manner toward you, 
I have dreaded some such attempt as this, for 
I knew his jealous, vindictive nature.” 

“It was just that anxiety I misinterpreted,” 
I cried. “ It made me sure that you loved him. 
I thought it was for him you were anxious.” 

She laughed lightly. “You ought to have had 
a better opinion of yourself. I declare,” she 
added, suddenly, starting from my side, “I 
do believe it was I that proposed, after all. Fie 
on you? * faint heart never won fair lady,’ sir.” 

But I drew her again to me, and kissed her, 
and she nestled on my bosom, blushing and 
happy, and forgiving me. At last she glanced 
up, shyly. 

“ But I have a confession to make,” she said. 
“You won't be angry ?” 

“Certainly not. How ooutd I?” 

“Promise.” 

“I promise.” 


“It is something you ought to know, before 
I become your wife. Perhaps—perhaps—it 
may make you change your mind.” She hid 
her face on my bosom again. 

“Nothing can make me change my mind.” 

“ Not if I tell you,” and she Bpoke in a voice 
so low I could hardly hear her, “ that I was in 
love—before ” 

I started. Her hesitation, her whole manner, 
sent a sudden chill through mo. Was it but 
the ashes of a heart, then, that I had won ? 

“You promised,” she said, hurriedly, cling¬ 
ing to me, “ not to be angry. And it may 
make some difference, if I toll you it was a long 
time ago.” 

“ Ah!” I cried, forcing a smile. But no 
words oan describe my torture. 

“But—but,” she resumed, “I kept on loving 
him. Nay! don’t start—forgive mo. It was 
a sort of youthful droam, you see. He was my 
ideal of everything great and noble, my Bayard, 
my Sidney, my Sir Lancelot.” 

I winced more and more. What was tho 
rack to this? 

“But, darling,” she had never stopped, but 
went on hurriedly, “it is you I love now. Re¬ 
member that! Only l must tell you all. I 
worshipped my youthful fancy till—till that 
day on the Campagna. And now I have some¬ 
thing to return to him; not exactly a love- 
token ; but what I have kept as a memento-•* 

“And you wish me to write to him, and send 
this—this memento?” I interrupted, curtly, 
and quite withdrawing from her. I came very 
near saying, “Never!” 

“If you please,” she answered, demurely, 
rising and curtsying. As she spoke, she drew 
from her pocket a small, faded bit of paper, 
that had apparently been torn from a memo¬ 
randum book, and a thin, worn, gold pencil-cate. 

For an instant I was dumb with amazement. 
I looked at the bit of paper, at the pencil-case, 
and then at her merry face, which was now 
rippling aH over with fun. Like a flash every¬ 
thing came back to me: the wild, wooded hills; 
the stone farm-house; the lush grasses; the 
water-cresses. I Baw the shy, bashful child, 
with her milk-pitcher. I recognized the face, 
too, at last, in the one before me. How could 
I have failed to recognize it before, I said to 
myself, half angrily? All my jealousy was 
gone on the instant. For it was I who had 
been her ideal through all these years; it waa 
I who had been her Bayard, her Sidney, her 
Sir Lancelot! 

I gazed, like one transfixed, stammering, 

“ And you are-” 
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“Bashful Boots/' with another curtsy, and 
such a rogueish look, “ or Buthful Booth, as I 
believe I said, in those days.” ‘ ‘ 

Then she told me how it all came about. She 
had given my memorandum to her uncle, who 
began immediately to look for ore, and was 
happily rewarded by finding a vein. He was 
soon a rich man. 

“We all shared in the good fortune,” said 
my mistress. “ My cousin and 1 were sent to 
the Moravian school at Bethlehem, and my 
uncle’s two sons went to college. We often 
thought and spoke of you as our benefactor,” 
she said, nestling close to me, “and even in¬ 
quired after you, in the city, but found you 
had gone abroad. 

“ Three years ago/' she continued, “ a terri¬ 
ble calamity befell 119 . My uncle’s health 
failed, and he was ordered to New Orleans for 
the winter. The whole family went, except¬ 
ing myself, for I remained at Bethlehem, in 
order to perfect myself still further in my 
studies. There was an explosion,” she shud¬ 
dered all over, “you may have heard of it— 
and they were lost, father, mother, sons, and 
daughter. 


“ It was in that way,” she resumed, after 
awhile, “ that I came by the name of Vonberg. 
It whs hoy uncle's—he was my mother’s brother 
—and I was to take it, with the property, till 
I married; for my uncle, strange to say, as if 
by a presentiment, had made a will providing 
for this very contingency.” 

‘‘That is why I never recognized you,” I 
said. “ The name threw me off the track com¬ 
pletely.” 

“That won’t do, sir,” she said, playfully. 
“ For I recognized you at once. I knew you, 
that first day, when I saw you at St. Peter’s. 
But a woman is always the most faithful.” 

Prince Borgia left Rome that morning, for 
an indefinite period, as was given out. His 
sudden flight confirmed our belief that he had 
hired a bravo to assassinate me. 

Some one is looking over my shoulder as I 
write. “It is a shame to tell all that nomcnso 
about your wife,” she says. “People will 
say I made love to you.” 

But I answer with a kiss, which brings the 
blushes to her cheek, for, though she hus been 
married for six years, she is still a “Bashful 
Boots.” 


NOT YET. 

BY MARY W. MICKLES.’ 


1 watch the sad and sullen sea. 

Whose breaking waves sob wearily 
Aguinst a bleak and barren shore, 

Forever and forever more; 

Or gaze upon the lowering sky, 

Where leaden clouds are rushing by, 

And wonder If yon can forget, 

Aud weep and pray—not yet! not yot! 

Life holds no charm like that which drew 
My heart so strongly unto yon, 

That night the sad September died. 

Yon drew me closely to your side 
And whispered how my life should bo 


Crowned with your love most Toyally. 

In darkness most this fair star sot ? 

Be pitiful, oh. Fate! Not yet I 

You yearn for higher fame and power, 

Yot comes there ne'er a quiet hour, 

When notes, now of my life n part, 

Como faintly echoing through your heart* 
When thronging phantoms softly glide 
Before you, borne on memory's tide? 

The eye* whereon your kisses lay; 

“Those pleading eyes,” you used to say. 
With bitter, burning tears are wot, 

The white lips moan—Leave me not yeti 


LITTLE ONE'S DIMPLE. 

BY 8. 8. SCOTT. 


Oh my darling's cheek, or little fat knee, 
Where shall the precious one's beauty-spot be? 
Where shall the dimple of love be found— 
From her sunny curls to the blessed ground. 
Where her pink toes stand, o’er all, o'er nil— 
Where shall the sweetest of love-spots fiiH ? 

On apple-bloom cheek, or fluttering hand, 
Where shall the fairy touch Tier wand? 

Where shall the crown of a dimple rare. 


Bo placed for my little one to wear? 

Or shall her lovely, angel face 
Be ever without this nameless grace ? 

On rare little bosom, or downy chin ? 

Oh, love! I have thought, let it be within; 
That the angel touch with her shadowy dart, 
And the Father seal, on her baby heart, 

A dimple of love divine—divine t 
So making her His, yet leaving her mine. 
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Yes ; the mischief was done—no help for it 
now. A scuffle and a scramble of inconse¬ 
quent little legs and arms, and down went the 
flower-pot with a crash—the mould scattered 
over the floor, the poor hyacinth blossoms 
broken short oif, and crushed under a clod of 
earth; Koschen’s white hjacinth, that she 
prized so much; that she had watched day by 
day, until it opened into its perfect bloom. 

The two little culprits who had done the 
deed, stood aghast over the ruins. 

“There, now, good-for-nothing boys! I 
hope you are satisfied at last, now that you 
hare knocked down your sister's flower with 
your romping. Didn’t 1 charge you to keep 
away from that window, Fritz ?” 

“It was Jacob, mother; he would not let 
me look out of the window to see Hans sawing 
the wood/' 

Jacob, of course, denied impetuously. The 
mother, dust-pan in hand, scolded the boys 
roundly, not only for ruining the pfant, but 
for the dirt poured over her clean floor.. Poor 
Roschen said nothing, but she could not re¬ 
strain her tears, as she picked up the fragment 
of her cherished hyacinth, the wax-like bells 
most pitifully pure and fragrant still. 

44 After all, Roschen,” said Fritz, philosophi¬ 
cally, “ it don’t make so much odds ; you can 
plant the root over again, and then it will bo 
as good as ever, you know.” 

44 But it won’t; you know it won't,” said his 
sister. 44 It will not bloom then until next 
year, and I want it now /” 

Jacob tried another mode of consolation. 

“Don’t be mad with us,” Roschen, old Peter 
Ebbebsck will give you another hyacinth, fast 
enough.” 

“ I wouldn’t have it, if he did,” said Ros¬ 
chen, disdainfully. 

The mother gave Jaoob an angry look. 

‘‘Come, get out with you, you mischief-mak¬ 
ing, meddlesome boys,” and off went the two 
offenders, impelled through the door by a vig¬ 
orous shove from their mother's hand. 

“Old Peter Ebbebach, indeed; I wouldn’t 
have his hyacinth, if he came with fifty ! An 
old, red-faced thing! Who wants his pre¬ 
sents!” and then her tears flowed afresh over 
her flower If she had raised her eyes to the 
408 


glass-door that communicated with her father’s 
cabinet-shop, she would have seen an inter¬ 
ested spectator standing there. The spectator 
was a tall youug man, who had been looking 
on with interest at the scene before him; at 
the mother on her knees, with dust-pan and 
brush , at the two boys, already recovered 
from their dismay, pinching each other silly; 
at the drooping figure of Roschen, looking with 
tearful eyes at the crushed hyacinth that lay 
on her little, white hand. 

It was an interesting picture, doubtless; but 
not to be gazed upon longer with impunity. 
The young man vanished from the tell-tale 
glass-door; but not before he had solemnly 
sworn within himself, that, by those sparkling 
tears, another white hyacinth should bloom on 
the narrow window-sill, and Roschen should 
smile again. 

Roschen put the fragment of the broken 
flower in a tumbler of water, and replaced it 
on the window-sill, where it had stood in its 
pride a few minutes before. Then she brought 
her low cane chair close by to catch the light 
on her sewing. 

The noisy boys had rushed into the yard to 
torment Hans, and tumble over the wood. The 
mother was gone to market. Nothing of life 
was left in the sombre, little back room, but 
Roschen and the clock. So the clock ticked, 
and Roschen stitched. Gradually the young 
girl’s fair braids pressed doqqr and closer to 
the light. 

Suddenly the olock showed symptoms of vio¬ 
lent agitation. There was a rush and scram¬ 
ble within, and then came six decisive strokes. 
No more light for sewing now. The jacket, 
wrought for ungrateful Fritz, slipped from 
Roschcn’s hand, and the scissors followed suit, 
but tq&de more noise about it, Roschen leaned 
forward, with an elbow rested on the window¬ 
sill. 

As practical things of practical life glided 
out of sight, soft twilight visions of her own 
floated into their place. In imagination, Ros¬ 
chen had matters all her own way. No “red- 
faced old thing” figured in her dreams. Doubt¬ 
less she saw a radiant chevalier, with flashing 
dark eyes, and still darker locks, wandering 
by her side through the enchanted gardens of 
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her “ chateau en Espagne eloquent lips were 
murmuring in her ears ; dreamier grew Rosoh- 
en’s soft eyes. 

Jingle, jingle, jingle, went the shop bell. 
Then she heard her father's jolly voice. 

“ Ha, ha, ha! And so you lost your saddles 
altogether. This way, this way, good friend 
Ebbeback. Yes ; the little girl is at home.’’ 

Roschen started to her feet, and frowned. 
Then nimbly gathering up scissors, thimble, 
little shirt, and all, disappeared through one 
door, as her father and the hated wooer en¬ 
tered the other. 

Mr. Ebbeback stayed to supper, and not only 
to supper, but the whole evening. Roschen 
was indignant, but had the satisfaction of 
behaving to him just as perversely as she knew 
how. It was in vain that her mother nudged 
her, and tried to pierce her obdurate heart 
with angry looks; . 

Old Ebbeback scarcely waited to hear the 
story of the broken hyacinth, before he wa9 
eager to promise that a fresh one should be 
put into her hands to-morrow, at which his 
discouraging fair one averred coldly, that no¬ 
thing would induce her to replace her lost 
favorite; and, when Ebbeback drew up his 
chair close to hers, on pretence of examin¬ 
ing the length of her stitches, Roschen drew 
back her chair with a jerk. 

Her mother was wrathful at such treatment 
of the elderly lover, and rated Roschen soundly 
the next morning, over the washing of oups 
and dishes. 

“ What did the girl expect ? Did rich, solid, 
substantial men' like Ebbeback grow on every 
bush ?” 

Roschen suggested, under her breath, that 
a “solid, substantial” man, like Ebbeback, 
would hang rather heavy on a bush / “ Per¬ 

haps Bhe thought,” continued her outraged 
mother, “that some grand gentleman was 
coming to marry her; or* perhaps, she was j 
looking oat for some long-legged, rolling-eyed 
musician, who would fall rapturously in love 
with her baby face, like the things she was 
rending about in those foolish books. No doubt 
her head was full of notions about a painter or 
a musician, with black eye9 and long, hanging 
hair, and heaven knows what.” 

These random shots* coming prodigiously 
near the truth, Roschen protested that she bad 
never thought of suoh a thing, only did not 
like Mr. Ebbeback, because he was 39 fat, and 
his face was so red, and he breathed so bard 
sometimes. 

Her mother looked at her in speechless con- 


t tempt; but, to her daughter’s great relief, 
| spoke next time to despatch her with a mes- 
[ sage quite to the other end of the city. The 
! persecuted one was only too glad to esenpe. 

! The day was raw and cold, with a boisterous 
| March wind. Roschen’s little feet tripped 
quickly over the long way. 

West Fourteenth street! Yes; this was cer¬ 
tainly West Fourteenth street. But the num¬ 
ber? Why, her mother did not say the house 
was a green-house; but there was the right 
number over the door. ThiB was certainly the 
place, and no mistake. 

The door opened easily, and Bhe stepped in. 
Oh, what a delightful change from the keen 
air without! It was warm— bo deliciously 
warm and fragrant! Not a human being was 
to be seen. But whence that music ? Glorious 
Strauss waltzes, played by a master hand. 

It seemed like a little bit of enchantment to 
Roschen. She had been in green-houses be¬ 
fore ; had surely listened to fine music; but 
it was the two things together that made sweet 
accord. 

She did not wish to break the spell, so she 
stood quite still under the shadow of a great 
blooming orange-tree, while the waltz music 
throbbed on. 

The orange branohes bent down, and touched 
her shoulder. The white flowers breathed their 
rich perfume over her face. Little Roschen 
thrilled from head to foot with the sweetness 
of the music, and the dense odors, when, sud¬ 
denly, the sound ceased. With a start, Ros¬ 
chen remembered herself, and the message. 

She advanced to the end of the green-house, 
where there was an open door, but still no 
one visible. She rapped. ' From an inner room 
came a young man. 

Roschen was much astonished at the joyful 
start he gave when he saw her. She would 
have been still more astonished, if he had ex- 
\ claimed aloud, as he did to himself, “ My little 
white hyacinth. herself.” But he didn’t do 
that; he only told her, that Mrs. Kny, to whom 
she brought the message* was not at home, and 
asked her very gently to come in and sit down 
until her return, which would be very soon, he 
thought. 

The polite invitation Roschen thought she 
must not accept ornany account ; but the young 
man asserted, earnestly, that Mrs. Kay would 
certainly be back in five minutes at the latest, 
and it would be really too bad for her to come 
.so far without seeing Mrs. Kay after all. 

These arguments were stronger than Ros- 
phen’s objections, so she stepped in, feeling 
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very shy and uncomfortable. The young man 
seeing that, perhaps, disappeared into the in¬ 
ner room, after politely handing her a chair. 
In fire minutes he came back with a water- 
ingpot in his hand. 

“ I am afraid you are having rather a dull 
time waiting for Mrs. Kay,” he said, smiling 
“lam going to water the flowers; wouldn’t 
you like to look at them ?” 

Roschen thought that would be very plea¬ 
sant. So they watered the flowers in company, 
and he showed her some beautiful, rare Chin¬ 
ese and Japan plants that had just come. She 
grew interested and quite talkative over the 
curious facts he told her about them, and at 
length she ventured to ask if he was the gar¬ 
dener there ? 

“ Yes,” he said ; “ and now that Mr. Kay is 
away, I have more to do with the flowers than 
usual.” 

“ Then it was not you who was playing those 
waltzes!” said Roschen, with a disappointed 
look. 

“And why?” said the young man, turning 
his laughing dark eyes upon her. “You sup¬ 
pose that gardening and violin-playing were 
not meant to go together?” 

“ Oh, no,” said Roschen, coloring. “ I didn’t 
mean that. But they were played so exqui¬ 
sitely, you know, and-” 

“ And you wondered,” said the young man, 
“ how such delicate music could be made by a 
rough-looking, hard-handed fellow like me?” 

“Oh, I never thought of such a thing,” be¬ 
gan Roschen ; but just then her flaxen braids 
contrived to cntch in a hanging basket, and 
turned it topsy-turvy. Then there was so much 
to be done in the way of disentangling and 
apologies on the young man’s side, and blush- 
ings and dismay on Rosohen’s, that nothing 
more was said about hard hands and violins. 

Still Mrs. Kay came not. 

“I think I must leave my message for an¬ 
other day,” said Roschen, who thought she had 
done enough mischief, and had better be gone. 
“I don’t think I can wait any longer. I must 
go now. I am very much obliged to you, sir, 
for showing me the flowers.** 

“ Why, you have not. waited ten minutes,** 
he said, hastily. “ Mrs. Kay will certainly be 
here in a minute or two. Don’t you think you 
could possibly endure another two minutes?’* 

“I really must go,” said Roschen. But the 
young man interrupted her. 

“Yon haven’t looked at our hyacinths. Don’t 
you like hyacinths?” 

Without waiting for an answer, he went 


through a tool-room, and opened a door into a 
hot-house, where.the hyacinths were one sheet 
of bloom. 

Roschen fcR herself obliged to go after him. 
She did not like to take leave so unceremoni¬ 
ously. 

“ Do you like hyacinths'?” he repeated, when 
the flaxen head bent delightedly over them. 

“Oh, I think they are perfectly beautiful,” 
was the rapturous reply.. 

“But not white ones* 1 know. You don’t 
think them half as pretty as these pink ones 
over here.” 

“ Yes, but I do,” said little Roschen. “Oh, 
that white one does put me so much in mind 
of-” 

“Of a fair young girl! Yes; I agree with 
you!” 

“ That is not what I was going to say,” said 
Roschen, gravely, a little put out at this saucy 
interruption. “ I was going to say that it was 
like one that I once had myself—that is all.” 

“ Is that really all ?” said he; and then he 
bit his lip, as if he checked himself in some¬ 
thing he was longing to say. 

“Yes,” said Roschen, who had a sudden 
misgiving that perhaps she had been talking 
too unreservedly to the handsome young gar¬ 
dener. “ And now I must go, if you will be 
kind enough to tell Mrs. Kay that I was here? 
Good-morning, sir, and I thank you very much 
for your politeness.” 

In vain he declared that Mrs. Kay must be 
at the very door by this time. She made him 
a little bow, and was off. 

“ If you must go, let me open the <ioor for 
you. Do you know,” said he, as Roschen re¬ 
peated her good-morning at the street-door, 
“Do you know, that when you said that the 
white hyacinth reminded you of something, I 
Teally was imaginative enough to think that it 
recalled to you one that was knocked off a win¬ 
dow-sill by a careless little brother, and wept 
over by the softest blue eyes under beaTen.” 

Roschen was too much surprised to say a 
word; but her thoughts whirled at a quick 
time of their own as she walked home. A med¬ 
ley of the flowers, the music, the laughing, 
dark eyes of the young gardener—the some¬ 
thing, she did not know what, about his man¬ 
ner, that made her feel as if they were not 
strangers, but friends: above all, that enig¬ 
matical last speech. What could he mean by 
♦hat ? He could not know about her hyacinth, 
and those “softest blue-eyes.” She emiled 
and blushed ns she said to herself, that those 
eould not mean her eyes. 
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“ Well, child,” Baid her mother, when she 
reached home. 44 How about the pepper* ?” 

44 Peppers !” repeated Koschen, looking be¬ 
wildered. 

“Peppers !” Just listen to her! Did Mrs. 
Kay say what day she would send for them ?” 

44 No, ma'am, she didn't, because she was 
not there.’ 1 

That evening a boy came with a pot of mag¬ 
nificent white hyacinths. Roschen colored 
deeply when they were handed to her. 

44 Now, that’s what I call handsome in Ebbe- 
back,” said her mother. 

44 Ebbeback ! I know they did not come from 
him ! M said Roschen. 

44 What nonsense are you talking, Roschen ?” 
said her mother, angrily. “Who else could 
they come from, pray ? The boy said he was 
not to tell who sent them; but Ebbeback told 
me himself that he would send them to Frau- 
lein Roschen to-day.” 

44 Then I won’t have them at all!” cried Ros¬ 
chen, deeply disappointed,-and angry with her¬ 
self. because she had jumped to such a silly, 
romantic conclusion, when the white hyacinths 
walked in. She snatched up the hyacinths, 
and rushed into the outer room, where the boy 
still stood. 

44 Here, you may take them where they came 
from, and tell the person who sent them that I 
don’t want them at rill!” 

44 Oh, you stuck-up, vain peacock,” said her 
mother. 44 Heaven will punish you for flying 
in a good man’s face.” 

A crash in the kitchen, and a yell from 
Fritz ! Away went the mother! 

44 1 hate him !” said naughty Roschen, while 
her indulgent father laughed, and went on 
with his glueing. 

The next morning Roschen was not sent on 
any more errands, neither was she harassed 
with eulogies of Ebbeback : but she spent the 
day in a very profitable manner, darning stock¬ 
ings, and ever and anon humming snatches of 
certain Strauss waltzes. About dusk her 
father called her into his work-room, to look 
for a certain bottle of varnish, which the deft 
little housewife soon found. She stood and 
watched his work a few minutes. 

44 What is that you are mending, father? It 
looks like a violin-case.” 

“That- is just wrhat it is, kitten. I am put¬ 
ting it together for a young fellow, who left it 
here a day or two ago.” 

44 What’s his name?” said Roschen. 

“Ritter—Max Ritter, I believe.” 

“Where does he live?” she asked. 


But here the shop-bell jingled. 

44 There he is now —the very man !” 

“Well, Mr. Gaeriner, how does the violin- 
case come on ?” 

That ringing voice belonged to but one per¬ 
son It was Roschen’s young gardener. 

“See for yourself, Master Ritter.” 

Ritter saw the violin-case, and something 
else besides. When he had talked of violin- 
cases and violins to the cabinetmaker, until 
the old man, in his enthusiasm, had gone to 
rummage in the loft for an old violin of his 
own, he turned to Roschen. She bad been sit¬ 
ting very quiet; but in a little inward flutter 
about whether she should go or stay, and whe¬ 
ther he would turn and speak to her or not. 

“ So you won’t let me replace the hyacinth ?” 
he said, quietly. 

“You! You did not!—you have not-” 

“I was vain enough to think you would guess 
that I sent them,” he continued. 44 1 dare say 
you thought I was taking a great liberty; but 
I own 1 hardly expected you would send them 
back with such'a curt message!” His dark 
eyes looked at her reproachfully. 

“Oh!” said Roschen, feeling ready to cry. 
“ Was it really you who sent me the hyncinths? 
Oh, I thought Mr. Ebbeback sent them !” 

44 May 1 venture to ask who Mr. Ebbeback 
is?” 

44 Oh, he is a hateful man who comes here 
ever so often; but I can’t bear him.” 

44 But he likes you ? He is a lover, I dare 
say ?” 

Roschen twisted her apron-strings, and 
pouted her rosy lips disdainfully. 

“Yes; l see! And this Ebbeback, who 
comes here ever so often, is he a handsome 
man ?” 

“My mother thinks so; but I don’t, you 
know, because—because I don’t like him.” 

44 Exactly,” said Ritter, dryly. 44 1 know all 
about it. I don’t wonder at your sending my 
hyacinth back. Doubtless you would prefer 
Ebbeback’s flowers ?” 

“ Why, I told you just now thnt I sent them 
back because I thought they came from Mr. 
Ebbeback,” said Roschen, smiling. 

“Then you would have kept them, if you 
had known they came from me?” said Ritter. 

But here the old cabinetmaker burst in joy¬ 
fully with his violin, and Max had to bend for¬ 
ward to bear a very soft 

•* Oh, yes !” from Roschen. 

You may be sure that Max Ritter did not 
suffer that violin-case to be finished up too 
soon. There never was a violin-case of such 
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delicate health. By the time it was really 
Bound and strong, he had established himself 
a frequent visitor at the cabinet-maker's work¬ 
room. The old man liked him. He heard 
nothing but good of Ritter. Mr. Kay said he 
was only retaining his place with him until 
he could accumulate money enough to pur¬ 
chase his musical studies abroad. 

Ebbebnck was furious with this invader of 
what he considered his peculiar rights. To 
be sure, he could still come as often as ever, to 
sit in the corner and smoke his meerschaum 
with the cabinet-maker, while Roschen sat by 
the window with her demure little head bent 
over her embroidery , but this was poor en¬ 
joyment, while a tall figure leaned against the 
mantel-shelf behind her, and a dark, band- 
some face bent once in a while in agonizing 
proximity to her flaxen braids. 

The mother agreed entirely with Ebbeback, 
and treated Ritter to many sour looks; and 
when he was by, descanted upon the wealth, 
generosity, and varied attractions of Ebbe¬ 
back, until actually Ritter would have an un¬ 
easy feeling that all was not as safe as he 
woutd like to have it, in regard to Roschen’s 
elderly wooer. He began to torment himself 
with Mrs. Gaertner’s hints that the dear child's 
avowed aversion to Ebbeback was no more 
than was quite natural, and the affair in ex¬ 
cellent train. 

One evening at dusk, while the old cabinet¬ 
maker sat in the corner, dozing and smoking 
his pipe, Ritter sat in the little back-room, 
smarting inwardly from certain barbed nrrows, 
which Roschen’s mother had left behind her, 
when she- went. off to market ; little Fritz 
rushed in, and climbed familiarly into \is lap, 
and said, 

“ Roschen would not go to walk with you 
yesterday evening. I know, because I heard 
her say so.” 

“Well, that was all right; wasn't it, Frit- 
xen ? Yonr sister was sick. I would not 
have had her walk with me when she was sick.” 

“She wasn't so sick but she could take a 
nice little walk with Mr. [Ebbeback directly 
after you went away,” said Fritz, indignantly. 

Ritter colored furiously. 

“Well, tha’t all right too, Fritz. Certainly 
Fraulein Roschen may walk with whom,she 
likes beet.” 

“I think so too,” said Fritz. “Apd Ros¬ 
chen must like Mr. Ebbeback the best, because 
you know she went to walk with him after you 
had gone home, and was gone, oh ! ever so 
long; and, besides, I heard mother talking 


about it the other night, when she thought I 
was asleep. But never mind, Mr. Ritter, I 
like you a great deal better than that old Eb¬ 
beback ; and as for Roschen, it don't make any 
difference about her—she's nothing but a girl, 
anyway. 

“ I thank you for your good opinion, Fritz.” 

“Oh, don’t go, Mr. Ritter, without seeing 
Roschen. I will run up stairs, and make her 
come down. Mr. Ebbeback never comes in till 
late now ; but she'll do anything for me.” 

“ Dou’t trouble your sister. Let her wait, 
by all means, until Mr. Ebbeback comes,” and 
away strode the deceived and injured lover. 

Several days passed by, and Ritter came not 
again. All unconscious of the mischief done 
by Fritz's little meddlesome tongue, Roschen 
first wondered, then grew restless and sus¬ 
picious ; finally was devoured by the cruelist 
forebodings. Max Ritter was tired of poor 
Roschen. It was tiresome to come there even¬ 
ing after evening, and see nothing but her 
baby face. She was no fit companion for a 
creature so marvelous and gifted as Max. It 
was all over with her. Some beautiful young 
lady had gone to the green-house to get flowers, 
and Ritter had fallen in love with her. 

Meanwhile the absent one was tired of play¬ 
ing. the man of spirit, and was calling himself a 
blockhead for being qpset by a child's chatter. 

“I will go and sea my Roschen this even¬ 
ing,” he thought. “ This very evening is there 
the second concert at Thomas’ Garden. Ros¬ 
chen shall go with roe, and we wilj /Bit under 
the vine-covered arbor together, and hear the 
music; and I will look into Roschen'&soft eyes, 
and tell her of all my jealous fancies, and say 
how it cuts me like a knife to see her smile at 
another man —look at him even. Jove it docs. 
And what if she should tell me with her rosy 
lips, that I am nothing to her, and that she 
loves that beast 1” 

Alas for Ritter ! Roschen was not visible, 
when he presented himself at the cabinet¬ 
maker's. Her mother told him she was out, hut 
assured him with great politeness and com¬ 
placency, that she could answer for it; she 
could not go with him to the Gardens that even¬ 
ing. because she had an express engagement 
to go with Mr. Ebbeback. 

In respect to the good woman's veracity, I 
am sorry to say that this was far from the 
trut h, as Roschen was at that moment up stain 
crying her eyes out at her lover’s supposed de¬ 
sertion ; and as for the engagement with Ebbe¬ 
back. she had not even heard of it. But the 
prudent mother thought it was an admirable 
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time to strike a decisive blow. Ebbeback would 
certainly be around in the course of the even¬ 
ing, and she could send them off together to 
the Gardens, thinking that as Ritter was not 
to be had, Roschen would easily be consoled, 
and take what she could get. 

Five minutes after Ritter left the house, Eb¬ 
beback did appear. Poor, miserable Roschen 
was easily fired by her mother’s sarcasms to 
bathe her tear-stained face, and prepare to ac¬ 
company the faithful Ebbeback. 

An ill-matched pair they looked. 

Ebbeback complacent, beaming; rounder 
and redder than ever. Roschen dejected, and 
indignantly disdainful of the close attentions 
he pressed upon her. 

When they entered the Garden, Ebbeback 
led the way into an arbor, that seemed to con¬ 
tain but two others beside themselves. Ros¬ 
chen did nfit notice them particularly as she 
seated herself, while Ebbeback ordered liis 
lager, and prepared to be stolidly blissful after 
his own fashion. 

Presently the music ceased, and there was a 
ringing laugh from one of the two at the other 
table. 

Roschen glanced up, and saw an arch bru¬ 
nette face under a little black straw-hat, trim¬ 
med with a trailing wreath of wild roses. Such 
;a captivating, coquettish air the girl had, as 
»he fixed her saucy eyes upon her companion. 
And the companion ? 

It was Ritter. 

Their eyes met. At the same moment, the 
orchestra struck a few plaintive chords, then 
glided into a wailing waltz that they both well 
remembered. 

Roschen could not repress one reproachful 
look, which he answered by turning his head, 
and beginning to talk rapidly to the French 
girl beside him. 

She would have tried to make a display of 
the same indifference, when a waiter rushed 
In, and said a few words to Ebbeback. 

“My soul!” exclaimed Ebbeback, turning 
pale. “My friend Spinner has just dropped 
down in the bar-room, in a fit of apoplexy, 


caused by a beany laugh. Excuse me for one 
moment, Fraulein Roschen,” and he darted 
off. 

Roschen was perfectly willing, and rather 
obliged to his friend Spinner. She covered 
her eyes with one hand, and thus did not ob¬ 
serve a young man who approached the pair 
at the other table. 

He spoke to Ritter, to whom the girl made 
a laughing apology, and they left the arbor 
together. 

Wilder and wilder throbbed the waltz music. 
Roschen was lost in sad reflections. She did 
not hear a step behind her, did not sec a hand 
placed on the back of her chair, did not see a 
face bent close to her cheek. But she need 
not have started at the voice so near. It was 
only her own name that she heard uttered by 
a voice that had never startled her before. 

“Roschen,” said Ritter, speaking eagerly, 
“You do not love that man who js with you 
this evening? Tell me that you do not! Ah, 
Roschen ! Roschen ! I love you so dearly, so 
dearly, that it would kill me to think you could 
love any one but me !” 

Sweeter and sweeter rose and fell the magi¬ 
cal waltz measure. 

“ Tell me, Roschen, will you love any one 
but me ?” 

“ But why did you stay away so long,” she 
said. 

“ I was wild ; desperately jealous at what 
your mother and Fritz told me.” 

“ But you could come here with that prettjr 
girl,” said Roschen, reproachfully. 

“ That is my cousin Fifiere, and that is her 
betrothed, whom she is walking with.” 

“ And you never thought of any girl but 
me ?” 

“ Never ! Never! And never will, if you will 
but give me what I have long ago given you.” 

Gently sobbed the last chords of the “ Scho- 
nen Blanen Danube,” and Riiter and little 
Roschen were happy. Happier than will be 
Ebbebeck when he returns to find what con- 
fusica dire and defeat lias been wrought by 
that unlucky laugh of his friend Spiuner I 


THE SHIPWRECK. 
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Thk night k wind/ and dark. 
There k no moon or star; 

But the roar of the ungry wared 
Ie heard on the reef alar. 
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The boom of the signal guns; 

A silence awful end dread; 

And the taJe—it will never be toW 
Till the tea giraa up its dead. 
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THE BARRED ACRES:—THE DOCTOR'S STORY. 


BY MRS. R. HARDING DAVIS, AUTHOR OF •“ M A R G R E T HOWTH. 

CHAPTER I. . life. Too well-bred to express it in words, it 


I do not know a single well-authenticated 
ghost story. Besides, ghost-stories are the 
poorest prentice-work in literature, if we tell 
the truth about them. They always fall stale 
and flat, no matter how we have worked our¬ 
selves up to a quake and shiver in the hearing. 
The ghost turns out to be some uninteresting ; 
dead ancestor, whose only claim to notice in \ 
the world was the manner of his leaving it, j 
and who stupidly persists in hanging about \ 
the place where he was unpleasantly put an j 
end to; or else he turns out to be no ghost at \ 
all, but a mere matter-of-fact, or a bit of i 
science of which the narrator was in haste to J 
be delivered. I 

No; I have no ghost stories for you. Out 
west, however, where some of the old settlers j 
yet linger, and the language and habits of J 
thought retain much of the strong, racy flavor j 
of the early pioneer days, there may yet be j 
found remnants of strange traditions and super- j 
stitions, which have never found their way into j 
books, but which in any other country would . 
have been carefully guarded' as folk-lore, out j 
of which the germs of national creeds and cus- \ 
toms might be defined. Many of these super- j 
stitions, in their relentless fatalism, betray > 
their Indian origin. j 

One of the most inexplicable of these super- \ 
stitions was brought to my notice in a curious \ 
manner some thirty years ago. In company j 
with Wycherley, (Joseph B. Wycherley, of Wil- < 
inington,) I had been beating about Western j 
Pennsylvania for one or two weeks Joe and > 
I had a little money to invest, and fancied > 
something could be done in coal; we preferred, J 
however, to examine the lay of the different 
veins ourselves, to trusting to agencies, taking 
at the same time our summer vacation. At 
Pittsburgh we met Judge Prentice, with whom 
I had but a slight acquaintance, but who was 
an old friend of Wycherley. He was just re¬ 
turning from an unsuccessful hunt on the 
prairies, and as a month was yet to elapse be¬ 
fore the fair term of court, joined us with little 
persuasion. I must confess that he did not add 
to the pleasure of our idle journey. He was 
growing old, and meeting old age apparently 
with a secret bitter cynicism and rage against 
414 


was yet plain that this secret discontent in¬ 
spired an outward ill-temper; he had a per¬ 
petual pettish grudge against the weather, 
against his companions, against himself. 

“ Your friend, Prentice, is a constant sur¬ 
prise to me,” 1 said, to Wycherley. “ I met 
him eight or ten years ago, and he was then 
a rational, genial fellow.” ^ 

“ He has had one or two rough turns—Pren¬ 
tice,” said Joe. “ A more oool-headed, unfeel¬ 
ing man, perhaps, would have borne them witii 
more philosophy The judge was, a domestic 
mau, cared little for anything apart from his 
own fireside. His wife died first, then all his 
interest in life centered on his boy, and he dis¬ 
appointed him.” 

“ Dissipated ?” 

“Nio; Tom wasn’t dissipated, unless you can 
call a man so, who is drunken with a thirst for 
adventure. His father had a place and busi¬ 
ness ready for him, when the young man ship¬ 
ped on a whaler; came back after a year or 
two, and married some mechanic’s daughter. 
That was the unforgiveable trespass. Crime 
the old man might overlook, but vulgarity— 
never! Though the girl, I’ve heard, was 
pretty and sensible, and bade fair to bring Tom 
out of the slough. But Prentice never would 
see either of them. They went to Texas or 
California, I believe; and the old mau has been 
alone ever since. He grows more soured and 
discontented every year. If it wasn’t for his 
gunning and fishing, I don’t know what he’d 
do to make life endurable. By-the-way, he 
talks of buying some land hereabouts for sum¬ 
mer shooting. We were looking at one of these 
islands in the river. There’s an advertisement 
of it here.” 

We were in the cabin, which served as 
country store, post-office, and magistrate’s 
office at the time, and Wycherley walked over 
to the wall, on which were tacked the dirty- 
written placards of Lost Saddles, Cows Strayed 
and Stolen, and Land for Sale. One of these 
last, so yellow and faded as hardly to be legible, 
he fixed upon, and read aloud, 

“ All that certain lot and parcel of ground- 

Umph! Seventy-five acres ! Timber, oak, hick¬ 
ory, beech- Umph! Above highest water- 
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mark. Forty acres best pasturage in the county. ^ 
Why the land is going for a Bong! Price is 
given—one-tenth what they ask for the poorest j 
sheep pasturage about here. By all means, j 
Prentice should secure it. Shooting-lodge for j 
two or three years. Sell—double his money. \ 

• Arkens owner.’ What the deuce possesses Ar- j 

kens to ding his land away in this way, J 
Spreut?” turning to the dapper little store- 1 
keeper. ' j 

Sprout was deftly tying up a pound of brown j 
sugar for a barefooted little girl from one of \ 
the hill-cabins. He finished it with a queer j 
twinkle in his'eye, before answering leisurely 

“ Well, sir, Arkens was a stranger, like your¬ 
self, when he purchased that there lot of 
ground. That’s nigh five years ago; and X 
reckon he’s had about enough of it.” 

“ Why ? I’ve seem the island,” cried Wycher¬ 
ley, who prided himself on being a thorough 
farmer. “There’s no such soil on this bottom. 
You could run your cane up to the handle in 
it, doctor. Black I” 

“ That’s on account of never bein’ worn out,” 
said Sprout, sententiously. “ Fallow ground’s 
mostly black, if you’ll observe. That sile’s 
not been tilled nigh onto this hundred years.” 

“ But why not? The top of the hill—it’s a 
oone, doctor—rises like a sugar-loaf out of 
the water; the top is free from undergrowth, 
ready for planting. Why did not Arkens raise 
corn, at least, on it?” 

“Why, that’s The Barred Acres, Mr. Wycher¬ 
ley.” 

* Wycherley hesitated, puzzled. “Oh ! that’s 
the name, is it? Well, it’s cheap land I’ll 
make the judge clinch the bargain at once.” 

Sprout muttered that it wouldn’t be cheap at 
any price; and began ciphering zealously at 
fcis ledger with the uneasy air of a man who 
is about to be forced on to ground of which he 
is afraid. 

“ Why, isn’t it cheap?” persisted Wycherley. 

“ What’s the matter with the ground?” 

“There’s nothing the matter with the 
ground,” said Sprout, desperately. “ It’s The 
Barred Acres, that’s all. Anybody can tell 
you the luck of them that owns it. I’ve got 
nothin’ more to say about it.” 

Wycherley laughed, and we strolled out on 
to the rutted wagon-road leading up to the 
hills. No other house than Sprout’s cabin was 
in sight. The hills thickly wooded to the top, ! 
tho lazy, grass-grown road, the broad, glanc- j 
ing river at our feet, lay strangely still and 
silent in the low, red, evening light. 

“The solitude here is always oppressive to 


me,” said Wycherley. “ It is like tho primeval 
forest. There! that is Prentice’s land, I 
think,” pointing to a hill rising in the middle 
of the yellow river, its base fringed with gray¬ 
trunked beech-trees and rank undergrowth to 
to the water’s edge ; the summit a clean, smooth 
plateau, covered with a short, velvet turf. 
44 Why, there’s a cabin on it now. Hello, Jim!” 
to a boy cooling his feet in the horse-trough. 
“Who lives on that island? One to the left?” 

Jim laughed; but I noticed with the same 
half-scared, uneasy air &b Sprout. “ That's 
a shed Arkens put up for his cows. He warn’t 
sech a darned fool as to live in it himself, 
stranger as he was. Why, that’s The Barred 
Acres.” 

“Well, what of them?” 

But Jim's face grew suddenly vacant. “I 
dunno, I’m sure,” he said, stolidly. “ But come 
on to supper, gen’men. We’ll ask Mrs. Hous- 
■ton.” 

For although we had beeu but a week in her 
cabin, we had all fallen into the habit of re¬ 
ferring and deferring on all points to Mrs. 
Houston, as, indeed, did all the neighborhood. 
She was but a young girl, but her bright, quick 
wit settled all the disputed questions for the 
country side. 

44 There’s no tavern,” had been Sprout’s 
greeting, when the steamboat landed us on the 
lonely bank, late one night-. “ Houston’s is the 
big house. Houston’s away rafting, bht 
kin take you in. She *# a capable woman.” We 
found her to be so, and something more. 

Prentice was sitting by the fire when we 
came in, watching, with little Bob, the griddle- 
cakes which Mrs. Houston was rolling, out on 
the table. , 

44 Don’t let them.burn, Bob,” she said. 

“ Give me the fork, madam,” said, the judge. 

“ Thank you,” handing hjm the fork, 

Wycherly and I went up. to the loft where 
we slept, to brush the mud off before supper. 

44 That woman would say ‘Thankyou,’ with¬ 
out surprise, if King Alfred himself came back 
to turn the cakes. The judge is his old best 
self with her, do you see ?” 

“Prentice always had keen tact with wo- 
| men,” said Joe.' “ When a man gets at odds 
| with the world in that way, there’s nothing 
| brings him right so quickly aB a thorough¬ 
bred woman.” 

After we had left the point, it occurred to me 
that Joe and I had never wonderod at finding 
this thorough-bred woman, as we pronounced 
her, in poor Dolly Houston’s miserable house 
and flannel dress One is apt to accept what- 
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ever is genuine in the world without surprise 
or inquiry. It is your stage royalty, your 
merit, with the gilt and tinsel trappings, that 
wins the clamor of applause and curiosity. 

When we were seated at supper, Prentice, 
himself, first broached the mysterious topic. 
“I have seen Arkens, and settled the bargain, 
doctor. The deed was made out this afternoon, 
witih remarkable celerity for country business. 
The island's mine/' 

Our little hostess' bright blue eyes turned 
quickly from one to the other. 

“What’s amiss with 4 The Barred Acres,’ 
Mrs. Houston?” 

“Is that the island you hare bought?” she 
asked of Prentice. 

“Yes. Can you tell me how I got it so 
cheaply ?” 

She hesitated. “There's a superstition, a 
queer old story, which ‘bars’ the acres against 
all purchasers here. I’m sorry you bought it.” 

Of course, we clamored for the story, and 
when we had risen from the table and gathered 
about the fire, she told it to us. She told it 
half as a jest, but in spite of herself there was 
an undercurrent of nervous force, and a half¬ 
conviction, that surprised us more than we 
chose to acknowledge, for there was not one 
of us who did not give her oredit for as keen 
wit an*d sound sense as we olaimed ourselves. 

4i The story goes that the island was occupied 
by an old- chief named Gray Wolf, long after 
white Aettlers had taken possession of the 
mainland. The chief had drawn, it was said, 
some magic circle abotat the land which insured 
it to him and to his heirs forever. A family 
named Cresap, coveted it, however, and one 
night Gray Wolf, his squaw, and sons, were 
found hiurdered in their wigwArta, and the 
next day the Cresaps proceeded to make a 
tomakawk claim on it, joking boastfully that 
it would be hard for Gray Wolf to establish the 
heirship between his dead sons. 

“I foresee the story, then,” said Joe, as she 
stopped to take Bob up on her lap. “The 
ghosts of t her Gray robbers still walk the shore?” 

“No; they have never been seen/’ gravely. 
“But the fate of the Cresaps was peculiar. A 
month or two after they had built'their house, 
the two young men, while crossing the river in 
a canoe, at midday, suddenly disappeared, as 
though the boat had been dragged under by an 
unseen hand. The sky was clear, the water 
smooth as glass. Presently t he boat came up, 
bottom upward, but the bodies of the men were 
never found. Old Cresap and’ his wife still 
occupied the island. One night* a man went 


j over on business and found the cabin empty, 
J the cow freshly milked, a tire still smouldering 
on the hearth; but the murderers of the old 
chief wero gone—they had vanished utterly 
from off the face of the earth.” 

“A very characteristic story of Indian ven¬ 
geance: and not at all improbable,” said Pren¬ 
tice. “The Red-skin deals a death-blow with 
as stealthy and swift stroke as a thief.” 

“The' island was uninhabited for years,” 
said Mrs. Houston. “ Then a man named 
Israel Warrendon moved on to it from the 
Ohio shore, repaired the cabin, and settled his 
family comfortably for the winter. One day, 
in going through the street of the village which 
lies a few miles down the bank, on this side, 
he was missed—disappeared in broad daylight 
in passing from one house to another. I’v* 
heard he was a stout, shrewd, wide-awake man, 
well able to defend himself. He never was 
seen or heard of again. His family moved 
back to the main-land, and were left unmo¬ 
lested. Afterward, a company of coal miners 
examined the island, and one, a gentleman 
from Baltimore, I think they called him Thel* 
lusson, undertook to open a mine. He set his 
men to work; on the fifth day, when they were 
outside, preparing to quit for the night, he 
went in curiously to the opening they had made 
in the hill. The ground above gave way with¬ 
out a sound, and buried him.” 

“Not an infrequent occurrence in your coal¬ 
mining region even now, Mrs. Houston.” 

“No; but the curious part of the story ia 
that he, too, was lost. Dig as deep as they 
might, they never found a truce of his body, 
though he was soarcely out of sight when he 
disappeared.” 

The fire had burned low, and the sunset 
faded out in the little window that overlooked 
the river. The darkness may have accounted 
for the awkward silence which fell on us all. 
Out of the window, in the dim twilight, we 
could see the island rise, a dark, truncated cone, 
out of the broad, steel-gray river. We each gave 
a stealthy glance at it. Prentice begged leave 
to light a segar. I stirred the fire cheerfully. 

“ Well,” said Wycherley, in a tone unneces¬ 
sarily loud, “ does the old chief still drag down 
his victims silently underground? These are 
old-time affairs, after all. Perhaps the race 
of Gray Wolves have betaken themselves to 
rest now ?” 

“ It is only about twenty years since Thei- 
lasson began to dig for coal. Land is plenty 
and cheap, and the people can afford to humor 
their superstitions. Since then there hat been 
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but one attempt to occupy the island. An old 
fur-trader, who was in the neighborhood in 
’32, when the cholera was raging in the towns 
along the shore, swore that he would go make 
a bargain with Gray Wolf, and lease bis land, 
as the only place of safety. He put off for the 
island one morning, actually carrying with 
him, out of bravado, beads, a gun, and tobacco. 
At night some of his friends went after him.” 

“ Well ? He had vanished ?” 

“No; they found him in front of the ruined 
cabin, dead, with his feet and hands composed 
and straightened by careful hands.” 

“Cholera,” suggested Wycherley. 

“No; there was no apparent cause for death. 
The tobacco and beads were heaped in order 
upon his breast, and the gun placed ready in 
his hands, Indian fashion.” 

“ The island has beeftunoccupied since then ?” 

“Yes,” she laughed, but uneasily. “The 
old chief has kept his land, in peace. There 
have been one or two attempts made to use it 
as a pasturage, but the cattle, which feed ou 
the grass, after a day or two, are attacked with 
a strange sickness; and even the drovers, who 
go to take or fetch them, find that once drink¬ 
ing the water induces a low fever. Auother 
curious fact about the island is—and that Bob 
and I have proved ourselves—that there are 
only such living creatures on it as belonged to 
the country before tho coming of the whites: 
snakes and corbies; lynxes, too, in Jtlic thick 
woods; but not a singing-bird, nor a squirrel.” 

“ Then I ahall have game I did not count on, ” 
aaid Prentice. 

Mrs. Houston did not answer. 

“Now, judge,” said Wycherley, after a 
thoughtful puff of his pipe, “ I wouldn’t per¬ 
sist in this matter, if I were you. The pre¬ 
judices of tho people are against it; and there’s 
uo use in running counter to the prejudices of 
a people without a rational cause. Even Mrs. 
Houston here is a half-beliover.” 

“1 only gave the facts; I don’t pretend to 
explain them.” 

“At least,” I said, “one thing you are 
assured of, Prontice, that there is miasma in 
the soil, and the water is bad. It looks like 
fool-hardiness to me to persist in your plan, 
under those circumstances.” 

Prentice was lighting his bed-room candle. 

•* I will certainly carry it out, doctor, and that 
At once, instead of next summer. It would be 
worth while to fight down the prejudices of an j 
ignorant community, if only in order to bring j 

back such valuable land into use. Besides-” I 

he stopped abruptly, looking for a minute Jown j 


j at the island which, now that the moon had 
i risen, loomed gray and ghostly in the glitter¬ 
ing river, and then turning off with a laugh, 

“ One would not dislike a tug with the old dead 
Indian. It would have, at least, the zest of 
novelty.” 

He nodded good-night, and went up the lad¬ 
der to the loft. Wo smoked in silenoe while 
Mrs. Houston made ready for bed, and taking 
the sleeping boy in her arms, bade us good¬ 
night, and went to her own room. 

“ If Prentice did not half believe thfct story,” 

I said Wycherley, knocking out his pipe, “ he 

I would not be so obstinate. It is curious what 
veins of superstition lie deep in the clearest 
and most logical brains. He would be ashamed 
to acknowledge it to himself; but he is so jaded 
and tired of life, that the vague idea of a grap¬ 
ple with some invisible power roused him as a 
trumpet would a horse to the battle.” 

I replied that I did not think Prentioe a fool. 
One is in duty bound to affect that tone about 
supernatural matters. 

CHAPTER II. 

When we came down next morning, we saw 
the judge standing in the gate, talking to Mrs. 
Houston, who had just come in from milking. 

Wycherley laughed. “Odd! Now I’ve seen 
that old fellow wither, with his stinging sar¬ 
casms, some of the reigning women of New 
York society, and thoro lie stands, cap in hand, 

before a girl who is about to do her own wash- 

• - » 

ing. 

“His iqstincts are keener than I thought,” 
I answered, and went down to join them. 

Mfs» Houston was speaking as I came near. 
“ My husband will be at home in a day or 
two. At least do not go to the island until you 
have seen him. There is something which he 
can tell you. I am sure you would not go 
when you had heard it.” 

She broke off abruptly. I was surprised to 
notice that her eyes were full of tears, and that 
her whole manner betrayed extreme agitation. 

The judge looked up and down, perplexed 
and annoyed. 

“ My dear madam, don’t you see that I cannot 
draw back ? I have this moment given orders 
to Sprout to send a carpenter over to put the 
cabin in habitable order, as I would sleep there 
to-night. If I draw back, I would qnly do my 
part to confirm the people in their absurd fears. 
And I cannot be called a coward.” 

“No, you cannot be called a coward,” she 
replied, thoughtfully, and, after a moment’s 
pause, took up her pails and went into the house. 
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The old man looked after her. It was evi¬ 
dent her anxiety touched and pleased him. 

“Now that woman is a more curious study to 
me, doctor, than any old legends of this un¬ 
civilized country,” he said. “Now and then, 
in society, I have felt that peculiar power, like 
a magnetic atmosphere, about a woman, with 
the repose of manner which only comes from a 
fine nature finely poised ; but very rarely. You 
have to go back to generations of ease and cul¬ 
ture to account for such a human product. But 
here, side by side with these strapping, loud, 
country wenches, is the wife of a raftsman, 
fighting poverty and vulgarity with an arch de¬ 
bonair gayety—it’s a puzzle such as I never 
solved before.” 

“ You are determined to meet the Wolf on his 
own ground?” said Wycherley, too anxious to 
leave the main point long. 

“Yes—to-night. Sprout’s man will knock 
me up a shed out of the old one, and a fire and 
hammock will make me all right. I’m an old 9 
campaigner.” 

To be brief with the story, the judge per¬ 
sisted. He met with more remonstrance than 
he had looked for. One of the frequent freshets 
in the upper creeks had caused a rise in the ; 
Ohio, and most of the farmers from the back j 
hills found their way down to the bottom during 
the day to judge of its extent. They are a re- j 
ticent, slow class of people, but they all con- j 
trived to drop a word of warning to Prentice. 

“ The patch of ground had a bad name, from 
one cause or another,” said one. “ It was likely 
to be aguish—if no worse,” said another. 
“’Twant no use stirrin’ up foul water,” put in 
a third. To all of which arguments the judge 
listened, amused. 

Wycherley and I, of course, remonstrated no 
further. Mrs. Houston went about her work 
with a grave face. 

Just before dark I found Prentice on the 
river batfk, stowing into a skiff his hammock, 
an axe, and materials for breakfast. 

“Wycherley and I are going with you,” I 
said. “ We will be more than a match for the 
Gray Wolf and his sons.” 

“I beg that you will not,” he replied, curtly. 

“ My freak is a foolish one, probably. I don’t 
wish to drew any one else into the annoy- 
ances of it.” 

His manner was such that I did not renew 
my offer. It was a melancholy, unnaturally 
calm evening; the leaden sky hung low and 
lowering, the swollen river rushed by yellow, 
and laden with drifting timber. 

“But it’s falling,” said Sprout, who stood 


by with his foot-measure. “ It’ll be down by 
morning.” 

“ The judge will be in no danger?” 

“ From the freshet? No. This roost is ten 
feet above the highest flood mark. It’s not 
from the water his trouble ’ll come,” with a 
shrug and gloomy nod. 

One by one the few loiterefrs went up the 
miry road to find shelter. The night, coming 
on rapidly, bade fair to be stormy. The death¬ 
like stillness was ominous; a raw, foreboding 
wind blew sharply down the gorge, making 
me shiver inside of my heavy overcoat. I 
walked up and down at some distance from 
Prentioe, who busied himself unnecessarily 
with his cockshell of a boat on the edge of the 
water. The superstition was absurd, and I 
had only contempt for his insane freak; and 
yet I could not bring myself to bid him good¬ 
night, and come away. 

Standing there, at the edge of the dark sheet 
of water, with the island in view, the legend 
we had heard about it had an unaccountable 
power over us all. I believed at the time, and 
I am half tempted to believe now, that some 
subtle influence was at work that night in the 
air, and in the very ground, to give it its force. 
After all, what do we know of the strength of 
the hands of the dead ? 

Even Wycherley had some vague idea of this. 
His fat, pale face was unnaturally sobered as 
he trotted uneasily up and down, pretending 
to guage the water. 

“ There’s some devil abroad to-night. The 
idea of a respectable old follow, a judge of the 
Superior Court, camping in a cow-shed to show 
that he’s not afraid of ghosts! He’ll have the 
gout in his stomach, that’ll be the end of it, 
mark my words. 'Pon my soul, thero’s some¬ 
thing like the work of an evil spirit in a sud¬ 
den insanity of that sort. It’s against nature.” 

We loitered for a few minutes, and then went, 
with a sudden impatience, back to the house. 

Judge Prentice, when he had packed his skiff, 
came to say good-by. 

I tried to assume a jocular tone. “It does 
not occur to you that you are doing an utterly 
irrational and useless thing?” 

“Of course I am. But there are some dare¬ 
devil drops of the boy’s blood stay in us untit 
the last moment, I suppose.” 

Mrs. Houston had come up unseen, by either 
of us, and stood beside us, her water-proof cloak 
about her shoulders, and her fine head bare. 

“Ah, ma’dam ! you come to give me your con¬ 
sent ?” holding out his withered hand gallantly. 

To my astonishment she affected not to see 
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it. “ Is there nothing that will induce you to 
wait until to-morrow?” she said, hurriedly. 
“Only until to-morrow?” 

The inexplicable agitation, which she tried 
in vain to conceal, touched him as with an 
eleotric spark. His real cynical, bitter nature 
came to the surface. 

“ What does it matter if I were actually going 
into danger? My accounts with life are counted 
up and closed. A man’s day’s work is done at 
sixty, well or ill. He only lays about on suf¬ 
ferance after that.” 

“You laugh at the danger; so did I when I 
first came here. But I know now it is real.” 
She looked* over at the island with a counte¬ 
nance that was, for the moment, curiously 
scared and childish. “You have no right to 
throw away your life. You have friends— 
your children-” 

“I have none, madam. I will come back, 
of course, safely ; but if that island were to be 
my grave, as you think, there is not a living 
creature to shed a tear for me. Give me some 
matches, doctor,” with a sudden change of 
tone, ashamed of his emotion. “I’ll be over 
by noon to-morrow, Mrs. Houston, hungry as 
a bear. Good-night!” 

She stood looking after him, as he jumped 
into the skiff, and pushed out from the shore. 

“What shall I do?” she said to herself. 
“What shall I do?” 

I answered her, but she neither saw nor 
heard me. I touched her arm at last. “You 
are not answerable for his obstinate folly, Mrs. 
Houston. Besides, what is the man to you ?” 

“ This much,” quietly. “ It would be better 
for me that Bob were lying dead in my house 
to-morrow, than that old gray-headed man.” 

“ Yet you would not take his hand just now.” 

A flash of indignant repugnance crossed her 
face. I saw it, although she controlled it in¬ 
stantly. “ You are fanciful. It grows chilly, 
we will go to the house.” 

Night closed in early, but the storm still de¬ 
layed. Wycherley and I watched the island 
until we saw a red light on the top of the dark 
heap. 

“ He has his fire going, at least,” said Joe. 
“ Gray Wolf has not yet entered an appear¬ 
ance. ” 

Tli ere was no story-telling that night, nor 
'even romps with Bob. Joke as we would, we 
were secretly uneasy and uncomfortable. Mrs. 
Houston went about her work, pale and silent. 
'We left her by the kitchen-fire when we went 
to bed. 

■“It is likely that my husband will be home 


to knight,” she said. “I will wait for him.” 
But I heard her open the window after we 
had gone, from which the dull-red spark on 
the island could be seen. 

It must have been but an hour or two before 
day when I was awakened by a strange noise, 
a low, grinding sound, that shook the wooden 
house to its foundations. I started out of bed, 
and supposing it to be thunder, threw open the 
window. The moon lighted up the steep moun¬ 
tains so clearly, that the trees stood out against 
the sky in fine black limning. Not a cloud was 
in the sky. As I turned back, Wycherley, in the 
other room, gave a shout of dismay and terror. 
“Good God! the river is gone!” he cried. 

I hurried to the other window, and stood 
stunned for a moment. Where, last night, the 
broad Ohio had rolled, muddy#and yellow, was 
solid ground. Not a gleam of water was to be 
seen. 

“I understand it now,” said Wycherley* 
when he was fairly awake. “The river has 
risen in the night, and the creek, rushing out 
below, has backed the drift wood and debris up. 
There’s an immense accumulation of mud and 
timber there. But it will only last an hour or 
two before it breaks up.” 

We stood looking at it curiously for a mo¬ 
ment, when the same thought flashed upon us 
both, and wo looked at each other appalled. I 
was the first to speak. 

“ Sprout said his cabin was ten feet above 
the highest mark.” 

“But this rise, I judge, id unprecedented,” 
said Wycherley. 

We pulled on our clothes, and hurried down 
to the bank, without a word. As we passed 
through the kitchen, I noticed that the fire had 
been lately replenished, and a candle, with a 
long wick, blazed on the table. Mrs. Houston’s 
watch had apparently lasted all night. 

The moon lit up the work of death with a 
clearness which seemed unnatural and spectral. 
When we reached the point from which the 
island was visible, we stood silent, not daring 
to look at each other. 

The water had risen to a level with the cnbin. 

There was about it not the sign ef life. If 
the judge was there, he still slept, unconscious 
of his danger. 

The most terrible feature in that terrible 
night, I remember, was the intense and awful 
stillness. The mountains ranged dark and 
watchful behind us: the vast, solid mass above 
the flood heaving up, and up. to its deed of 
death without a sound; the silent, unnatural 
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brightness, that bathed earth and sky; the j 
whole world seemed waiting, hungry and ex- j 
pedant, to see a murder done. j 

When Wycherley spoke, it was in a husky 
whisper. 

44 The old man will waken in his grave,” ho 
said. 

“Can we do nothing?” 

“What can we do? This mass will break 
any minute. It is breaking now—yonder,” 
pointing to a spot, three furlongs above the 
island, where a foot or two of water glittered 
through the massed mud and logs. 

But it was not in human nature to do nothing. 
We ventured over the drift, and dragged each 
other back, drenched and bruised; for the mass, 
apparently so solid, was uneven in depth, and 
in some places mere traps of clogged lumber 
turning under the feet. 

“It's useless^ groaned Joe. “The man 
sleeps like the dead. Eh? What do you see?” 

“What shadow is that yonder! Near the 
island—to the left ?” 

Wycherley’s eyes were keener than mine. 
“It is a woman! Merciful God! It is she! 
She is going to save him !” 

There was no need to name her. She was 
one of those women who always seem to bo 
the only one in the world when you are 
near her. 

She was of light weight, and besides, both 
nimble and cool. She had a long stick in her 
hands, by which she aided herself to spring 
from one point, which seemed most solid, to 
another. Her eye, arparently, was as watchful 
as a cat’s, and her movements as agile. I think 
the most intolerable pain at that hour, to me, 
as I watched her, was the galled sense of my 
own age; the rheumatic lumbering body, that 
forced me to stand like a log and see a woman 
thus dare death. As for Wycherley, he sat 
down and clasped his hands about his knees, 
now and then wiping the sweat from his face. 
I think he was praying for Mrs. Houston, 
though he relieved himself once or twice by a 
savage oath at Prentice and his obstinacy. 

She fell once—twice, but regained her foot¬ 
ing, and went on, wet to the skin, and with a 
weaker step, 1 fancied. 

“She has touched solid ground! She is at 
the cabin!” cried Wycherley. 

“ What docs that matter? They never can 
come back. Look! it is breaking—there—and 
there!” 

She disappeared for a moment. Then they 
came out together, she holding the judge by 
the hand, pointing across to where we stood. 


explaining and urging. Then she brought an. 
oar, showing him how to use it, as she had done 
the staff. 

Judge Prentice was a heavily built man. At 
the best of times he mooved stiffly. The pas¬ 
sage was fully a half mile in length before 
them. Now, too, the loosening of the drift 
below became more evident. The whole vast 
mass began to heave with a swell almost im¬ 
perceptible as yet, but like the smothered 
breathing of a monster, which may the next 
instant break into devouring fury. Wycherley 
brought ropes from the house, and brandy; put 
oars into a skiff, and then leaned against a 
tree, his arms folded in desperate inaction. 

“It is all that we can do.” 

How long we watched them I do not knowv 
1 I remember that the day began to break when 
they were but half way across. Prentice moved 
as if still stunned or dazed by sleep, or the 
sudden terror. Ho was loggish, timid, irre¬ 
solute. The woman, on the contrary, had be¬ 
come an incarnate spirit of energy—every limb 
alert, light, swift; her thoughts guided them 
with the quickness of intuition. This was the 
more remarkable, as she was a languid, slow 
woman, naturally, in her ideas and movements- 
I wondered if it was not the thought of her 
husband that gave wings to both her soul and 
body to cross that gulf of death. 

They came nearer—nearer. The danger grow 
more, imminent. The slow heaving had in¬ 
creased to a heavy, regijjar throb; the crash 
of timbers above came like sullen thunder. The 
whole mass swayed at times until they stag¬ 
gered and fell. 

“ If she once fall under the timber, she is 

lost.” 

Wycherley and* I shouted encouragement in¬ 
cessantly. “Five minutes more, and you aro 
safe!” Yet neither of us believed that they 
could ever reach the shore. If the great flow¬ 
ing once gave way, there was no possible chance 
of saving them from beneath it. She did not 
dare to glance toward us, but her cheek red¬ 
dened, and she laughed gayly as she heard us. 

The next moment she did look toward the 
shore, and, as if touched with palscy, all her 
strength and courage left her in an instant. 
She staggered, and gave a sudden nervous, wo¬ 
manish laugh. After that her steps were un¬ 
certain and trembling. She had caught sight 
j of a man who came running rapidly up the 
shore. He stopped beside us—a sturdy, broad- 
built young fellow, with an oddly familiar face. 

44 In God’s name, what is this? Is that my 
! wife?” 
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There was a sudden, sharp report like thun¬ 
der, a frightful crash and swirl, and the whole 
mass of timber and drift-wood broke a few 
yards from where they were. The judge stood 
firm, and tried to hold her, but, as if she had 
lost all reason and strength at once, poor Dolly 
held out her hands to her husband, and threw 
herself toward him into the water. A heavy 
beam struck her, and she fell. 

For the next few moments we were all strug¬ 
gling in the flood together. The judge was 
taken out stunned, though not seriously hurt, 
and carried to the house. Houston brought his 
wife to shore, whether dead or alive, we could 
not tell. The few women of the neighborhood 
had collected, but he carried her up in his arms 
as though she were a baby, and would let no 
one touch her but himself. For an hour Wy¬ 
cherley and I kept guard outside the door. 
Prentice joined us in dry clothes, aud re¬ 
freshed by a medicinal drink. But the color 
and little remaining youth seemed washed out 
of the man. His very hair and beard had 
grown white and limp. 

44 If she dies!*’ he muttered. 44 If she dies—” 


We did not answer him. 

The door opened at last, and she stood in it, 
alive—her eyes glowing, her hand out. 

44 Will you take my hand now, Judge Pren¬ 
tice ?” She hesitated, choked for words, the 
bright color coming and going in her cheeks. 

44 1—I- You did not know who I was, 

but- Oh, Tom, come! It is your father!” 

Of course, you all know how my story ends. 
There is no pleasanter home in New York than 
that of Tom Prentice, nor no more steady, 
domestic fellow than Tom himself. The judge 
lives with them, and is even more careful and 
jealous of mistress Doily than of her husband. 
Wycherley and I spend our holidys with them, 
and do our best with the others to spoil master 
Bob. 

But there is an odd reluctance among us to 
talk of The Barred Acres. The island remains 
unsold and unoccupied 

I have no faith in legends or superstitions. 
But it is a fact that, in the midst of an oil¬ 
digging and trading community, the Gray Wolf 
still keeps his land undisturbed. 


GOD KNOWS. 

BY MATTIE WINFIELD TORRET. 

44 Like as a father pitieth his children, strthe Lord pitieth them that fear him.”—Psalms ciii., 13. 

IUoh heavy cross the back is forced to bear; 

Bach cruel wound that rankles in the heart; 

Bach doubt, each fear, each weary load of care, 

Griefs lingering pain, or sudden, keenest smart— 

God knows them each; and'His all-seeing eye 
la quick to note our sorrows when we cry. 

Think you the love which led the Son of Man 
His brightness in humanity to veil, 

And walk, acquaint with grief, the wear 
Of man's estate; think you that love can fail 
To pity, comfort, succor, and uplift, 

And to each faltering prayer send answer swift? 


Ah! well for us, our wondrous, great High Priest 
Was tempted, tried, assailed on every hand, 
That for our sinfulness, from great to least. 

Our advocate might with the Father stand. 

Oh 1 let this thought thy weariness console— 

He knows thy struggles, tempted, doubting soul. 

However rough and rugged is the road, 

£ How low soe’er the heart may heave its sigh, 

;j Infinite Lore itself would bear the load; 

J God knows and pities I Lay thy burden by. 
s No longer tossing (ike the restless dove, 
v Ob! trust, and feel the Father's boundless lore. 


THE 

BY H B 9 

Friendless and motherless. 

Poor and forlorn. 

Out in the darkness. 

Out in the storm; 

On she goes drearily. 

Day after day, 

On she goes wearily, 

Rough is the way. 

No one to comfort 
When night is near. 


ORPHAN. 


No roice to whisper, 

*' Darling, I’m here.” 
No one to love her, 

No one to aid. 

No ono to cherish 
The poor little maid. 
Out in the darkness. 
Out in the storm. 
Goes the poor lone one. 
Weary and worn. 
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BY HELEN M‘ARTHUR. 


“ Oh, Mjss Gray! won’t it be lo?ely ? I am so \ 
fond of green.” And Grace Lee held up the j 
skirt of a beautiful green-and-white muslin to 
be admired by the sympathetic dress-maker. 

“You will be sure to carry off the palm at 
the picnic, Miss Lee.” 

“I don’t feel so sure of that; but there is 
one thing certain—no person will have a pret¬ 
tier muslin. And now for the over-skirt, Miss 
Gray. Can’t you invent something new? I’d 
like to have something no one else had for to¬ 
morrow.” 

“ Grncie,” said her sister Helen, looking up 
from a book. “ Your Peterson has come. The 
boy at tho office told me so last night. You’ll 
be sure of something new in that.” 

“ How delightfully fortunate,” said Grace, 
■clapping her hands softly together. “But 
how am I to get it ? I haven’t time to go for 
it, and you must go for your lesson. Oh I I 
know what I’ll do.” And Grace, leaving the 
room, passed quickly through the hall out of 
the door, and tripped down the lawn to the 
jgnte, where she pretended to pick flowers with 
her fingers, while her eyes looked eagerly 
•down the street. 

She did not have long to wait. In a few min- 
utCB, swinging his handsome form after the 
most approved fashion, came Arthur Ruthven, 
the latest acquisition to Newtouville society ; 
the pet of all the ladies, and, ‘it must be con¬ 
fessed, the envy of not a few of the gentlemen. 

“Good-morning, Coz,” said Arthur, coming 
to a full stop, when he saw Grace, and taking 
off his hat with a tremendous flourish. 

“ Good-morning, Arthur. Oh, Arthur! I’m 
in such a state. I want you to do something 
for me—a very great favor!” 

“A favor, eh? To the half of my king¬ 
dom, Grade. Wasn’t that what that worthy 
old gentleman, mentioned in Scripture, said ? 
Or is it advice you want—anything in the na¬ 
ture of breach of promise?” 

“ Now, Arthur, how can you laugh when you 
see I’m in such a hurry ? It’s my Peterson I 
want-” 

“ Your Peterson 1 Who is he ? He is a mighty 
lucky fellow, I should think. But how can I 
get him for you ? When did he get loose ? and 
where do you suppose he has strayed ?” 
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“ Arthur Ruthven, you’re enough to plague 
\ a saint; you know very well I mean my Peter¬ 
son’s Magazine. Now, listen to me. I’ve got 
a new muslin ; white, with a green 6tripe ; and 
it’s perfectly beautiful. You will see it to¬ 
morrow at the picnic. It is almost all finished : 
but 1 want the Peterson to get a pattern for an 
over-skirt. I must have something new and 
stylish. Do you understand ? So I must have 
the Peterson.” 

“You could not possibly do without it?” 
asked he, gravely. 

“ No ; and I don’t mean to try.” 

“ Well, as I said before, he is a very fortun¬ 
ate fellow, to bo so necessary to the existence 
of all the ladies. I wish I was a Peterson.” 

“I wish to goodness you were,” responded 
Grace ; “ you would be of some use then, and 
wouldn’t have time to torment people to death. 
Why don’t you try ?” she continued. “ There is 
no knowing how clever you might turn out to be.” 

“Thunk you, Coz. But I’m afraid, as poor 
A. Ward would say, ‘I lack the rekisitphansy 
and immaginashun.’ ” 

“I always said you hadn’t a speck of im¬ 
agination about you,” replied Grace. 

“ I’ve just got this much, Grncie,” said Ar¬ 
thur, leaning nearer her, and looking so earn¬ 
estly that it brought the color deeper to her 
cheek. “ I’ve just got this much. When I’m 
not near you, I imagine I see you before me 
all the time. That is all the imagination I care 
for; but I want the reality besides.” 

“Now, Arthur,” answered Grncie, “it’s too 
bad to keep me here talking and listening to 
your nonsense, when you know I’m in such a 
hurry.” She tried to look indifferent, and 
keep down the color that would come; but a 
more careless observer than Arthur could see 
that she was not indifferent even to his nonsense. 

“ Well, let us make a bargain. I’ll bring up 
the Peterson, and that is your favor ; and when 
you get it, will you grant me a favor ?” 

“ Oh, dear, yes! Anything to get rid of you. 
When I get the Peterson, you shall have your 
favor.” Grace answered lightly, but her heart 
beat faster as she wondered what his favor 
would be. 

“ I’ll be back at least within an hour! Will 
that do ?” 
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Arthur Ruthven was a cousin of Dr. Ruth- 
Ten, Grace Lee’s stepfather. He had not been 
long settled in Newtonville; but in the short 
time which had elapsed since he first came, he 
had gained for himself the reputation of a very 
clever lawyer. A general favorite with all, he 
was, perhaps, the special admiration of those 
worthy heads of families, who were inclined 
to do a little sharp business in the matrimonial 
line. Naturally, they considered Arthur, with 
a good practice, besides private property, a 
a very eligible young person. The gossips of 
that little town declared, that there were only 
two between whom Arthur wavered ; and that 
either one or the other would be Mrs. Ruth- 
ven. Grace Lee and Agnes Miller, the judge’s 
daughter, were rivals. Our honest friend, 
iirace, would not have confessed that to her¬ 
self, although Arthur Ruthven came to her 
father’s house, and was very agreeable; of 
course, he was a sort of connection fa fact he 
never forgot when he addressed her;) but that 
didn’t mean anything. But Arthur had been 
more than agreeable; he had been quite at¬ 
tentive enough to Grace to warrant her in sup¬ 
posing, as she did for a time, that she was 
more to him than merely his cousin’s step¬ 
daughter. But lately he appeared to be not a 
little fascinated by Agnes Miller. Grace, like 
every other girl, had had her trouble. She 
loved Arthur Ruthven, that she confessed to 
herself; but she would not stoop to artifice 10 
win him. He had acted as if he loved her; 
hat lately she had begun to suspect it was only 
what gentlemen call flirting. Recently she 
had been colder to him, a proceeding which 
appeared both to puzzle and pain him So now 
she followed a new programme: she would be 
perfectly indifferent, as friendly as she could 
be—but always indifferent. A hard task she 
knew, but she would do it. Ho should never 
know that she cared for him; and Agnes Mil¬ 
ler was welcome to the man who would act as 
he had done. 

It is only fair to say a word of Agnes Miller, 
the judge’s only child. From a baby her every 
wish had been gratified. Whatever Agnes 
wanted she must have—and she did have, from 
a pair of gloves to a trip to Europe She was 
three years older than Grace, short and slight, | 
with a dark skin, and very bright, black eyes, j 
She had had plenty of admirers; but whether | 
from her own caprice, or their discovering the 
hook under the bait, before taking the final 
bite, she had not as yet succeeded in landing 
her trout. It was told by a servant, that the 
judg", who probably was becoming tired of the 


A “PETERSON.” 

delay, gave his daughter a very broad hint 
that she had better secure the young lawyer, 
Ruthven, if Bhe could. 

“ If I cau !” tossing her head. “ I never 
saw the man yet I couldn’t get, if I wanted 

him!” 

“Then get this one. He will be judge one 
day.” 

Miss Miller had evidently acted upon her 
father’s advice. Since that time she had lost no 
opportunity to meet and fascinate her intended 
victim. A large number of interested observ¬ 
ers declared she had caught him, and that one 
glance from her black eyes had quite effaced 
the imago of pretty, winning Grace Lee from 
his heart forever. Others affirmed as posi¬ 
tively that he was only amusing himself there, 
and that he could see as far through a mill¬ 
stone as any person. That Miss Miller was 
the mill-stone in question I am not prepared 
to say. 

The day of the picnic was to be an eventful 
one. Arthur Ruthven had determined that on 
that day his fate would be decided—he would 
have yes or no. Agnes Miller vowed she 
would make him propose before the sun set, or 
at least before twelve, for she remembered hav¬ 
ing read more about proposals during twilight 
than in the morning or afternoon. And our 
pretty Grace, as she returned to Miss Gray 
and her muslin, with Arthur’s description of 
his imaginative powers ringing in her ears, 
said to herself, “ To-morrow will decide. But 
it’s nothing to me! What do I care? I be¬ 
lieve as long as I breathe I’ll love that man. 
How I wish I had never seen him. But I’ll 
get over it.* And now for my muslin, m have 
that as nice as I ean, anyway. There will be 
one person who will admire it. Poor Tom ! 
I’m sorry for him, though 1 need not be He 
doesn’t care a bit for me; Tie only thinks he 
does.” 

Tom Winstanley was an old admirer of hers, 
and as Grace said, he only thought he was in 
love. 

Arthur found the longed-for Peterson at the 
post-office, and also a client of his, who, not 
finding him in his own office, had come to meet 
him. This particular client was not only slow 
of understanding ; but when he commenced to 
talk himself, extremely long-winded. He 
wished to purchase some village lots; but was 
not quite sure about the titles of the same. 
He would not leave until Arthur promised to 
go with him to the registry-office, and also 
walk on to look at the lots in question. Our 
friend, the rising barrister, although usually 
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the most amiable of young men, felt himself 
this morning to he uncommonly hardly treated. 
However, swallowing down his rising ire, he 
pulled on a large linen duster, Etuck the im¬ 
portant Peterson in one pocket, and set out, 
vowing to rid himself of his tormentor, as soon 
as he got himself fairly on the street. 

Fortune favors the brave. Before they 
reached the registry-office his rustic compan¬ 
ion was called off by a friend to examine a 
specimen of new potato. Arthur looked over 
the street and saw Judge Miller sitting in his 
phaeton, making frantic endeavors to draw his 
attention. It was whispered that the judge 
viewed Arthur in a very favorable light. No 
person would doubt it for an instant, that saw 
his beaming countenance, as the young man 
crossed over to speak to him. 

“ Just the man I want,” said he; “ been look¬ 
ing for you all over town. By-the-way, Hughes 
is over from Willistown to-day ; I want that 
business done up. I came in for you myself, 
and I thought if I sent Ben he might return 
without you. Do you know Hughes?* Splen¬ 
did fellow, and knew your father well, he says. 
Jump in. Hughes must go by the early train, so 
there is no time to lose. Never mind your 
office for an hour or so. You know I’ve de¬ 
pended on you all along for this.” 

Arthur jumped in, and the judge turned the 
mare’s head in the direction of the Elms. The 
drive had the pleasing effect of calming down 
our hero, who began to feel once more at peace 
with mankind generally. His companion kept 
up a brilliant discourse on horse-flesh, until 
they arrived at the door, when, being joined 
by Mr. Hughes, the three gentlemen went into 
the library, where, as the business that was 
to be transacted does not concern our story, 
we will leavo them. 

Meanwhile, Agnes Miller was preparing to 
get herself up in what “ Yilikens” would call 

gorgeous array,” for the next day. She saw 
her father and Ruthven alight at the door, 
and hastily scattering her work to the winds, 
looked at herself in the glass, and put on a bit 
of rose-pink to give a color, preparatory to 
making another attack on her unconscious vic¬ 
tim below 

“ And now I’ll just go- down, nnd keep my 
eyes about me. Only that that troublesome 
old Hughes were here, I might think that Mr. 
Ruthven came on business of his own—going 
into the library, and shutting the door in that 
mysterious way. I wonder what it is? Well, I’ll 
take care to get a little conversation with him ; 
and I’m sure he ought, or at least might, ask 


j to drive me to the grounds to-morrow. He 
' really seemed quite impressed at that last 
! party. I wish I knew bow much truth there 
was in that talk about him au.d Grace Lee. I 
| can't imagine what he sees in her: I'll briny 
> it round to-morrow, or my name is not Agnea 
’ Miller.” 

Passing through the hall, she espied a linen 
duster on a chair, with the end of a book, sus> 
piciously like a Fashion Magnzine, sticking 
out of one pocket. She did not wait to allow 
any strong feeling of delicacy that might float 
accidentally into her mind to overcome her. 

“What’s this? A ‘Peterson* for August, I 
do declare. Could he have brought it for me ? 
If I thought so, I’d put. it back. Ha! ha! Miss 
Grace Lee’s ! So this book is for Miss Grace 
Lee, eh ? Well, I only hope she may get it! I 
will take charge of this magazine. Miss Grace, 
and thereby serve two ends of my own. In the 
first place, I just wanted something of this 
kind to see about the style of hair; and, sec¬ 
ondly, if this does not make a finale to any 
little tiling there may be between you nnd my 
honorable friend, Mr. Ruthven, it won’t be my 
fault.” 

She stepped into the dressing-room to have 
a better chance to study the contents of the 
Peterson; and at that moment the door of 
the library opened, and the gentlemen came 
out. Dropping the magazine on the floor, she 
hastily pulled the curtains over it, and, turn¬ 
ing round, extended her hand to Mr. Ruthven. 

“What a pleasure to see you, so early in the 
morning,” she said. “ I had no idea you were 
here. I’m so afraid it will rain before to-mor¬ 
row. W'on’t it be dreadful ?” 

“Y'es; I suppose for the ladies,” he an¬ 
swered. 

“ But you should be particularly interested,” 
she continued. “ The picnic is in your honor, 
I believe.” 

“ l really never hoard it before.” 

“ Must you really go?” she said, as he rose. 
“Do stay to luncheon,” with a bewitching 
glance from the black eyes. 

“I really must tear myself away. I’ll have 
the pleasure of seeing you to-morrow.” 

“ Oli, of course ! though papa docs grumble 
so at leaving business for a picnic.’’ 

“He really ought to be there to-morrow! 
All Newtonvillc is going to turn out. Be 
sides, he must have a heart of adamant to re¬ 
fuse you anything.” 

“ So you won’t stay,” she said. 

“Oh! I tlinnk you; it’s quite impossible. 
Good-in u ruing.” 
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Arthur would have been astonished, to say until Miss Miller spoke ol' the picnic. But the 
the least, had he heard the graceful epithets lost magazine was not to be found; and giving 
bestowed upon him by this fair lady, as she up the search in despair, our hero set out to 
returned to the drawing-room for the stolen : obtain another. He felt a little doubtful of 
magazine. When Miss Miller lost her temper, ; success, but comforted himself with the thought 
anything that came in her way would be apt } that if he could get one, and if it was not too 
<o sutler for it. In this instance, while jerking j late , all might yet be well. Arrived at the 
4he curtains, she upset a tray with a glass of bookstore (Newtonville boasted only one) he 
lemonade, which had been left in the window. i found, to his dismay, that no Peterson could 
The cover of the magazine was deluged; but J be had for love or money, 
ahe succeeded in wiping it off before any in- j “We only had a few extra numbers,” said 
jury had been done the inside, and with a face j the vendor of literature, “and they sold at 
strongly suggestive of the bits of lemon in the { once. You see the gals want a little more fixin 
bottom of the glass, she returned to her own j up for to-morrow, I spose. But Fve got some- 
room, a sadder, if not a wiser woman. I thing else here, that has a little about dresses 

Poor Graoe waited in vain for her Peterson, and things for wimin, if you think it would 
No Peterson came. The dress was all finished do ?” 

but the over-skirt. “I’ll get a Peterson from Arthur shook his head dismally. “It’s no 
some one; and if ever I speak to Arthur lluth- use,” he thought. “ It isn't a Peterson, and 
ven again, I will consider myself the meanest- she doesn’t care for anything else. I don’t be- 
spirited girl in all the world.” She ran over lieve she will ever forgive me for this. I stand 
the street to a Miss Pearce, a lady about forty, a poor chance of driving her to the grounds to- 
who was very fond of Grace. As it happened, ; morrow. 5ut I’ll make some sort of explana- 
Miss Pearce’s Peterson had come too, and, tion; I’ll not let this put a stop to everything, 
without asking questions, for she saw her little ; I’ll go up to-night, though what excuse I’m to 
friend wa9 in trouble, she gave her the maga- make, is more than I know. I wish that old 
line, with the remark, idiot, Williams, had been drawn and quartered 

“ It’s a splendid number this time, Gracie. : before he bothered me about his lots. And the 
1 dare say your’s will be here to-morrow, judge isn’t much better. Between the two of 
Meanwhile you know that mine is your’s.” them, I’m in a charming position.” * 

Gracie ran back triumphant; found exactly Graoe got her wish. Dr. Ruthven was called 
what she wanted in the nature of an over-skirt, out. to see a patient in the country that even- 
and by four o’clock the suit was pronounced ing; and as Grace stepped out of the gale to 
not only finished, but perfect. hand him his over-coat, she saw Arthur com- 

“Well, it served me right,” said Grace, to ing up. 
herself. “I had no business asking anything of The doctor drove off, and Grace stood long 
him. And to think, within an hour after mak- j enough to let the young gentleman see that 
ing me that promise, to be driving out home she saw him, and then, with her little head an 
with the judge. Paipa could not have been mis- \ inch fit least higher than usual, crossed the 
taken—he knows him well enough. Well, after i street to give Miss Pearce a second call for 
this, I will never believe what a man says. \ that day. 

After talking as he did to me this morning, to \ Poor Arthur went in, and had the pleasure 
act like this. I can’t understand it. I wish I 1 of conversing with Grace’s mother for the re¬ 
mould hate him, as I would like to. I wonder \ mainder of the evening. He told her all his 
if he will come here this evening? I shan’t i troubles, and Mrs. Ruthven promised to tell 
see him if he does—I’ll be out. I’m determined . Grace of the lost Peterson ; of his deep regret, 
I won’t see him. I’ll be out, if I have to run and a great deal more. She did her best to 
•out of the back door to make it true. I would 5 comfort him. “She thought Gracie was too 
just like him to see me going out, and know ; good-natured and sensible,” she said, “ to make 
that I knew he was coming.” By all which j the least difference about such a little thing.” 
the reader will see that our Grace was not in ) At last he took his leave, having waited till 
a very forgiving mood. \ a most unreasonable hour, in hopes of seeing 

AH this time poor Arthur was roaming like j Grace. But that young lady had come in the 
oue distracted in search of another Peterson, back way, and gone up stairs to crimp her hair 
nr in the vain hope of finding the lost one. In for the next day. 

attending the judge, he had quite forgotten the At last the eventful day dawned. Our little 
•existence of it, an l it never entered his mind heroine got up, and looked at herself in the 
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gluss. “Well, Mr. Arthur, I certainly don’t 
see any ravages of grief on account of your 
very gentlemanly behavior yesterday,” she 
said. “And now, Grace Lee, remember, the 
eyes of all this town will be on you to-day. So 
look your best, act your part, and think of no 
other person.” 

With those inward admonitions, Grace en¬ 
deavored to keep up her spirits; but her heart 
ached for all, and if she could have gone to 
bed again, and remained there all day, it 
would have been more to her taste. 

Early in the afternoon, vehicles of all de¬ 
scriptions commenced to go. It looked like 
an Exodus. Old men and women, young men 
and maidens, all seemed bent on a holiday, 
and determined to be in time. 

It was rather late when Dr. Ruthven and 
Grace arrived ; and truly Grace had succeeded 
in lookiug her best. Her dress was certainly 
the most stylish on the ground, the green har¬ 
monizing beautifully with Grace’s clear com¬ 
plexion. 

Agnes Miller we must not forget She shone 
resplendant in black and yellow, the most 
elaborate mixture, I will venture to Bay, of 
those two colors, or, indeed, of any two, that 
ever greeted the admiring eye of assembled 
Neyvtonville. Some unkind people present re¬ 
marked that she was too black and yellow her¬ 
self to admit of any more. The dress, though 
very expensive, did not suit the occasion. Pe¬ 
terson had evidently come too late for her. 

The picnic was just like all others. We are 
only concerned in two people. There was, of 
course, dancing and croquet, with the usual 
amount of flirting for the younger portion of 
the assembly; while the elderly ladies regaled 
themselves with tea and gossip to their hearts’ 
content. 

Mr. Ruthven had gone through a game of 
croquet to speak to Grace, when she coolly 
turned away, and commenced a conversation 
with an old gentleman she had never spoken 
to before. At the end of a set of Lancers he 
made another attempt, but grace slipped her 
hand in Tom Winstanley’s arm, with whom she 
had been dancing, and led him away to look 
for some one. Arthur was not to be balked. 
He now made up his mind that his best chance 
would be to speak when no person was near, 
if he could get that opportunity. Accordingly 
he watched all of Grace’s movements, and con¬ 
sequently waB very dull and absent-minded, 
to the great annoyance of Miss Miller, who 
could not keep the last clause of her father’s 
remark out of her mind—“ If you can get him.” 


It began to appear doubtful. “ But if I once 
do get him,” she inwardly exclaimed, “I’ll 
make him pay for this lukewarm attention.” 

All things earthly have an end, and so had 
our picnic. Arthur was just despairing of ob¬ 
taining the eagerly-looked-for opportunity of 
making his peace with Grace. All the after¬ 
noon had she baffled every attempt of his to 
approach. She was surrounded with admir¬ 
ers. Never before had they seen Miss Lee 
so gay or witty. If she had seen her success 
as well as she felt her aching heart, she could 
not but have been satisfied. Wearied with her 
exertions to act as she did not feel, she stole 
away to rest. But she was not unseen. Ar¬ 
thur Ruthven saw her, and quietly kept the 
light muslin in view. He knew where she 
was going. Years ago, when he first saw New- 
tonville, and Grace was a little girl, while 
spending holidays at Dr. Rulhven’s, there had 
been a fishing party to this same place ; and 
Arthur remembered perfectly well how he and 
Grace stole away from the rest of the party, to 
a quiet little nook, where there was an old 
mossy stone, which had only room for two. 
His heart bounded gladly as he thought he 
would soon have the long-wished for chance. 
After giving Grace time to get there, he walked 
to the precise spot, and there, on the old stone, 
on which they had sat years ago, as boy and 
girl, Graqe was sitting. 

Poor Grace! the gayety and wit were all 
gone. Her face was covered with her hands; 
and Arthur was sure he saw fears stealing 
down between her fingers. 

“ Gracic, darling.” 

She rose, her eyes blazing, and looking at 
him indignantly. “ How dare you follow me V* 
she cried. “ Let me pass!” 

In her haste to escape, as there was only 
one way, she placed her foot on a slippery 
stone, and if it had not been for Arthur, would 
have fallen into, the water. 

< 

This was too much. Gracie could keep up 
no longer; and allowing him to seat her again 
on the old stone, she covered her face with 
her hands, and burst into tears. 

“Gracie, my own love, why wouldn’t you 
give me a chance to explain?” he said. “All 
this afternoon I have endeavored to speak to 
you, but you would not let me.” 

“ I don’t want any explanation, Mr. Ruth¬ 
ven,” said she, trying to speak in a very dig¬ 
nified manner, for her pride soon came to her 
assistance. “You must know that what you 
do is not of the slightest consequence to me.” 

“But about this unfortunate Peterson-” 


Digitized by knOOQle 




LINES. 


427 


“ Pray, don’t mention it,” very stiffly. “ It is 
of no consequence whatever.” 

“Now, Gracie, it’s too bad to talk so to pie. 
You know, you must know, how I love you 1” 

“Yes, you acted like it yesterday.” 

“I know I have no excuse. Iam not try¬ 
ing to make one. I promised the judge weeks 
ago to do that business for him ; and the maga¬ 
zine quite slipped out of my mind But there is 
something else, Gracie. For weeks past I have 
wanted to tell you something, but you would 
hardly speak to me. You know what it is. 
Shall I tell you, then? I love you, Gracie! 
Will you be my wife ? Take away your hands. 
I want to read my answer in your eyes—-they 
tell the truth.” 

He pulled her hands away, and I have every 
reason to believe her eyes answered in the 
affirmative. 

“What a perverse little darling you can be,” 
he said. 

“But, Arthur,” and she glanced coyly up at 
him, “ what was the favor you were going to 
ask for?” 

“I was going to ask a dear little girl I know 
to marry me. You said you would grant it, 
you remember ?” 

“ Yes, when I got my Peterson,” she replied, 
saucily. 

“ I’ll get that Peterson,” he answered, “ if it 
is in the country. Oh, Gracie,” suddenly, “do 
you know if Miss Miller takes Peterson?” 

“No, she doesn’t, or, at least, did not; for 
she borrowed mine all last year.” 

“Then she stole it out of my pocket.” 

“Arthur, how can you say such dreadful 
things?” 

“ Oh, I’m certain of it! It all comes back to 
me now. When we came out of the library, 
she was in the drawing-room, with just such a 
book in her hand. I knew I did not lose it; 
and when I get ^t, Granie, I shall claim—you 
know what?” 

“Indeed, I haven’t the least idea.” But 


something stopped Grace’s sweet mouth, be¬ 
fore she could say more, and brought the pro¬ 
voking color very deeply to her cheeks. 

“ And now, darling, say you will let me 
driveyou home.” 

The good people of Newtonville were aston¬ 
ished to see Arthur bunding Grace into his 
elegant phaeton, for the drive home. They 
were mystified. 

“ Why, they wouldn’t speak to each other all 
day,” was the cry, “and now look at them!” 

Not long after, MisB Miller, was favored with 
a call from Mr. Ruthven. As she entered the 
drawing-room, beaming with smiles, Mr. Ruth¬ 
ven turned to meet her with a Fashion Book 
in his hand. The truth was. Miss Miller had 
felt literary that morning, and had been lying 
on the sofa luxuriating in Peterson, and had 
left it there. 

“I came for this!” said Arthur, seriously. 
“I presume you have had it long enough!” 

For once her assurance failed her. She sat 
down, but could not find a word to say. Ar¬ 
thur, who pitied her, and did not know very 
well what to say either, bade her a good-morn- 
i*g, and left. 

Gracie recovered her Peterson, and Arthur 
obtained his favor. 

| Miss Miller tells her friends, confidentially, 
) that it was “fortunate she refused Mr. Ruth¬ 
ven, for she understood Miss Lee was dread¬ 
fully far gone in that quarter. For herself it 
made no difference—she had plenty of time, 
and chances too.” Her friends smiled. 

The Peterson is no longer addressed to Miss 
Grace Lee, but to Mrs. Arthur Ruthven. I 
often take a peep into Gracie’s pretty morning- 
room, where she sits with a small table at her 
side, piled high with magazines. “ I like so 
much to look over the back numbers,” she 
says. But I notice that there is one over which 
she lingers more fondly than all the others, 
although it bears a great splashed stain on the 
cover, and that is the “August number, 1870*” 


LINES- 

BY JOHN PAYNE. 


Straight and swift the swallows fly 
To the sojourn of the son; 

All the golden year Is done, 

All the flower-timo flitted by; 

Through the boughs the witch-winds sigh : 
But heart’s summer is begun; 

Life and love at last are one; 


Love-lights glitter in the sky; 
Summer days were soon outrun 
With the setting of the sun : 
Love's delight is never done. 
Let the turn-coat roses die; 

We are lovers, Love and I: 

In Love’s lips my roses lie 1 
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BY J Ol I A B ALLBX H WIFI. 


A week ago jettffdtj 1 had a bard (Iajt'b 
work. Tirzab and Maggie Snow went a visat- 
ing to the ministers, and I bad all the work to 
do, and.jtst before dinner who should come in 
bnt Betsey Bob bet to spend the day. I see sbe 
looked rather gloomy, and before long she 
spoke and says she, 

“ Josiah Allens wife, I feel awful depressted 
to-day.” 

‘•What is the matter?" says 1 in a cheerful 
tone. 

“ I feel lonely," says she, “ more lonely than 
1 have felt for years." 

Again says I kindly but firmly “ What is the 
matter Betsey?" 

“ 1 had a dream last night Josiah Allens 

wife.” 

“What was it?” says 1 in a sympathetic 
accent, for she did look melancholly and sad 
indeed. 

“ I dreamed 1 was married" says she in a 
heart broken tone “ And 1 tell you Josiah Al¬ 
len’s wife" and she laid her hand upon my 
arm in Her deep emotion. “I tell you it was 
hard after dreamin’ that to wake up again to 
the cold realities and cares of this life, it was 
hartT 1 she repeated and a tear gently flowed 
down, and dropped onto her Alpaca lap. 

I see she needed consolation, and so says I 
in a reasurein’ tone—“To be sure husband’s 
are handy on 4th of July’s, and funeral pro¬ 
cessions, it looks kinder lonesome to sec a wo¬ 
men streamin’ along alone, but they are awful 
contrary creeturs Betsey, when they are a 
mind to be." I hadn’t time to pour any more 
comfortin’ words on to her for that very minute 
Josiah came in and wanted to know if I could 
get dinner for a peddler. I thought one more 
trial wouldnt kill me, so I said yes. He was a 
loose jinted sort of a chap with his hat set on 
to one side of his head hut his eye had a t win¬ 
kle into it, which give the idea that he knew 
what he was about. 

After dinner ho kept a bringin his goods in 
from his cart, and praisin ’em up, and the lies 
that man told was enough to apaul the ablest 
bodied man, bnt Betsey swallowed every word. 
After I had coldly rejected all his other over¬ 
tures for tradin’, he brought in a strip of stair 
ourpeting. a .thin striped yarn carpet, and says 
428 


X 


he “ Cant I sell you this beautiful carpet, it ia 
' the pure Ingrain." 

“Ingrain!” says I “so be you ingrain as 

f much.” 

“ I guess I knew,” says he, “ for I bought it 
of old Ingrain himself I give the old man 
; 12 shillings a yard for it, bnt seeing it is 
j you, and I like your looks so much, and it 
' seems so much like home to me here, I will let 
i you have it for 75 cents, cheaper than dirt to 
i walk on, or boards.” 

“ I don't want it,” says I “ I have got car- 

I pets enough." 

| “ Do you want it for 50 cents ?” says he fol- 

] lerin me to the wood box. 
j "No!” says I pretty sharp, for I don't like 
| to say no 2 times to any body, 
j “ Would 25 cents be any indoosmeni to you ?" 
says he follerin me to the buttery door. 

“No!" says I in my most energestic tone, 
and started for the suller with a pan of nut- 
cakes. 

“ Would 18 pence tempt you ?” says he, hol- 
lerin down the suller way. 

Then says I cornin’ up out of the sailer, 
“ Say another word to me about your old stair 
carpet if you dare, jest let me katoh you at it!” 
says I, “ be I goin* to have you traipse all over 
the house after me? be 1 goin’ to be mad* 
craxy as a loon by you," says I. 

“Oh Mrs Allen," says Betsey, “Do not be 
so hasty: of course the gentleman wants to dis¬ 
pose of his goods, else why should he be in 
the mercantile business ? Josiah Allen’s wife 
it is tryin* to a seusative gentleman to meet 
with harshness from females.” 

I didn’t say no more, but I was inwardly 
determined that not one word would I say if 
he cheated her out of her eye teeth. 

Adressin his attention to Betsey he took a 
pair of old fashioned earrings out of his jacket 
pocket, and says he, “I carry these in my 
pocket for fear I will be robbed of em, I had at 
ought to carry em atall, a single roan going 

1 ^ alone round the country as I do, but I have 
got a pistol, and lot any body tackle me for 
these earrings if they dare to" says he lookin’ 
savage. 

i “ Is their entrinsiok worth so large," says 
j Betsey sweetly. 
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14 It haint so much their neat value,” says 44 1 ought to have upwards of 30 dollars a 
he 44 although that is enormous, as who owned head for cm, but seein’ it aint no ways likely 
em informally. Whose ears do you suppose that^I shall ever meet another women that I 
these have had hold of?” feel under bonds to sell em to, you may have 

44 How can I judge,” says Betsey with a win- em for 13 dollars and a J.” 
inn’ smile 44 never haven* seen them before.” 44 That is more money than I thought of ex- 
“Jest so” says he. “You never was ac- pendin' to day’* says Betsey in a thoughtful 
quinted with em, but these very identical cree- t^ne. 

ters used to belong to Miss Shakespeare. Yes, 44 Let me tell you what I will do,” says he 
they belonged to Hamlet's mother,” says he looken up in her face in a open and generous 
lookin’ pensively upon them. 44 Bill bought way, 44 1 dont oare seein’ it is you if I do get 
em for her at old Stratford.” cheated. Give me the 13 dollars and a half, 

“Bill ?” says Betsey enquiringly. and I will throw in the pin that goes with em, 

“Yes” says be 44 Old Shakespeare, I have I did want to keep that to remind me of them 
been round with his folks so much that I have happy days, but it is my duty to overcome my 
got into the habit of calling him Bill just as selfish feeling; you Bhall have em,” and he 
they do.” look the pin out of his pocket and put it in her 

“Then you have been there” says Betsey hand in a quick kind of away. 44 Take em” 
with an admiring look. says he turning his eyes away, 44 take em and 

44 Oh, yes, wintered there, and partly sum- put em out of my sight quick, or I shall re- 
mered. But as I was sayin William bought em pent.” 

and give em to his wife when he first begun to 44 1 dont want to rob you of em” says Betsey 
pay attention to her. Bill bought em at a tenderly. 

auction of a one eyed man with a wooden leg, “Take em,” says he in a wild kind of a way, 
by the name of Brown. Miss Shakespeare 44 take em, and give me the money quick, be- 
wore em as long as she lived, and they was fore I am completely onmanned.” 
kept in the family till I bought em, a sister She handed him the money, and says he in 
of one of his brother in laws was obleeged to a agitated tone, 44 take care of the earrings and 
part with em to get morpheen. She wept and Heaven bless you,” and he ketched up his 
shed tears in the most hystericky and affectin’ things and started off in a awful hurry. Bet- 
manner, and says she ‘Promise me Samuel sey gazed pensively out of the winder till ho 
that you will keep em till you find a women disapeared in the distance, and then she be- 
that is worthy to own em.’ I promised her in gun to brag about her earrings, and she kept 

up a stiddy stream of it till night, and she 
proudly displayed em as Miss Shakespeare’s 
relicts to 2 or 3 neighbers who happened in. 
Thomas Jeffersen praised em awfully to Bet¬ 
sey’s face, but when I was in the buttery cut- 
tin’ cake for supper he came in and leaned 
over me and whispered, 

Who bought for gold the purest brass? 

Mother, who brought this grief to paan? 

What is the maidens name? Alan 

Betsey Bobbet. 

And when I went down suXer for the butter, 
he came and stood in the outside sutler door, 
and sayB he, 

How was she foiled this lovely dame? 

How wns her reason overcamo? 

What was this lovely creatures name ? 

Betsey Bobbet. 

That is jest the way he kept at it, he would 
be kinder hoppen round where I was, and every 
chance he would get he would have over a 
great string of them verses till it seemed as if 
I should go crazy. Finally, says I in tones be¬ 
fore which he quailed 41 if I hear one word 
more of poetry from you to night I will com¬ 
plain to your father says I wildly, after havin’ 

Vol. LX.—29 


the most bindin’ manner, and give her what 
money I had, and my note for the rest, and she 
sent out immediately for the morpheen, took a 
large dose and went to sleep sottin’ bolt up in 
her chair, but the last thing she said before 
she shet her eyes and begun to snore, was 
4 Premise me Samuel.’ Of course I have con¬ 
sidered myself bound by the most strenuous 
ropes as it was—and till I met with you I 
never met with a women that I would part 
with em to—and now I hate to let cm go—like 
a dog.” 

“I suppose you ask a large price for em” 
says Betsey examinin’ em with a reverential 
look onto her countenance—“it is worth a 
great (leal jest to see era, and to hold em ; but. 
it seems as if they had a dreadful greenish 
look to em.” 

««That is because there is so many carrots 
into the gold” says he, “that is because there 
is S o much richness in it, when you see gold 
have a sort of greenish look to it then look out 
for carrots, then look out for richness.” 

<< How much do you ask for em ?” says Betsey. 
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Betsey Bobbct all day be I going to be drove 
elear into insanity with poetTy—” ^lo seo 
the old Smith blood was bilin up in my vieus, 
and he silently started for the barn. 

Betsey started for homo in good season, and 
I told her I would go as far as Miss Square 
Edward’ses with her, to get a little yeast, mine 
had give out. Miss Edwards was out* by the 
gate plantin' some posy seeds, and of ooorse 
Betsey had to stop and show thel earrings. 
Miss Edwards give me a dreadful knowin’ look, 
bnt didnt say nothin’. She is a well bread 
woman, and then she is some like me, she dont 
believe itr speakin’ her mind on every occasion. 
She was lookin’ at em, and Betsey was talkin’ 
in a proud and animated way about how the 
immortal Shakespeare had handled on, and 
how they had had hold of Miss Shakespears 
ears and so 4th, when Miss Edwards looked 
up and says she, 

“If there linint the minister and Maggie 
Snow and your Tirzah.” 

41 Yes,” says I “ tho girls have been there a 
visatin’ and I guess he has come to bring em 
home.” 

They drove up to the gate, and wanted to 
knew what wo was lookin’ at so close, and 
Betsey castin a proud and haughty look at the 
girls told him that 44 it was a pair of ear^ 
rings that had belongoi to Miss Shakes¬ 
peare, the immortal Shakespeare’s* Wife inform¬ 
ally.” 

The minute the minister sot his eyes on om, 
“ Why,” says he, 44 my wife sold these to a ped- 
dlartodny.” 

44 Yes,” says Tirzah “these are the very 
ones, she sold them for a dozen shirt buttons, 
and a paper of pins.” 

44 1 dont believe it” says Betsey wildly. 

“Itisso,” said the minister. “My wife’s 
father got em for her, they proved to be brass 
and so she nover wore em: to day the peddlar 
wanted to buy old jewiry, and she brought out 
some broken rings, and these were In the box, 
and she told him he might have em in welcome, 
but he threw out the buttons and a paper of 
pins.” 

44 1 do not believe it, I cannot believe it,” 
says Betsey gaspin for breath. 

44 Well it is the truth,” says Maggie Snow 
(she cant bear Betsey) “fend I heard him say 
he would get em off onto some fool, and make 
em think-^—” 

44 1 am in such a hurry I must go” interupted 
the minister starting up < bis horse. They 
started.off one way; and Betsey without Bay in 
a word to me and Miss Edwards started off the 


other. In the next weeks Gimlet these Tenet 
came out,. 


ALL HAINT GOLD THAT GLITTERS. 

BTUimtABDR. 

No more the world to me appear*, 

Or faith and trust the dwellin' spot; 

Ive learned a truth that burns and seen 
That *11 that glitters gold la not. 

Some dreams there are too sweet to last, 

Cold daylight broke them all to flitters; 
Sweet blissful dream thou’rt past, theu'rt peak 
Oh I all h&int gold that glitters. 

Mans calculatin’ perfldee, 

My gullets artless soul embitters; 

My eyes aro opened—oh I see; 

That all haint gold that glitters. 

Oh heart why hope Ikte would me pass 
They say it is the common lot, 

To sadly be assured, alas; 

That all that glitters gold Is not; 

The man held np but elevated. 

As on the ground again he's sot. 

He cries 4i T\vo late Ivo recollected. 

That all that glitters gold is not.” 

The chap Who marry* age for fnoney. 

And finds too late that he is sold. 

He screams “ Ambition has undone me. 

Oh all that glitters Is not gold.” 

The lover by a flirt rejected, 

A sottin oh her door step cold. 

He sighs unspeakably dejected, 

■ “Oh all that glitters 1» not gold.” 

The femafl when she finds her heart. 

Upon a worthless chap is sot, 

She slglis While briney tears do start, 

44 Oh all that glitters gold is not.” 

for hearts are loth to own * drortr. 

They break tholr roiios. like jumpin' crittei% 
Not always do they Jump to clover, 

Oh all aiut gold that glitters. 

Oh wisdom fits close caps and collars, 

Oallin’ the brows on which they're sot; 

My wisdom cost me 13 do]lam. 

Oh all that glitteni gold is uot. 

Tho tears adown ray cold dioejk atealin’. 

For fjlthy luker floweth not; 

I mourn a young hearts outraged fedin’. 
That what m glittered gold whs not. 

I shall not never be so trnattn*. 

That is the main thing that embitters; 
Doubts arrer fn my soul is mating*. 

I know that all haint gold that glitters. 


The verses had the follerin notice, printed 
in large type, under them. 

There is a pathotic beauty to the 4 goto 
sweet verses that must be meltin. to any heart 
that haint more or less stone*. It also has a 
sound and healthy moral which we recomctil 
to the young, the middle aged, and to tbof? 
whose feet are tottcrin down the prccipUoi? 
declivity of life’s mounting. Any reader whesj 
mind is not weakened by the nauseating T?r* 

Bos in the J- A-- -, will pronounce it i 

poem of unusial promise.— Editor of the Join* 
ville OimleU 

That was how I oame to hear of Miss Shax* 

peare’s Ear-rings. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

A young woman, evidently of the working 
olasses, stood talking eagerly with & police¬ 
man, stationed there, which disturbed the 
judge, who looked that way with an expres¬ 
sion of annoyance. Boyoe also gated anx¬ 
iously around; a deadly whiteness swept over 
his face, as he looked for some other door by 
which he might hope to escape. None pre¬ 
sented itself. Rendered desperate by fear, he 
hurried toward the woman, and attempted to 
pass her, forcing a ghostly smile to his lips, 
calling her by name, and saying, with airy 
lightness, that he wished to speak with her. 

The woman turned upon him fiercely. He 
saw that her eyes were heavy with weeping, 
and her whole face flushed with angry grief. 
Every nerve in his body quivered ; the breath 
stopped in his throat. He could not have 
maintained that jaunty air a moment longer. 

“Come along! I have lots to say to you !” 

“Say it to him!” answered the woman, 
pointing toward thepoliceman. “He will go with 
you, I dare say. I have got business in here.” 

“Business! You? What? What business?” 

“Come back, and you’ll hear. At any rate, 
I’m not afraid of you going far. Make sure 
that you’ll be wanted !” 

“ What do you mean, woman ? Are you 
going back on your own husband?” gasped 
the frightened wretch, in a hoarse whisper. 
“ Are you, Mary ?” 

“Not yet,” answered the woman. “But no 
wonder you think so, for I’m going to do a 
queer thing for once !” 

“What? What is that?” 

“ I’m going to speak the truth, and shame— 
Well, no matter.” 

“Mary!” 

“Yes! That is my name. Mary Boyce. Tell 
Mr. Mahone that the old name is good enough 
for me and my baby ; but then we don’t wear 
French caps and pink streamers, and no young 
lady is a yearning to give me five thousand 
dollars for disgracing innocent people ! Such 
things don’t often come in the way of a poor 
woman, who goes out to day’s washing to sup¬ 


port herself and her child, besides handing 
over her hard earnings to the man who wants 
to leave her.” 

“ Mary ! Mary 1 Listen to me! You are 
mistaken! Some wicked person has been tel¬ 
ling you lies!” 

Boyce caught his sister-in-law by the arm, 
driven frantic by her words. 

She tore herself away from him, and, hurry¬ 
ing up to the judge, broke in upon him. 

/*Sir! Yer honor! I know all about this 
case ! That young man standing there is Jared 
Boyce, my husband’s brother. Swear me, 
please. Let me tell the story with my hand on 
the Bible. It was my husband and that, cop¬ 
per-headed scamp that robbed Mr. Smith’s 
store. They two planned it weeks and weeks 
ago; bat it was not till Smith took a new boy 
on, that they could fnake anything of a ha‘ul. 
They did it together. My own husband, who 
is a footman in Fifth Avenue, .only ho goes by 
another name, expects that will carry him 
through bigamy and burglary, and everything 
else bad that begins with a B. In short, sir, 
only this morning, going out to my day’s work, 
as innocent as a lamb, thinking my husband 
was at his place down town, where females 
couldn’t come, though I never saw a smither- 
een of his money—not I. Well, yer honor, I 
went to me day’s work in a new place, being 
on account of Another woman’s not being well, 
and there I finds my own husband making up 
to a creature that yer honor wouldn’t wipe yer 
shoes on, saving yer presence, and she calling 
him Mr. Mahone, and talking about a wedding- 
dress that stands alone with richness, and a 
Miss Spicer, who wants eternal and everlast¬ 
ing disgrace to fall on a family of the name of 
Laurence. Well, the long and the short of it 
is this entirely. Jared Boyce and his brother, 
me own lawfully-wedded husband, robbed Mr. 
Smith’s store, both of groceries and money, 
which they divided atween them, in my own 
room, and the groceries they packed away 
under my bed and in the closet, ond me say¬ 
ing nothing, till they come one night and car¬ 
ried them away; so I, being put about by it, 
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followed after, and saw them put the boxes and 
things under a wood-house, back of this tall 
woman’s premises, and then they went and 
swore her life away. That’s all about it; and 
1 want yer honor to just give me husband the 
least taste of Blaokwall’s Island, and that will 
keep him out of the woman's way, who wants 
to marry him over again anyhow, and will, she 
being that earnest about it, if yer honor doesn’t 
put him out of her way intirely, till the law 
makes an honest man of him, a good husband 
and father, that minds his own ohilder, and 
just knock that Mahone out of his honest name, 
which is Boyce, and nothing else.” 

Half an hour after this rather lengthy har- 
rangue, Jared Boyce had taken the place of 
James Laurance at the bar, and Mr. Mahone, 
very much astonished, and filled with shrink¬ 
ing disgust, had been confronted with his t in¬ 
dignant wife, and, under his true name of 
Robert Boyce, committed for trial at the spe¬ 
cial sessions. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

A master will had been at work and removed 
all the principal reasons that kept Eva Lau¬ 
rence in her old home at the cottage. James 
had never been permitted to return to his work 
at Smith’s grocery, though that repentant man 
would gladly have appeased his own con¬ 
science, and the wrathful compunctions of his 
wife, by giving him the position so summarily 
vacated by Boyce. This arrangement Mr. 
Ross had frustrated, by placing James, after a 
short examination, in the entering-class of the 
City Academy, where his business education 
commenced, while Boyce, with his aristocratic 
brother, made a quick passage through the 
Court of Sessions. They were now making a 
sojourn of three years each at Sing Siug, to 
the infinite disgust of Miss Ellen Post, and the 
profound grief of the poor wife. This ill-used 
drudge, in the first fire of jealousy, and in the 
blindness of perfect ignorance, had denounced 
these two men, in a vague hope that the court 
would have power to send her husband back 
into the bosom of her family a better and 
kinder man. How keenly she hnd beeq dis¬ 
appointed, and how many bitter tears she shed 
over her helpless babe, no pne but the unhappy 
drudge herself could teli. 

Miss Spicer, too, suffered both in reputation 
and temper. Her name had been roughly 
handled in the trial, and her plan of disgrace 
for the Laurence family had recoiled on her¬ 
self. But this young lady was not of a nature 
to feel the shame of this exposure keenly, or 


abandon a project which she had once set her 
mind upon. Of course, she denied the whole 
thing, and called on Ellen Post to witness that 
the story told by Mrs. Boyce was a fabrication 
from beginning to end; all of which Mrs. Lam¬ 
bert believed, and Ivan would not permiL him¬ 
self to doubt; for to a generous and noble cha¬ 
racter like his, the undercraft and meanness 
of a small nature is simply incomprehensible. 

But the malice of the young lady was not to 
be checked by a single defeat. By some means 
she had learned that Mrs. Lambert’s agent 
ueld a mortgage on the Laurence cottage, which 
the harassed family had allowed to sink into 
an almost hopeless amount by unpaid interest. 
This mortgage she empowered her own agent to 
purchase and forclose at once. It was an act of 
vengeance, which she hoped would destroy all 
vestige of respectability which this poor house¬ 
hold hnd struggled bo hard to maintain. But 
even here she was defeated ignominiously. Mrs. 
Carter happened to be in the Laurence parlor 
when the notice of this new calamity was served 
upon the family. She bad called to urge once 
more the acceptance of her noble offer on Eva, 
before going out on a shopping excursion 
which was to terminate at Ball & Black’s, where 
something unusually splendid, in the way of 
a diamond bracelet, had been offered to her 
attention. 

“ Come, now, get into the carriage, and we’ll 
talk over affairs as we ride along,” said the 
good-hearted woman, whose desire to have Eva 
with her had gro..n into a passion. “I’ve got 
Carter’s check for the bracelet, which is gor¬ 
geous, but I want your opinion. I wish Miss 
Ruthy here could go too; but she shall see it 
when we come back. Come, dear, step about 
lively, or we shall have Battles sulking like 
everything.” 

As Eva went to get her bonnet, two impor¬ 
tant events happened to her. The notice of 
foreclosure was put in her hand by a strange 
young man, whose ring at the bell had drawn 
| her to the front door, and while Bhe was won- 
I dering what it could mean, the postman came 

I ' into the yard with a letter from the establish¬ 
ment in which her duties lay, dismissing her 
from the situation, which was forfeited, the 
note said, by her impertinence to Miss Spicer, 
a young lady who had been a most valuable 
customer, and had personally entered a com¬ 
plaint against her. 

Carrying the two documents in her hand, Eva 
went back to the parlor with tears in her eye* 
and a throb of bitter pain at her heart. 

44 Dear me, how white yon look! What is it ?’* 
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questioned Mrs. Carter* lifting herself from the 
easy-chair, and laying her hand on Eva’s arm. 
“ What is there in them papers that makes you 
shiver so ?” 

Eva turned her wild eyes upon the kind- 
hearted questioner. 

“ The letter is for me,” she said. “ I’ve lost 
my place.” 

“ Lost your place ? Well, I’m glad of it I” 

“That is nothing. Other establishments ex¬ 
ist; but this—this cruel slip of paper is ter¬ 
rible, I think. I fear it will turn us all out of 
doors! Oh, my poor mother! How will she 
hear it? After all that has been put upon her, 
I would rather put a serpent into her hand 
than this.” 

“ Let me look at it before you do that,” said 
Mrs. Carter, resolutely. “ I understand these 
things better than any of you.” 

Without waiting for a reply, Bhe took the 
paper, and read it with an eager, cheerful look, 
which went to Eva’s heart. “ It is easy,” she 
thought, “for the rich to look on such things 
as trifles; but for us I She cannot understand 
how terrible it is for us!” 

“ How much does all this amount to ?” in¬ 
quired Mrs. Carter, with prompt energy. 
“ Docs any one know ?” 

“Indeed! indeed! wo all know too well. 
Every cent, as it ran up, has boon counted over 
and over again,” said gentle Ruth. “ As to the 
interest, I have something toward that, and 
would have earned more and more, if they 
would only have given me time ; but now-” 

The poor girl stopped short; tears were 
crowding on her speeoh with Buck bitter force, 
that she clasped both hands over her face, and 
sobbed aloud. 

“ There ! there ! None of that! It is all non¬ 
sense, you know. What is the amount? That 
is the question before the American people.” 

Eva, with her eyes seeking the floor, told the 
sum, in a shrill whisper; for now, when the 
amount was demanded, it seemed to her enor¬ 
mous, and her lips gave it forth with a spasm. 

This miserable sound had scarcely left her 
throat, when the little parlor was filled with 
mellow laughter, which seemed to mock and 
overpower Ruthy’s sobs, and her sister’s 
anguish. 

“ What, only that!” 

“Only that!” exclaimed Eva, kindling with 
astonishment. “ It is more than enough to turn 
us all out of house and home 1” 

“But, my child, the lots are worth three 
times the money. You have no idea how pro¬ 
perty has risen since the war.” 


“ I don’t know, and it I did, what good would 
it do without n dollar iu hand ?” 

“No! no! Eva; I have been saving; I have 
got money—nothing to what they wont, but 
some,” cried Ruth, wiping the tears from her 
eyes, which somehow began to kindle with 
vague hope. 

“ Oh, Ruthy ! we shall want that to keep us 
from starving. My place is gone; James has 
nothing to do! Mrs. Carter, please give me 
that paper. Mother must know. It is only 
cruelty to hold it back.” 

“Not just yet, if you please. Bad news 
comes to a head soon enough, without forcing. 
Go and get your things; there will bo time to 
settle that when we come back. Don't you see 
Battles snapping the- flowers with his whip; 
that shows that he is getting furious—so do 
make haste.” 

Eva obeyed. Perhaps she was glad to ac¬ 
cept the respite which Mrs. Carter offered her; 
but her hands trembled as she fastened the 
tiny bonnet on her head, and oovered her face 
with a veil, with a vain effort to hide all traces 
of tho tears that still welled up to her eyes, 
spite of all her efforts. 

“Come now, let us be off. Just keep cool, 
and don’t fret yourself into a fever, till we 
come back,” said Mrs. Carter, kissing Ruth 
before she went out, “ and not a word to the 
grim—I mean nice old lady in yonder. There, 
there, no more sobbing—she’ll hear you.” 

Bright as a sunbeam, nnd full of energy, 
which contrasted with Eva’s mournful lassitude, 
Mrs. Carter swept through the little yard, and 
for once defied Battles’ evident ill-temper. 

“Drive to Carter’s office,” she said, “andbe 
quick about it. Don't dare to let the grass 
grow under them horses’ hoofs, when I'm in 
the carriage. Get in, my dear ; don’t wait for 
me. There now, we’re ever so comfortable— 
you and I.” 

Away went tho carriage at full speed, for 
Battles, not daring to disobey orders entirely, 
resolved to vent his ill-temper by overdoing 
them, and, at another time might have terrified 
the good lady within, by the reckless speed 
with which he crashed into the curt9 and omni¬ 
buses on his way toward Wall street; but, as 
it was, this hidden motive seemed nothing 
more than prompt obedience. 

“Tell Carter to come out; I want to speak 
with him,” said the lady, when Battles drew up 
near the office-door, and tho footman looked 
in for orders. 

In a few moments, Carter came down the 
steps, rosy and smiling, his heavy watch-chain 
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•winging kgteljr down from the pocket of his 
white Test, sod the diamonds in his bosom 
glistening richly. 

“Well, what is it?" ho inquired, looking 
into the carriage, and nodding kindly to Era. 
“ Brought the article down for me to look at, I 
suppose. That’s of no use; if jou like it, that's 
enough/' 

Mrs. Carter took out her reticule-purse, 
opened the gold clasp, and took a scrap of 
paper from it. 

“Just cut that in two, and giro me half. I'to 
changed my mind about the bracelet. It isn’t 
much of an affair, after all, that is, consider¬ 
ing the price asked. I'to made tip ray mind 
to invest in real estate. So, just cut down the 
check, and let me go." 

Carter laughed till the diamonds in his 
bosom shook off quick flashes of light. 

“ Well, this is a new idea Cut down a check 
half, because one's wife is going into real 
estate! Haven't made so much money on one 
Job in a week. Here, come along, you fellow." 

Beckoning joyously to the footman, Carter 
went into his office, with the check in his 
hand. Directly the servant came out with the 
abridged paper neatly folded, which Mrs. Car¬ 
ter put into her purse, and gave another order 
regarding the route her carriage was to take 
on its way home. She got out once or twice, 
leaving Eva alone, and at last came from a 
lawyer’s office with a folded paper in her hand, 
which was hurried into her pocket, when she 
saw Eva looking at it. 

Once more Battles drew up his horses at 
Mrs. Laurence’s gnte, and while his heavy faco 
clouded with disgust, watted gloomily for his 
mistress to go into that shanty, as he called it. 

Mrs. Carter, for once oblivious of her serv¬ 
ant’s discontent, bustled out of her carriage, 
almost lifted Eva to the ground, and opened 
the gate for herself, absolutely pushing the 
footman on one side, and bursting her delicate 
mauve glove In the operation. 

“ Now, my dears, you can call that mother 
of yours! Don't stop to tako off your bonnet, 
Eva, but bribg her in. That’s right. Here 
she comes, looking as If she expected a police¬ 
man. Mrs. Laurence, my dear neighbor, my 
darling good wottian! here it something for 
you; just a trifle—a little mite of a present. 
Take it, and chuck it, neck and heels, into the 
hottest corner in your cooking-stove." 

Mrs. Laurenoe took the paper In her hand, 
looked at the indorsement, looked at Mrs. Car¬ 
ter. The Color flushed Into her face; tears, 
that imprisonment and wrong had failed to 


wring from her firm heart, came, drop by drop, 
into her hard eyes. 

“ Why, why this is the mortgagor' she an id. 

“ The old mortgage, that was eating up every¬ 
thing!” 

“Exactly. Put it in the stove, and never 
think of it again. It is mine, and I give it to 
you for a nice little bonfire. Eva, dear, come 
and kiss me. Ruthe, why what are yon cry¬ 
ing for, child ?" 

Down by the invalid's conch Mrs. Carter 
sank upon her knees, folded her arms around 
the startled girl, and began to sob like a great 
warm-hearted baby, as she was—God bless 
her! 

After a little she lifted her face, all wet and 
smiling, like a full-blown rose, with rain trem¬ 
bling on it, and got up, ashamed ef her own 
goodness, and the emotion that sprang out of it. 

“ Tou see I always was such a goose—cry¬ 
ing when I ought to laugh, and hard as rock 
when I ought to cry. Don't let anybody know 
that you ever saw me like this. But I tell yon, 
girls, H isn't every dny that one can get so 
much joy out of a trumpery bracelet, and save 
half the price too. You have no idea how much 
money that old paper has saved for Carter. 
I’ll be bound he’s chuckling over it yet." 

Eta, whose face changed from red tb 
white, with a swift transition of feeling, came 
forward snddenly, and threw her arms around 
Mrs. Carter's neck. 

“Oh, how good you aro! How I love you! 
Can we do anything—anything on earth to re¬ 
pay all this ?" she cried, in a warm outburst 
of gratitude. “ It seems to me that I could fall 
down and worship yon !" 

“There! there! That's all nonsense, my 
dear. Just remember that there is only one 
thing you can do, and having once refused, I 
can never ask yon again after this, not want¬ 
ing to buy love." 

“Oh, don't say that, Mrs. Carter. It wan 
because they could not spare me—because they 
were in such trouble, and needed help so muck. 
Even new-■" 

“ Stop a minute, dear. Does your heart go 
with me ?'* 

“Y*s! Yes!" 

“ Will you go with me now ? That ia, will you 
lot me arrange this with your mother. The 
people down yonder don’t want your help. I 
do. My life in that grand mansion is lonely. 
I haven't been brought up to reading, and 
music, and rtuch things. I want some one to 
write my Motes, do my spelling, and sing to 
Carter—and am ready to pay for it. If you 
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willing to work for men that sell goods, why 
not ivbrk for me at double the price? I don't 
mean to keep you away from home; there 
needn't be a day 1 that you can’t come here. 
Besides, I bare an idea-about Ruthy. You shall 
learn to drire the pony-carriage, and take her 
out every morning. I’ll have an elevator put 
up in the house, and she shall just be lifted up 
to Herman’s studio—in faoi there’ll be no break 
up about it. Say now, once for all, will you 
come*?** 

“Oh, if you knew how 1 wish it; but poor 
Ruthy!” 

“She don't look so terribly troubled,” said 
Mrs. Carter, glancing at the gentle girL 

“I shall like the rides «o much,” said Ru¬ 
thy. “Then, perhaps, I might see what the 
Park is like.” 

“Of course you shall, with plenty of cush¬ 
ions, and a gentle horse.' There can be nothing 
like it. There now, you see Era.” 

Era went close to her sister, knelt down, and 
laying her cheek-against the pale, tremulous 
face, whispered, 

“Sister, darling; oduld you let me go.” 

“We should not be much apart,” answered 
Ruth. “ And she is so gOod.” 

While the girls were consulting together, 
Mrs. Carter went into the kitchen, where she 
found Mrs. Laurence pressing the mortgage 
doSvn with the poker into a flaming bed of; 
coals. The scarlet light shone on her fAoe, 
giving it the glow of long-banished smiles. 
She closed the stove as Mrs. Carter came up, 
beaming with good nature, and spoke eagerly, 

“You needn’t ask me; I hare no right to 
keep her from you. Eva has been a good girl, 
take her; but let her come home sometimes for 
Rothy’s sake.” 

After this there was a passionate clinging of 
arms, warm kisses, and a tearful face, looking 
wistfully through the carriage-window, as Mrs. 
Carter drove away with her adopted daughter, 
for the whble affair amounted to that, under 
the guise af an agreement. 

In less than a webk ft was known throughout 
the fashionable- world that the wealthy Car¬ 
ters had adopted that beautiful girl, Eva Lan^ 
rence, and intended to make her an heiress. 
It was also'known that the whole Laurence 
family bad been benefited by the change— 
that a delicate; -lovely girl, who had been a 
great suffeVer from’childhood, had developed 
such wonderful talent for painting, that Mr. 
Ro4s had taken -her for a pupil, and she was 
almost as much wit h the Carters as her sister. 
More than onee Miss Spicer had met the two 


girls riding in the park, in the prettiest pos¬ 
sible nest of a carriage, and been struck by 
the radian}, happiness in the sick girl’s face. 
To Ruth, coming all at onoe out of the dull se- . 
elusion of that oottage, the. Park was paradise, 
and the air, flower-laden and delicious, was 
like the breath of heaven. 

In a few weeks from this the season was at its, 
full, and the Carters plunged into all its gayeties 
with a zest and brilliancy hitherto unknown to 
them. To own and introduce a creature so 
lovely, and so exquisitely refined, into fashion¬ 
able life, was a morning glory to the ambition, 
which had urged these new people into society. 
They aocepted invitations—they gave parties— 
they occupied the most prominent opera-box, 
and had the glory of knowing that their pro¬ 
tege, in spite of her humble origin, in spite, 
of envy and persecution, was in f&ot the Reign¬ 
ing Belle of society. 

It would be false to say that Eva did not feel 
this change in her life as a transition into 
something like fairy land. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

Pbrvxct happiness is always a hope of the 
future. With all her success and her triumphs 
Eva Laurence had one cause of discontent. 
Ivan Lambert met her frequently, but it was 
always with a degree of reserve that chilled 
| her to the heart; and, after a few months of the 
excitement which followed her footsteps at 
every tarn, the triumphs of society began to 
pall upon her. One party was so like another, 
there was so little variety in the people she 
met, that the girl sometimes felt a craving for 
the rest and quiet of her old life. At. such 
tiroes she would go back to the cottage, and 
strive to sink gently down into the quiet enjoy-t 
ments which graced the tranquil existence of 
her sister Ruth. It seemed strange to herj 
hut from the time she left the cottage, Mrs. 
Laurence bad changed completely. There was 
something like reserve, and even shyness in 
her manner when they met, which Eva could 
not understand, but which chilled her a little. 
She was received more as a patroness by the 
old woman than a child of the bouse. But with 
James aud Ruth she was always welcome, and 
almost adored by them. She had never changed; 
all the pomp and wealth of her surroundings 
only seemed the more beautiful to them. 

Some months after Eva had settled down in 
her new borne, like a .nightingale among the 
ro&es, she entered a little reception room off 
the hall, and found Mrs. Carter in converse? 
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tion with a sharp-eyed, cringing little mao, 
who seemed to be urging some request with 
keen anxiety. 

“ I have been so long looking for the pur¬ 
chaser, madam. First I trace it to one party, 
then to another, and at last to that dealer who 
would not remember to oblige me; but, after 
all, 1 made an arrangement with him, and he 
gives me the number of this house, and ma- 
dam’s.name. I had great hopes that you would 
be willing to part with the shawl for the prioe 
you gave, as the owner wants it so much. I 
never, in all my experience, saw any one feel 
the loss of a pledge so keenly. So, as madam 
bas a good heart, I can see that by her face, I 
am sure she will not drive a hard bargain with 
the poor man. 

Mrs. Carter seemed restless and somewhat 
annoyed at this man’s eager pertinacity At 
one of the principal dealers in such expensive 
articles, she had purchased one of those rare 
and most exquisite shawls, which are manu¬ 
factured expressly for eastern potentates, and, 
like old cardinal lace, are precious among ordi¬ 
nary importations, as diamonds among meaner 
Stones. She knew that there was not another 
Shawl to compare with it for sale in the city, 
and had happened to purchase it at a bargain. 
New this man, whom she did not know, but 
who announced himself as a pawnbroker, who 
had once Field this shawl in pledge, and Bold 
it among other forfeited articles, was appeal¬ 
ing to her, in this keen and pathetic way, to 
give it up, for the prioe she had paid, because 
its former owner was driven almost frantic by 
the Iobs of it. 

Mrs. Carter, being a woman, was touched by 
this appeal; but from the Banie feminine rea¬ 
son, found her love of a bargain, and her am 
bition to possess something more rare and 
beautiful than her neighbors, opposing the 
kind impulse with peculiar force. When Eva 
entered the room, she felt a sense of support, 
and wa9 almost ready to leave the decision to 
her, to whom she defered in most matters of 
taste. 

“Eva, dear, run tip to my dressing-room, 
and bring a shawl you will find in my armoire. 
I want you to look at it, and help me decide.” 

Eva ran up stairs, found the shawl, and came 
down with it streaming in rich folds across her 
arm. 

“Ah, that is it,” cried the pawnbroker, rob¬ 
bing his bands. “I should know the pattern 
among ten thousand; and to think now that I 
should have known its value so little! It cuts 
me to the soul!” 


Mrs. Carter had taken the shawl, and was 
busy opening its marvelous folds, revealing the 
long slender polio leaves, in which the best 
tints of a rainbow were wrought with the toil 
and art seldom bestowed on the modern fabrics 
that Rood our market. 

“Ah, it is so beautiful! I should hate to 
part with it,” said Eva, who,had learned to 
estimate a creation like that in her life behind 
the counter. “You might search years with¬ 
out finding one like it.” . 

“You hear?” said Mrs. Carter, looking irre¬ 
solutely at the anxious pawnbroker.” 

“ Yes, madam, 1 hear; but if it is beautiful 
to a stranger, how much more so to the person 
who owned it?” 

Mrs. Carter looked at Eva with distress in 
her eyes, and hesitation in her manner. 

“ What oan I do ? It does seem hard.” 

Before Eva could answer, the man, broke in, 

“Besides, madam ivill remember, that 1 am 
a poor man, and have spent much time in 
searching for that shawl, which is a dead loss, 
if I fail to bring it back to the owner, who is 
ready to pay me.” 

“That does seem hard!” said the good wo¬ 
man, appealing to Eva, who was so lost iu ad¬ 
miration of the shawl, that the man's greedy 
eloquence half escaped her 

“The owner has been to my shop again and 
again, wild to get it. At first he wanted to 
have it back for a little; but now he will pay 
anything. The last time he said, * Get it, and 
I will not count the cost. It is a case of life 
and death. I must have that shawl.’ Then I 
went to work in earnest. ; This was an induce¬ 
ment for a poor man. After all my pains, ma¬ 
dam will not be so cruel as to lake a poor man’s 
time for nothing.” 

“ Eva, I think be must have it!” 

“Wait a moment. Let me call Mr. Ross, lie 
will comprehend the olaim this roan has better 
than is possible to us. He is in the.study; 1 
will find him in a minute ” 

Eva ran up stairs, while the, pawnbroker, 
half-baffled and wholly anxious, stood eyeing 
the shawl with mercenary craving* and, Mrs. 
Carter felt like a victim.* 

Directly Mr. Ross cams down* and followed 
Eva into the room. 

The pawnbroker stepped back to the wall, 
and uttered an exclamation full of trouble and 
surprise. 

“ What! The gentlemandiere!—here, in this 
very house ! I cannot understand !” 

Ross turned, his eyes kindled*,and his cheeks 
flushed. 
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“Her© at last? You have found it then? 
The shawl!—the shawl I Oh, sister, you hare 
itl But how cun you tell if it is the same? I 
must be assured of that.” 

“Why, Ross, what is the matter? Do you 
know this man? What is my shawl to you?” 

“Your shawl!” 

“Yes, brother!” 

“And you got it of'this man?'! 

“It seems that it came from him!” 

“Yes, it, ib the same! I will swear to it! 
Oh, sir! the time I hare token to search it out 
is well worth ail you promised.” 

“Perhaps* I do not know yet. Give me the 
shawl,, sister; in half an .hour I will return.” 

Boss was white in the f&oe. He took up the 
shawl, ahd gazed upon it, until tears absolutely 
trembled in his ejes* Then he folded the gar¬ 
ment carefully, as one handles a shroud, and 
went forth,, carrying it in. his hand. 

Mrs. Laurence was busy in her kitchen, ab¬ 
solutely croneing orer an old-fashioned love- 
song, for the great load of a hard life had been 
lifted from her shoulders, and awkward gleams 
of cheerfulness were beginning to gleam in 
upon her. All at onoe a man entered the back 
door, Aiid caine toward her. 

“ Wby/ Mr. Rots, is that you ? I didn’t hear 
the bell,” she exclaimed, smoothing down her 
apron, f T • 

“1.did mot ring, Mrs. Laurence; I wished to 
find, yon* alone. Look at this, and tell me if 
it is positively the shawl that oame around that 
child, and that you put in pledge ?” 

Mrs. Laurence wiped her moist hands on a 
towel, and unfolded the shawl. 

“Of course it's the same shawl, wherever it 
eomefrom. There is no mistake in .that. I 
can swear to the curl in every oho of these 
long lehves. 

“ It it then abeolutely the garment that came 
around the ohild you. adopted ?” 

“Yes; I am ready to swear to U, if that is 
what you want.” 

“ No; there is no need of that.” 

Again Ross folded up the shawl, and left the 
hobse, passing swiftly through the yard, and 
looking at Ruth, who sat at the window, with* 
out a consciousness other presence. 

Mrs. Carter and Eva were still in the recep¬ 
tion-room. The pawnbroker had retreated to 
the hall, where he sat on one,of the covered 
chairs, crouching uneasily forward, and holdr 
ing ft rusty bat olinched in his band. His 
eyes, were full of hungry anxiety; for the re¬ 
ward which ha had .hoped; for seemed slipping 
from his grasp. Still he waited, in abject pa¬ 


tience, determined to press his claims to the 
utmost. 

In less than half an hour the man started, 
and listened with the vigilenoe of a house-dog. 
A latch-key turned in the street-door, and Mr. 
Ross came in. He stopped on seeing the man, 
and asked sharply what he waited for ? then 
checked himself, and muttered, 

“Ah! I remember. You want the reward. 
How much was it?” 

The man started up, and began to speak 
eagerly. But Ross lifted his hand. 

“The amount?—name it.? I ask nothing 
more; that which I promised you shall have.” 

“Without regard to the price paid by the 
lady?” 

“ Without regard to anything. I am not dis¬ 
posed to cavil over a thing like this.” 

The pawnbroker paused, calculated, and 
looked keenly at his victim, sorely tempted to 
double the original sum promised him. But 
there was something in the eyes fixed upon 
him which checked the idea, and he named 
what had been his most exhorbitant demand. 

“Wait!” 

With this single word, Ross went swiftly up 
stairs, and came down again with a check in 
his hand. The man started up, seized the 
paper, glanced over it, and hurried from the 
house, with a greedy light in his eyes. 

Ross turned into the reception-room, stood a 
moment on the threshold, pale, trembling, and 
with a look of wild yearning in the eyes he 
bent upon Eva, who came toward him, smiling. 

“ Do tell us what makes you so anxious, Mr. 
Roas—” 

The girl broke off* with a cry of dismay, for 
lloss had flung his arms around her, and.was 
straining her to his heart with wild vehemence. 

“My child! My darling! My own beauti¬ 
ful child!” 

The man was .raining kisses upon her fore¬ 
head, which was tyet with his tears. 

Mrs. Carter started up, and with her twe 
shaking hands attempted to tear the man and 
girl apart. 

“Herman! Herman! Areyoucrazy? And 
she under this roof, under my care! Give her 
up, Isay!” 

Ross still held the girl close; but lifted his 
head, and looked his angry sister in the face. 
He could not speak, though his tremulous lips 
moved, and his eyes were flooded. Tte wo¬ 
man’s voice softened. 

“Herman, what does this mean ?” 

“It means,,my sister,.that us God has been 
merciful, I believe this girl to be my own ohild 1” 
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The man was trembling from head to foot. 
He put Eva’s face back from his bOsOm, and 
looked tenderly down upon it. , 

* 4 Have you never felt this, my darling ? Did 
your soul never tell you the secret that has 
so long filled mine?’* 

14 1 have no breath to answer,” faltered the 
girl. “Your words strike mo dumb! How 
can the things be that you speak of?** 

44 1 cannot tell; yet T know. Wait a little 
while, and you shall both be convinced that I 
am not out of my mind; let tke rest provo as 
it will” 

CHAPTER XXVII. 

A newspaper was in Mrs. Lambert’s hand. 
In the listlessness of a mind utterly prostrated, 
she had taken little heed of passing events, 
and had been kept in ignorance of the little 
drama which had been enacted against the 
Laurence family, almost under the sanction of 
her own name. It was nn old pnper which had 
been wrapped about some parcel at which she 
was looking. Just as she was about to lay it 
down, her own name, with that of Miss Spicer, 
astonished her into sudden interest. The article 
she read was an account of that trial which 
had sent the Boyde brothers to Sifig Sing. 

Ivan Lambert had informed himself of the 
main features of this disgraceful transaction 
at the time, but had never mentioned it to his 
step-mother, who at the time was suffering, and 
so ill that no unpleasant thing was permitted 
to come near her. She knew in a general way 
that the man Robert Mahone had left her ser¬ 
vice; but under what circumstances, every 
person admitted into her presence was inter¬ 
ested in concealing. So this statement in the 
paper took her completely by surprise, and 
aroused the sensitive pride in her nature so 
completely, that Ellen Post, when she an¬ 
swered the sharp pull of licr lady’s bell, was 
startled by the vivid life that lighted up those 
sad features. 

44 Ellen Post, is this thing true?” 

Mrs. Lambert held the paper out; in one 
hand, pointing to the report with the other. 
Ellen caught one glimpse of tho hateful sheet, 
recoiled a little, then gave her head a toss, and 
•aid, with a degree of oareleSs contempt that 
did honor to her nerve. 

“Oh, that was' Miss Spicer’s little job. My 
name was dragged in promiscuous. That about 
me is all lies, from beginning to end; but Miss 
Spicer and that Mahonc was awful thick for 
awhile. She was always giving him money, 


being that malicious against that handsome 
Laurence girl, that she was willing to plot with 
any one against her.’ I’m pretty sure she t cat 
in the scrape, because she once offered me any¬ 
thing I'd ask just to join in with them ; but, of 
conrse, I never had a word for her, but no* I 
want to marry that Mahone! Tho idea! I 
hope, marm, you think hotter of the than that.” 

Mrs. Lambert was a woman of the world, 
whom airs, such as her maid put on, was not 
likely to deceive. She simply folded the paper 
up, drew forth her porteraonie, and paid Ellen 
Post a month’s wages in advance. 

44 1 cannot give yon a recommendation ,” she 
said, very quietly, “and probably shall never 
mention yout name again. Perhaps you hod 
better put on your things, and go at onee. The 
express man will oome for your trunk.” 

Ellen Post turned of a dull grayish-white, 
and her eyes gleamed with gathering malice. 

44 Perhaps, marm, you hod better think twiee. 
Some girls are blind to what is going on around 
them, and can be sont off meek and broken¬ 
hearted ; but I ain’t one o 4 tint sort. Just 
take a second thought, marm/ You’d better, 

I can tell you.” 

44 1 never take a seoend thought, Ellen. Go! 

I am engaged!” 

The sleudet finger that pointed toward the 
door belonged to a fragile, but firm little hand, 
which scarcely seemed strong enough to sup¬ 
port the diamonds that blazed upon it; but 
a revolver could not hate more effeotaally 
silenced the impudent servant, who walked 
backward, step by step, until she almost fell 
against a footman, who stood in the door with 
a card in his hand. 

Mrs. Lambert took the cord, giving no for- 
| ther heed to the retreating maid,- and read the 
J name upon it. 

| 44 Miss Spicer! Tell her to come up.” 

I » There wte a rustle of silk flounces, a clatter 
of high heels, as Miss Spieer came up the stnim. 
and a Strong sent of the last fashionable per¬ 
fume left floating in the ball, as she entered 
her friend’s boudoir, olosing the door behind 
her. 

Fifteen minutes after this Ellen Post glided 
down the back stairway, with nn evil look on 
her fftce, and a satchel in her hand. 

Then all was Still, and ohly a fkint murmur 
of voices disturbed the sumptuous quiet of that 
mansion, from the ladies boudoir. Voices, did 
I say ? Only the quick, rattling sound of Mias 
Spicer’S tongue was heard ; the Arm, even 
tones of Mrs. Lambert wever pcnetruted be¬ 
yond the room hi wbloh she sat Onoe, Stwa 
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the door was open, and Miss Spioer stood upon 
the ermine mat, biting her lips, and beating 
her flounces with the end of her cane parasol, 
the clear ringing tones of that voice penetrated 
into the hall. 

“ No, Miss Spicer, I will take leave of you 
now; for this is the last time that you will ever 
be admitted into a house of which I am mis¬ 
tress.” 

Miss Spicer turned upon the mat like a little 
fury. 

“Well, madam! I suppose it is just possible 
to live without coming intoyour house! Heaven 
knows, ,it’s beep dull enough since that girl cut 
you out with Ross, the painter! This is tko 
thanks one gets for paying off your debts. I’m 
thankful for one thing, though! She’ll marry 
him, and leave you to break your mean old 
heart; while Ivan will hate you forever and 
ever for breaking up his fun. Good-by, Mrs. 
Lambert. If you can stand it, I ought to, hav¬ 
ing nothing very dreadful to look back upon, 
and plenty of youth, which you will never have 
again, before me!” 

As Miss Spicer was flying down stairs in her 
hot wrath, Ivan Lambert came into the hall, 
and stood aside for her to pass. She stopped 
suddenly, and held out her hand with a hys¬ 
terical laugh. 

“The^e; let’s shake hands, and say good-by. 
Your lovely mother has just turned me out of 
doors; but see if I don’t pay her off! If that 
fellow Ross don’t marry your old lady-love, and 
I for one have no idea that he ever thought of 
it, I’ll marry him myself, and ride over the 
old woman rough-shod. With his genius and ! 
my money we could do it—for people are be¬ 
ginning to talk about her awfully, I can tell 
yon ; something about the conservatory, and 
fainting dead at the artist’s feet. Ellen Post 
knows all about it. She’s just been sent away, 
and won't the story ring. Of course I shan’t help 
it forward. Oh, no! she hasn’t insulted me!” 

Before Ivan could even comprehend this rude 
speech, the young lady had turned the latch 
and door-knob with a force that tore her gloves, 
and hurried.down to the pavement. 

Ivan, who had intended to visit his mother, 
went up to her room, where bo found her pac¬ 
ing up and dawn the carpet, flushed with sup¬ 
pressed exfjtement, and with unusual fire in 
her eyes. 

“My son!—my dear son! I am glad, very 
glad that yon are here. Something, no matter 
what, has disturbed me. I have been hard 
and selfish with you; my own wretchedness 
has made me cruel.” 


i “Your own wretchedness, mother!” 

“Ther6, there, Ivan! Do not question me; 
| but generously accept my atonement, without 
| expiaination. I have been very, very unhappy 
of late; but I am not speaking of myself. You 
are dear to me as any son could have been. 
When X die, all' that I have shall bo yours, 
without restriction. From this day oat the 
world shall know you as my heir. Another 
thing, marry as you like. I—I will accept that 
girl. They tell me Carter has made her his 
heiress—be it sol I make you my heir. Go, 
j ask her to marry you.” 

“ Mother! Mother! how can I! She has re¬ 
fused me once,” cried the astonished young 
man. 

“But that was after I had trodden on her 
pride, when she thought herself worse than 
poor. Now you go to her with my full consent. 
I will call upon her', and Urge your case, if that 
is needful. Go, my boy—‘go now. I shall not 
be at rest till your fate is settled.” 

Astonished, bewildered, and like a man in 
a dream, Ivan Lambert went to his own room. 
Was his step-mother in her right mind? Was 
what she had said enough te warrant him in 
seeking Eva Laurencet He would wait and 
reflect. The happiness that dawned upon him 
could not be real. What had so changed his 
proud mother? 

Another ring brought a servant to the front¬ 
door, where a gentleman, with a package in 
his hand, stood waiting. The man reached out 
; his hand for the parcel, but in its placs, re¬ 
ceived a card, with directions to carry it ol 
once to his mistress. There was no question 
about her being at home; no seeming doubt 
that she might refuse herself; all of which was 
Btrango ; but the servant did not think «r that 
till long afterward, for obedience seemed natu¬ 
ral to that voice of quiet command. 

“ My lady will see yon in her own room— 
walk this way,” said the man, returning 
promptly, after delivering his message, show¬ 
ing the stranger up Stairs with great defer¬ 
ence, and opening- the door with a bow, alto¬ 
gether forgetting the package which the man 
carried. 

Mrs. Lambert was struggling to composeher- 
self; but she bad been greatly excited, and 
every nerve in her frame quivered. She tried 
to speak, but the effort only brought teirs into 
her eyes. 

Ross did not take the hand she hefld out with 
such timid hesitation; but laid his bundle on 
a chair, then turned a sternly agitated fact 
upon her. 
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“ Elizabeth, I have ccme to ask you a ques¬ 
tion.” 

“ I will answer it, Herman! There is noth¬ 
ing you oan ask that X will not reply to. But 
first, do not misunderstand me; I ask it for 
—for the sake of my step-son.- Answer the 
one question that I asked you. Is that girl, I 
mean Eva Laurence, anything to you ?” 

“Anything to me—and you ask this? Yes, 
everything!” 

“You love her, then?” 

“Yes, better than my own soul.” 

“ But—but you cannot marry her. It would 
bo-” 

The woman’s lips turned deadly white, and 
what she would have said died upon them. 

“Marry her! Woman, I wonder the heart 
does not sicken in your bosom at the thought.” 

“ It does I it does! Then you never thonght 
of it. I had not wronged yon so deeply that 
you meditated that awful blow.” 

“ I never thought of it, Elizabeth !” 

The woman clasped her hands, and a wild 
sob heaved her bosom. 

“ But still you loved her ! Ah, me I it was 
only the impediment! If I were dead now!” 

The woman held out her clasped hands, and 
her face was wet with a rain of tears. For 
the first time, a look of almost yearning ten¬ 
derness filled the sad eyes bent upon her, and 
a touch of compassion quivered in the man’s 
voice. 

“ Sit down, Elizabeth. I have a few questions 
to ask, and for once you and I mqst have truth 
between us.” 

Mrs. Lambert dropped to the sofa, near 
which she stood, and Boss drew his chair in 
front of it. The curtains hung low, and the 
light fell dimly around them, so dimly that 
they seemed like ghosts questioning each other. 

“Elizabeth, when we first met, and I found 
you Lambert's widow, there was too much of 
passion and reproach in our interview for a 
clear understanding of events, which seem to 
me vague and unsatisfactory. Quiet yourself, 
now; be oalm, if that is possible, and let us 
thoroughly understand each other.” 

The . woman made a strong effort, . and 
hushed her sobs. 

“When we married, I was a wild, passionate 
youth, pennilqis, almost friendless; but I loved 
you!” 

“And, oh, heavens! how I loved.you !” 

“Had 1 bpen older or wiser in this world's 
wisdom, it would have been an uctof treachery 
when I won you to that private marriage; but 
I was An enthusiast, possessed of some genius, 


and more wild hope. Perhaps in the arrogance 
of these untried feelings, I held your father’s 
wealth in too much scorn. Certain it is, I never 
craved it, never wished for a cent of it.” 

“ I know that, Herman; yet it was this very 
wealth that drove us apart.” 

“ t asked you to go away, and share my 
fate-” 

“I could not; remember how young I was. 
An only child, loving my father, whose forgive¬ 
ness you refused to ask—loving you better than 
my cwn life, but afraid to follow the hopeless 
path jow were resolved to tread. Why did you 
leave me then? Was I angry—was I unrea¬ 
sonable in that struggle, so hard upon a young 
girl, pampered, as I had been ; did I say things 
which were altogether beyond forgiveness?” 

“ If I left you in anger, bitter and keen as it 
was, ray great love conquered it, before I was 
half across the ocean,”*said Ross. “But what 
came, after my letters were unanswered ? 

“I never received them. Some one, my fa¬ 
ther, I think, kept them back. Oh, Herman! 
you never will know how I wailed, how I longed 
for one line!” 

“Elizabeth, give me your hands. On your 
life, on your honor—as you hope for salvation, 
did you never hear from me, never see a line 
of my writing after I left you ?” 

“ As Qod shall be merciful to me, I never 
did!’" 

The woman felt the two strong hands that 
clasped hers shake like reeds. 

“And you thought me dead ?” 

“I did! I did!” 

“And then married this other man ?” 

“ Oh, Herman ! It was only my band and 
wealth that I gave him. Wheu love perished 
in my heart I had ouly ambition left.” 

“Then all love for me had perished?” 

“Herman! There never has been a time 
when the very memory of our love has not been 
dearer to me than the adoration of any living 
man.” 

The hands which Ross still clasped were 
tightened painfully. For half a moment he 
was silent. When he did speak, it was almost 
in a whisper, and his voice wa‘s hoarse. 

“ Elizabeth ! What have you done with our 
child?” 

Mrs. Lambert wrenched her bands from the 
passionate grip fastened on them, and Stood up 
in wild agony. 

“Our chiTd I Oh, Father of heaven! is there 
no mercy forme ? Have I not suffered enough V* 

The woman hud no strength to stand. As 
grass goes down under the scythe, her limbs 
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gave way, and her faoe fell forward on the 
cushions of the sofa. 

Ross bent over her. 

“Elizabeth!” 

“ Leave me! You have torn the vulture from 
my heart—let it bleed to death; for, in a little 
while, I, like my child, will be beyond human 
reach! God knows all that I have done, and 
all that I have suffered.” 

Ross knelt down by the woman, and laid his 
hand on her shoulder. Iler suffering drowued 
all sense of wrong. The thing which she had 
done seemed less hideous when her grief filled 
the room, as with the wail of a mother bereft. 

“Our child is not dead, Elizabeth ! I come 
to tell you so!” 

The woman lifted her face. 

“Not dead!” 

“ Let that awful thought hauntyou no longer. 
The child is alive. Not an hour ago I held her 
in my armB. God spared her life, and you, 
wretched woouvn, a great crime.” 

The woman shuddered. 

“God help me! God forgive me! I was 
sorely tempted!” 

A moment after these words left her lips, 
Mrs. Lambert started up. The idea that her 
child lived had seized upon her with force ; 
for the first time, her face, still colorleBS, was 
radiant. 

“ She is olive!—your child and mine! Alive ! 
and you have found her for me ! A child given 
to my bosom—a sin lifted from my soul! Man ! 
Angel! My husband! Let me fall down and 
worship you!” 

“ First thank God that an awful sin has been 
lifted from your conscience.” 

“I do! I do! But the child—where is she? 
Who is she? Will you let me see her—touch 
her—bless her? Oh, will you?” 

“You have seeu her.” 

“Where? When?” 

“At my sister’s house. She is known as; 
Eva Laurenco!” 

Once more the woman sunk to the sofa mute 
and pallid. 

“Laurenco was the policeman you spoke 
with just before you turned down to the river; 
he followed you. He saw you leave the infant 
upon the rock, where you had carried it; 
watched as you orept away through the woods ; 
reluctantly, he thought, but still you went, 
leaving the child to its fate.” 

“No! no! I did not! In less than an hour, 
oh! much less, for I was hardly out of the sha¬ 
dow of the trees, I went back, resolved to bear 
everything, suffer everything, rather than part 


with it—but the rpek was bare; the moonlight 
lay upon it, cold and white. I searched eagerly, 
but my child was gone. I sought for it every¬ 
where—in the hollows, among the ferns, in 
the water. All night 1 wandered up and down 
on the shore—but my child was gone. I had 
left it wrapped up, warm and asleep. No hu¬ 
man being was nigh. The rock sloped down¬ 
ward ; it had rolled into the water! I thought 
this—1 have always thought it. Do not look 
on mo with those searching eyes. 1 was mad, 
wild—driven to desperation—a child-mother 
fleeing that night from shame and a father's 
wrath. He had been absent almost a year, first 
placing me in a school in New England, which 
I left, as if for home, but hid myself in New 
York. When my baby was a few weeks old I 
learned that my father was coming home. If 
I was not there, he would search fur me at the 
school, and learn that I had been absent for 
months. You had left me ; I had not heard 
from you. Consider, I was so.young—all alone, 
a wife, a mother—but without husband. All 
this drove me mad for a time. No doubt I was 
absolutely insane. I remember, in a vague 
way, wandering off in search of the river, with 
the child in my arms, longing to hi.de myself 
and it in the water. If I had any purpose, it 
was to go beyond the reach of my father's 
wrath, and take my baby with me.” 

Here the woman, seized with infinite self- 
pity, began to weep. 

“I remember nothing, except that the black 
water frightened me. I think it was not for 
myself, but the child; for I was thinking that 
it must be kept dry and warm when I was 
asleep down there. Then I grew afraid for 
myself, and fled into the woods to escape the 
dull, heavy lapping of the water, which both 
lured and repulsed me. I have told you that 
it was gone, when I came back more clear in 
my mind, and armed with half-insane courage 
to give it up, with the whole truth, to my 
father.” 

When the woman ceased speaking, Ross 
knelt by her side, and heavier Sobs than hers 
filled the room. 

“My poor girl! My wronged young wife! 
God forgive me the rashness of my youth—the 
injustice of my manhood.” 

She lifted her face, radiant under the storm 
of tears that had passed over it. 

“You pity me! There is no longer suspicion 
in your eyes. Sometime you will perhaps think 
that I was not all to blame, that in wresting 
the child from my bosom, God punished me 
enough. Ah, you did not know how I loved it.” 
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“And you, Elizabeth, never dreamed how an( j g00< j ; and I waa so harsh with her. When 
passionately, how entirely I loved its mother— : g |j a ii we meetf Herman.’ 1 
how I still lore her.” “Now! At once. They are waiting forme. 

There was no cry, no theatrical outbreak ; | i n half an hour Eva shall be with you.” 
but those two hearts, that had been separated : »«But how shall we explain?” 
one-third of a life-time, seemed to beat with a “To her and my sister everything.” 
single pulse. “And Ivan, who loves her so?” 

“Ah, my Elizabeth! There is something in ; “And Ivan, for she loves him; but, beyond 
life for us yet.” that, we must have no explanations. You and 

She took his hand between hers, and kissed it. I must go through a public wedding, and when 
“ Oh, Herman ! I never, never expected to be the young people are married, Eva will be your 
so happy again.” ; daughter, of course. Chance has arranged 

“ But there is greater joy than this in store.” ; everything for us, and we have nothing to pre- 
“I know! I know! Oiir child! That bcauti- vent a double wedding at once.” 
ful girl. I was so jealous of her, Herman. A soft rosy color came into the woman’s face, 

Only this very day did I consent that Ivan--: a nd for a moment her eyes sunk. 

Did you know that Ivan loves her dearly? “Go,” she said, “and bring Eva.” 

Well, only an hour or two ago I promised to Ross went with the quick step of a happy 
make him my heir if he could persuade her to ! man. Eva and Mrs. Carter were waiting for 
marry him. That was half because I pitied his him. He told them all, with the brief passion- 
disappointment, and half because people said a te eloquence which perfect joy inspires. Be- 
tkot you loved her.” < fore half his narrative was over, Eva had crept 

“And bo I did from the very first. Now I into his arms, and Mrs. Carter was sobbing 
understand why. She is Very like you. That like a child. 

was what struck me.” The half hour that Mrs. Lambert waited 

“Was I ever so beautiful, Herman?” seemed an eternity to her. A dozen times she 

Ross bent down, and kissed her forehead. walked to the window ; a dozen times she seated 

“But you have not told me how you found? herself, resolved to wait in patience. When 
all this out. We should have good proof.” 5 she heard footsteps coming, a sweet faintness 

“You are right,” said Ross, unfolding the 5 crept over her, and reaching forth her arms, 
shawl. “When Eva was found on the bank of? she saw everything in a mist, and the kisses 
the river, she was folded in this. Do you recog- rained on her face, seemed coming through a 
nize it? Laurence was a gentleman in his dream. 

habits, and educated the girl well. He left jE There was two weddings, which astonished 
me a letter, which yod shall read. There can $ society for nioro than a fortnight. In one Eva 
be no doubt.” ^ resigned her brief sway as The Reigning Belle; 

“ Ah, how well I remember it! My mother’s % and in the other, Mrs. Lambert renewed her 
shawl! How strange I You tell me she is sweet \ lease as a leader of society. 


PARTED. 

BY L. X. MARTIN 


F/ieamily watching the ran die out, 

A fiery ball in a leaden sky, 

Where two long ranks of crimson cloud 
Seem waiting to see him die. 

I “hear the wavelets ripple and splash; 

I bear the wild birds cry on the lea, 
As I lie and think of that dead past, 
Which ie never dead to me. 

Standing here in the long-ago^— 

Just such a night it seemed to me; 
Two of us watched the sun go down, 
The stars shine over the lea. 


Two hands clasped, and two hearts met 
With a love as true as may be. 

I am ifatchiug the suu to-night; 

But that other! where is she ! 

Wohderfnl mystery of our life. 

Death were sweet to your storm and 
Oh, short would these years of waiting seem. 
If my true love and I were met. 

As I watched the snn go down to-night. 

And the stars shine over the lea. 

My heart grew strong for the life that ia— 
With thoughts of the life to ba. 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 

IT EMILY H, MAT, 




We give, first, one of the new tunic dresses 
for a young lady, the waist and upper-skirt 


j of reps or cashmere, either black, brown, or 
i very dark green. The tunic may be trimmed 
| with cross-wise bands of the same material, 
j piped, or with velvet ribbon and bows. The 
skirt is trimmed with three box-plaitings, four 
j inches deep, put on with a piping 1 ', or narrow 
J braid. The same plaiting is put on over the 
j shoulders, finishing with a bow of ribbon at 
| the waist. Small coat-sleeve, with a frill at 
j the hand. Skirts of all dresses are still made 
; to touch. Fourteen yards of cashmere, or six- 
i teen yards of reps, will be required to make 
) this costume. Reps can be had from fifty cents 
: up to oue dollar and fifty cents per yard. 

5 Cashmeres range from one dollar to one dollar 
J and seventy-five cents per yard. If made of 
| black cashmere, this tunic can be worn over 
j colored dresses, or over a black silk skirt. 

We now give a Plaid Water-proof Cloak. 

* This cloak is of blue and green plaid wnter- 
) proof cloth The under part is a simple circle, 
j with, or without sleeves, ns may be preferred. 

1 The cape is separate, and trimmed with ono 


being cut all in one, with an apron front. The j 
tunic is fastened down the front with large j 
covered mould buttons, or it may be tied j 
together with bows of ribbon. Our design is ! 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 



row of wide, worsted braid, in black. A worst¬ 
ed bullion fringe is added; but for traveling, 
or rainy weatker, it would be more service¬ 
able without. Four yards of material, with 
the cape, and three and a half yards without. 
Cost two dollars and fifty cents per yard, cloth 
width. 

We give, next, a Walking-Costume for a Miss 
from ten to fifteen years. This costume is 


one, coming to the top of the boot, is trimmed 
with two narrow bias folds of the material, 
headed with a narrow black fancy worsted 
braid. The upper-skirt is cut round, not to 
loop, and has, in addition to the folds, a 
plaited ruffle set on the edge. A plain, round 
waist, with coat-sleeves for the house. Orer 
this is worn, for walking, the straight, sailor- 
jacket, with flowing sleeves. From ten to 
fourteen yards of serge will be required for 
! this costume. 

Next we give a Walking-Dress for a Young 
Miss. This dress is made of the fashiouable 
woolen-shawl material, with border and fringe 
woven in. The flounce is of a striped, woolen 
material of the same color, put ou very scant, 
< and about eight inches deep, headed with a 
j stand-up ruffle and hands of the shawl-border. 
These shawl-material cost from two dollars to 
two dollars and fifty cents per yard, and are 


made of woolen serge, which comes in grays, , 
dark-blues, greens, and combinations of these 
colors, and of black. These serges cost from 
seventy-five cents to one dollar and twenty-five 
cents per yard, and are soft and serviceable. 
This dress is made with two skirts: the under 
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The other,is of fine cordon piqno, linen, or 
plaid muslin, trimmed with two rows of braid, 
or a Hamburg edging. Patterns can be cosily 
cut from these designs, to fit the child, suitable 
from six to twelve years. 
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wide, and will require only from four to, four 
and a half yards for the complete suit. . 

Next, wc give a Gray Tweed Waterproof, cut 
in the Saok form, the front and edge of which 


little girls. The first two are of black silk, or 
alpaca, trimmed with velvet ribbon. A button 


is scalloped and bound with black alpaca braid. 
The cufF, pockets, and collar, arc trimmed with 
black silk, reps, or cloth. This is an exceed¬ 
ingly stylish and comfortable wrap of the kind, 
and can be made at almost- any, cost. These 
tweed waterproofs can be bought from one dollar 
up. Three and a half yards will be required. 

W e give next three designs for Aprons for 


should be placed on the shoulders of the dress, 
to which the braces of the apron 1 arc to he 
buttoned: this is to prevent the continual 
slipping off the shoulder, which is so an¬ 
noying. 
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NEW BASQUE BODICE. 


We give, here, the front and hack of a 
Walking-Jacket, which may be either of the 



material of the costume, or of cashmere or 
cloth. It is simply piped with silk, and the 
fringe added to the back. One and a half 



•^yards of cloth, or two yards of cashmere, are 
’ necessary for this jacket. In the front of the 
number we give another pattern (front and 
-.back) for a jacket. Also engravings of a new 
pretty opera-cloak, of a body, etc., etc. 


We now give a pretty design for a hood, to 
be worn over a mantle, or jacket. It ib made 
separate, and (to be worn at pleasure) of the 
material of the jacket, or mantle, and is lined 
with silk, and finished with bow and ends of 
taffetas ribbon. 



This is, perhaps, the proper place to describe 
two new styles for dressing the hair, given in 
the front of the number. The first is very 
simple, and is particularly suitable for morn¬ 
ing. A parting is made, from ear to ear, 
straight across the front of the head. The 
front hair is arranged in crepes bandeaux , and 
the back hair is combed to form n single loop, 
barred across with the ends of hair. A twist 
encircles the head. 

The other is more dressy, and is suitable for 
evening. The front hair is crepe , and combed 
over a double frisette. The back hair is curled 
in long ringlets, and the second and upper tier 
are pinned so as to cause the curls to fall in 
unequal lengths. A double row of plaits en¬ 
circle the b*.ck of the head. 


NEW BASQUE BODICE. 

BT EMILY II MAY 


’ In the front of the number we give an en- 
; graving of a new and pretty Basque Bodice, 
and, we add, here, a diagram, from which to 
cut it, out. Winter bodices, both for in-door 
. und.Qut-door wear, will, for the most part, be 
made with basques. Our pattern is suited to silk 
f4 or- velvet or, any other material. The pattern 
„ consists of four pieces, viz., front, badk, side- 


piece, and sleeve; the basque, as will be seen, 
is cut in one piece with the bodice. There 
are two darts in front, marked by perforated 
lines. The front is joined to the back by one 
notch at the neck, the back and the side-piece 
by two notches, and the three notches indicate 
the seam under the arm. There is a Beam 
down the center of the back. The basque is 
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DIAGRAM OF NEW BASQUE BODICE 



one point on each hip. In front it fastens to trimmed with fringe, gimp, or velvet. Our 
the waist with buttons; from there it diverges model is of black silk, ornamented with buff 
at each side, and forms a point. The sleeve is lace, headed by a full silk ruche. 
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CAP-BASKET 


BT MBS. JANE W I A TIB* 



This cap-case, or basket, consists of a strip spnoe. on each side, as seen in the illustration, 
of Panama canvas, twenty-five and a quarter as this gives a lighter appearance, the Panama 
inches long, and four and a quarter inches canvas forming the ground of the pattern 
wide, stiffened and supported by a phsce of ; throughout. The front part of the basket 
cardboard of the same-dimensions, and lined measures seven and a half inches in height; 
with blue satin, forming the bag. The Panama the under part, or stand, is a square of four 
canvas, with the exception of the under part, | and a quarter inches, (the width of the canvas,) 
is worked in cross-stitch on on® thread, with and th«‘baok^_with the cover, is thirteen and 
filoselle of various suitable colors, in any light, a half inches in lengfliT The .strip of canvas, 
straight border pattern, somewhat narrower as before mentioned, is. supported by a piece 
thnu the width of the canvas, so as to leave a of cardboard of equal width and length, which 
448 
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must be creased across, or partly cut through, 
for the stand and cover. The bag, which also 
forms the lining, is of blue satin, drawing at 
the top with cords or strings, for which a casing 
must be made. The satin should be out some¬ 
what deeper than the basket itself, to admit of 
a hem for the strings, and the bag measures 
seven-eighths of a yard round; it is to be put 
in plain to the side edges of the canvas, and 
laid in folds below. The strings or cords come 
rather beyond the top of the basket, and run 
binder the bend of the cover at the back, which, 


of course, as well iis the stand, is to be plainly 
lined with the satin. The handle, made of a 
double strip of the canvas, with cardboard be¬ 
tween, of such a length as will form a suitable 
curve over the basket, is fixed to the center of 
the stand on either side, and to the cover above, 
in such a manner as to preserve the equi¬ 
librium. Blue satin ruching to match, trims 
the center of the handle, and the edges of the 
basket round on both sides;' a loop with a 
corresponding button is placed in front to 
fasten it. 
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CROCHET LAMP-MAT. 


BT MBS. JANE WEAVES. 



The materials for this useful mat ore white 
cotton cord and green wool. 

This lamp-mat is worked in double crochet 
over cord. Commence in the center. On a 
foundation-chain of eight stitches over cord, 
join the stitches into a circle; draw the cord 
tight, so that the stitches come close to each 
other, and then work over the cord as many 
rounds as are required for the size of the lamp- 
mat, increasing so as to keep the work flat. 
After the last round cut off the wool and the 
cord, and fasten the ends. Then begin afresh 
with green wool, and work on the wrong side 
one round of alternately 1 chain, missing 1 
stitch of the preceding round under it, 1 treble. 
Then work one round of rosettes in the follow¬ 
ing manner: * 3 long treble in the next 8 
stitches of the last round; 2 chain, missing 2 
stitches under them; 1 long treble in the fol¬ 
lowing stitch ; 2 chain, missing 2 stitches under 
them; 1 long treble in the following stitches of 
the preceding round; then work round the last 
long treble stitch 3 times alternately 5 chain, 


1 double; then 5 chain and 1 double round each 
of the 2 next chain-stitches, divided by 1 treble 
of the preceding round, which are placed be¬ 
tween the just-covered long treble stitch and 
the preceding one between the 2 double stitches 
work 5 chain. The work must be turned for 
tbis purpose. Then work 5 chain, then 3 times 
alternately, 1 double, 5 chain, round the next 
long treble stitch; lastly, work round the 3 
chain-stitches which are placed between the 

2 long treble, 2 double divided by 5 chain; 
then work on round each chain-stitch scallop 
of the thus formed rosette 1 double, 4 treble, 
and 1 double. 

Lastly, work 1 slip-stitch in the 1st stitch of 
the 1st chain-stitch Rcnllop; 2 chain-stitches, 
missing 2 stitches of the preceding round under 
them, and repent from * till the border of the 
lamp-mat is finished. Then draw a green silk 
elastic through the long treble stitch of the ro¬ 
sette circle; the elastic must lie underneath the 
rosettes, and the ends sewn together. The lamp- 
mat is thus fastened round the foot of the lamp- 


HANDKERCHIEF CORNER. 
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STRIPE FOR COUV RE-PIED, IN TRICOT. 

BT MBS. JANE W1AT1R. 



The width of the stripe is according to taste. , 
To a three-colored stripe may be added one of 
plain crochet, velvet, or woolen reps; but what¬ 
ever may be added, care must be taken to place 
a dark color next the light in the pattern. The 
whole is worked in tricot as far as the edge on 
both sides, which, according to our model, is 
worked in double crochet, with black wool and 
gold-colored filoselle alternately. The dark- 
red ground is ornamented with the same silk. 

The first dark-red row is chained off with 
yellow silk; in the next row forward, each 
separate stitch-loop is drawn through under 
the chain of stitches, so that the working thread 


remains always on the right side. This gives 
the little raised silk double edges. The dark- 
red thread is used in chaining off this second 
row, which is yellow. Both rows are repeated 
exactly in the same manner; then follow four 
ordinary tricot rows, all in red; then imme¬ 
diately after these, in an opposite direction, 
the foui first rows are again worked; the last 
row, yellow, chained off with red; a row of 
single, in red, is then worked ns a conclusion. 
The work is then ornamented on both sides 
with a strong edge of double stitch, in black 
and yellow alternately. This must be worked 
with double silk. 


NAME FOR MARKING. 
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KNITTED FANCHON HOOD 

Bi MBS. JANE VIAT11. 



Materials: —Coarse and fine Shetland wool, 
in two widely different shades of the same 
color, two wooden and two common steel knit¬ 
ting-needles, the size taken for common cotton 
stockings. This hood, tied lightly under the 
chin, knitted plain in rows backward and for¬ 
ward, is of a scarf thirty-nine and a half inches 
long, and eleven and three-quarter inches wide 
in the middle, with tassels below. Twenty- 
seven stitches are cast on, and knitting alter¬ 
nately with the Pyrenees wool and the wooden 
knitting-needles, forty to forty-five rows, and 


with the Shetland wool and steel needles, eight 
rows, so that the latter cut through the loose 
stitch woof six times, like a band. In the 
second and third division of this loose woof, 
always ten stitches are to be increased in knit¬ 
ting the first rows, therefore the Becond band 
in close knitting has thirty-seven stitches, the 
third forty-seveu, the fourth again forty-seven, 
the fifth thirty-seven stitches, etc. In the same 
way as the first half of the Fanchon was in¬ 
creased, the second is decreased. 

Finish with Shetland wool. 
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BORDER ON FLANNEL. 

BY MB8. JANB WIAYI&. 



We give, here, a design for a border, to be < curve are raised; the light sprigs are of single 
worked on flannel, and to bo used for petti- } button bole leaves and stalk-stitch, and one or 
coat9, etc. The shells in the thick button-hole [ several colors are taken for the embroidery. 


EMBROIDRED BORDERS. 

BY MBS. JANE WEAVBB. 



We give, here, two designs for embroidered 
borders. There is at present no newer kind 
of ornamentation than these embroidered bor¬ 



ders for jacket and dress trimmings. The de¬ 
signs we give may be worked in silk of one 
color, or in Oriental colors, according to taste. 


NAME FOR MARKING. 
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EDITOR’S TABLE 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CBAT. 

“Peterson” for 1872.—We call Attention to our Pros¬ 
pectus fot 1872, to be fouud on the last page of the cover- 
We claim there that this Magazine it cheaper and better 
than any periodical of its kind. Other magazines, similar 
in character and quality, charge three or four dollars a 
year, while wo chargo only two. Our onornious edition, 
exceeding that of any monthly iu the world, enables us to 
offer '* Peterson” at theso low figures. 

In the fashion department, remember, we have no real 
rivals. No cotemporary approaches ‘* Petersou” in the new¬ 
ness or elegance of its fashions. During both the sieges of 
Paris, we continued to give late and stylish French fashions, 
as a reference to the magazine will show. While we were 
doing this, our cotomporaries wore giving old and obsolete 
styles, or third-rate styles made up at home. In another 
respect, also, our fashions have no parallel. The “ Every- 
Day Dress” department is the only reliable guide, for ele. 
gant and fashionable, yet economical dresses. 

Nor has any lady's book ever attempted to compote with 
“ Peterson” in the sterling merit and ougrotsing interest of 
Us novelets and stories, all of which are original. IK* pay 
more for literary matter than aU the other ladies' magazines 
together. For next year we have a series of the most thrill¬ 
ing novelets we have over published. “ The stories in 
‘Peterson’ are the best to be found any whore,” is tbe uni¬ 
versal remark of an impartial newspaper press. 

Now all this is offered, as we have said, for a dollar less 
than others. To clubs, as our Prospectus shows, It is offered 
even lower. No magazine, equal in merit, can bo had so 
cheap. Nothing, really worth anything at all, could bo 
offered at a less price. 

Wow it the time to get up cluhs. Everybody will subscribe 
for “ Peterson”—even those who take other magazines—if 
its marit and cheapness are fairly put before them. Be the 
first in the field. A specimen will be sent, gratis, if written 
for. Do not lose a moment! 

Boots and Shoes are attracting more than usual attention, 
with fashionable women this winter. The shoes now are of 
the Louis the Fifteenth style. Silk stockings even have 
come again into vogue, and are very smart and coquettish. 
They are worn with a sort of Watteau costume. The shoes 
are bronze kid, simply tied over the instep with a bow of 
ribbon; the fronts, which are cut very open, leave the bluo 
silk stockings visible. Yes; the stockings are absolutely 
blue silk, and the clocks at tho side are of the most orna¬ 
mental description. The shade of blue is not brilliant, bat 
pale, an exact imitation of the thick rustic stockings of yore. 
They are ribbed to the in*tep, and of solid color, and above 
they nro striped across with whito silk. Th» gray silk stock¬ 
ings, in the same style, are likewise very popular. White 
ones, with colored clocks, are also liked, cerise, bine, and 
claret clocks being the most popular. The stockings are 
now selected to match the dress. For shoes, bronze kid has 
the preference over black for the present. 

Jackets Cut Up at the hack almost to the top, are very 
frequently made now to wear with buff cashmere dre«s*»s, 
and the opening is trimmed with two rows of either white 
or buff guipure. The sash, likewise of cashmere, is striped 
slantwise with guipure. The sleeves, both of muslin and 
cambric dresses, are made considerably wider than the sleeves 
of silk dresses. 
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The Old Established Magazines, like “ Peterson’s,” are 
the only safe ones to subscribe for. New enterprises pro¬ 
mise all sorts of tilings, but frequently fail before the year 
is out. But no risk is run in subscribing for “ Peterson,” 
which, for thirty years, has been ‘•up to its promises” in 
every particular. Besides, the old established magazines, 
with their large circulations, can afford to give more for the 
muiiey than new ones with small circulations. “Peter- 
souY’ has the largest circulation of any lady's book in the 
world, which is a sufficient explanation of why it is both the 
cheapest and the best. 

The Language of Fans —There is a language of fans as 
well as of flowers. In Spain an open fan presented to a lady 
represents a proposal. If returned by her slightly open, it 
means slight encouragement, if half open, “ proceed boldly,” 
if returned closed, it says, “ I love you with my whole 
heart.” A closed fau returned by tho wrong end, signifies 
rejection. A glance over the top of a fan, directed at any 
particular individual, expresses, “ come to me;'' but the some 
glanco through the bars of the fau means, “wo are ob¬ 
served, be cautious.” 

For TfiK Center-Table. —The YTeedsport (N. Y.) Sentinel 
says of this magnzine, among other things, “It is a band- 
some ornament for the center-table.” This is a poiut apt to 
be forgotten. Even after it lias been read, “Peterson” is 
always handy for the center-table, and gii*es an air of re¬ 
finement to the room where it Is found. It is a sure proof 
of taste to see, in a house, a handsome magnziue on the 
center-table. 

Tde Berlin Pattern, in this number, requires no descrip¬ 
tion, the colors being a sufficient guide in working it. Re¬ 
member that “Peterson” is the only magnzine that gives 
these patterns every month I The one Su the January num¬ 
ber for 1872, will excel even this, and be the most costly 
and superb we have ever issued. It alone will be worth 
more tliuu the price of the number. 

Velvet Jackets, without sleeves, called Parabere jackets, 
after the famous beauty of the last century, are very fash¬ 
ionable. One of the prettiost costumes that has appeared, 
lately, in Paris, was of white silk, with gold-colored stripes, 
worn orer a black velvet petticoat. The Parabere jacket was 
of black velvet, and the sleeves striped gold and white silk. 

Bodices different from the skirts are very popular for 
evening wear with low dresses, and for winter these bodices 
will be mnde of black velvet, the basques ornamented with 
appliques of white lace, or white silk embroidery. If either 
scabious, blue, or omnge-velvet be used, it will be con¬ 
sidered more dressy thou the black. 

Among tite Novelties, next yrar, in this magazine, will 
be a series of articles, by A. Livezy, M. D., of Philadelphia, 
called “ The Mother’s Department." The articles will relate 
principally to the managem nt nnd rearing of children. 
The firef, on “Incidental Causes of Disease,” will appear 
in the January number. 

Thirty Years or Success.—T he 0Innoester (Moss.) Tele¬ 
graph says of this magazine“it fully sustains its repnta- 
tion achieved by thirty years of uninterrupted success." 
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Ocr Premium Engraving tor 1072 is in a different rein 
from anything that has gone before, and we predict 
that it will be the mutt popular we hare ever published. 
It is a superb mezzotint, entitled, “Fire Times One To-Day, 
Little Bessie's Birth-Day;” and represents a charming crea¬ 
ture, a real “ mother's darling,” loaded down with toys and 
other gifts, and exnlting in her nowly-acqnlred treasures, 
To secure this beautiful mezzotint, which would sell, at a 
print-shop, for four dollars, it is only necessary to got up a 
small club for “Peterson” for 1872. Both it and an extra 
copy can be earnod by getting up a large cldb. In the re¬ 
motest frontier neighborhood even, An hour or two dovotod 
to this purpose, will secure you a copy of this exquisite 
picture to ornament your parlor, besides winning you a copy 
for one year, of the best ladies' magazine in the world. Now 
is the time to get up clubs ! 

Our Title-Page, this year, is three pictures in one. The 
central represents “ Christmas Morning:” the upper, Littlo 
Bo-Peep:” and the lower, “ Lady-Bird, Lady-Bird.” It re¬ 
flects great credit on 111 man Brothers, and will repay a 
careful study. 

Some New Ribbon Sashes have appearod, which are de¬ 
cidedly iu good taste. They are composed of a sort of chock 
of two colors ; as, for example, dark blue and white. This 
check does not cover the entire width of the ribbon, for 
there is a blue border and white fringe at one side of it. 

The Proprietor or this Magazine, it is as well to state, 
is not interested in any other magazine,or nny newspaper; 
nor is he a book publisher. Everything intended for “ Peter¬ 
son's Magazine” should be directed to Charles J. Peterson. 

The January Number will bo ready by the first of Decem¬ 
ber. Remit early, and get the best, because earliest impres¬ 
sions, of our superb plates. The January, number will be 
the most elegant wo have ever issued. 

The Supreme Authority.— The Ilancock (N. Y.) Times 
says of this magazino:—“ It is the boat and cheapest of the 
Lady's Books, as well as the supreme authority in matters 
of fashion.” 

No Other Compares. —A lady writes to us:—“ I thought, 
this past year, I wonld try some other magazine, but I have 
come to the conclusion that no othor can compare with 
* Pctereou's.’ ” 

Wb Will Send three copies of “ Peterson” for 1872, for 
$4.50, If no premium is asked. 


REVIEW OP NEW BOOKS. 

Shakspeare's Comedy of the Tempest. Edited , with Notes , by 
William J. Rol ft, A. M. 1 no/., 12 mo. New York: Harper eft 
Brothers. —A few mouths ago, these enterprising publishers 
issued “The Merchant of Venice,” in a small quarto or ra¬ 
ther square duodecimo, of about a hundred and thirty pages, 
with a flexible cloth cover. We hare here another of tho 
plays of the great dramatist in the tame elegant and con¬ 
venient style. It used to strike us, with surprise, that no 
publisher, at least iu America, had ever issued an edition of 
Shakspeare in this manner. Many years ago, the firm of 
Longmans, in London, published such an edition. Now 
that Harper A Brothers, however, havo begun the enter¬ 
prise, we hope they will be sustained in it. Tho notes of 
the present little volume are excellent, and the edition, in 
every way, praiseworthy. 

’ Two College Friends By F. W. Boring. 1 eoL, 10 mo. 
Boston: Loriny. —A story of very much more than average 
merit. Mr. Loring shows great promise. 


At Last: A Christmas in the West Indies. By Charles 
Kingsley. With Itlustrathms. 1 vol., 12 mo. New York: 
Harper eft Brothers. —A charming book, as, ludeed, is every¬ 
thing that Kingsley has written,from “Alton Locke” down. 
For many years, ever since he published “ Westward, Ho!” 
in fact, Mr. Kingsley has looked forward, it seems, to a 
visit to the West Indies. At last his long-deferred voyage 
took place. A more graphic and interesting book than this, 
which records his experiences iu the tropics, it would be 
impossible to conceive. The volume is equally iuteresting 
aud instructive. 

Songs of the Sierras. By Joaquin Miller. 1 ro/., 12 mo. Bos¬ 
ton : Roberts Brothers .—We have hero a new poet, a Cali¬ 
fornian, who comes heralded, with high praise, from Eng¬ 
land, where he first published. The best thing in tho vol¬ 
ume Is “Arizonian,” with which if commences, and which is 
foil of passages of great power, that remind us now of 
Byron, and now of Swinburne, without however being 
an imitation. Wo shall look to the future career of Mr. 
Miller with much Interest. The book is very elegantly 
priuted. 

Anne Furness. By the author of “ The Sacristan's House¬ 
hold." 1 vol., 8 vo. New York: Harper d Brothers. —11 is dif¬ 
ficult to understand how an author, who could write so 
good a story as “The Sacristan’s Household,''should write 
so indifferent a one os this. There is some humor in the 
character and family of Mr. Cudberry; but with this excep¬ 
tion tho novel barely rises above commonplace. 

Fanchon. the Cricket. By George Sand. 1 rol.. 12 mo. 
Philada: T. B. Peterson d- Brothers. —Nothing enn exceed 
the simplicity, the grace, the almost idyllic beauty of this 
story. It is written with exqnisite art: the “art that con- 
coals nrtand is to French literature what Frcrc's pictures 
are to French painting. The volume is handsomely printed 
and bound. 

The Rite and Fall of the Paris Commune in 1871. By W. 
Pembroke. Fetridge. 1 rol., 12 mo. New York: Harper & 
Brothers. —The author of this work was in Paris during the 
whole of tho second siege, and therefore enjoyed peculiar 
facilities for the compilation of his narrative, which, wo 
have overy reason to believe, is accurate and impartial. 

The Fall of Man; or, .the Lives of the Gorillas. 1 ro/., 
12,7*0. New York: G. IF. Oxrlelon & Co. —A clever satire 
on the Darwinian theory, in the guise of a lecture by a go¬ 
rilla, showing how some of his species fell away and became 
degraded into men. 

Life of Jefferson S. Baikins , Member from Cranberry Cen¬ 
tre. Written by Himself. 1 vdl n 12 mo. Boston: Loring. 
There Is a good deal of humor Id this book. Mr. Baikins, 
In writing it, has been assisted by the author of “The Sil¬ 
ver Spoon.” 

Every Woman Her Own Flower Gardener. By Mrs. S. O. 
Johnson. 1 no/., \2mo. New York: Henry T. Williams. — 
This Is really a capital book of Its kind. It is a handy man¬ 
ual of flower-gardening fbr ladies, and contains, In small 
compass, nearly everything that is desirable to know. 

Victory Deane. By Cecil Griffith. 1 rol.. 12 mo. Boston : 
Loring. —This is a re-print of a recent English novel. The 
characters of Margaret and Victory are well discriminated. 
The type of the book is large and good. 

Louise La Vallicre. By Ale*. Dumas. 1 ro/., 8 vo. 
Philada: T. B. Peterson <ft Brothers. —One of the very best 
fictions of this ever-entertaining writer. It is second only 
to 7 The Three Guardsmen.” 

Seed-Time and Harvest. By Fritz Reuter. 1 voL, 8 vo. 
Philada : J. B. Lippincntt eft Cb.—A translation of a very 
excellent novel, that. Among other merits, gives us instruc¬ 
tive glimpses of rural life in Mecklenburg. 
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OUR ARM-CHAI R — C HILDREN'S CLOTHES. 


OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

The Wilson Shuttle Machine. —The u Cleveland Dally 
Herald, Sept. I6tb, 1871, says:—■“ The greatest victory of the 
day, at the greut Northern Ohio Fair at Cleveland 1 No 
little excitement was oaused by the announcement in Sew* 
ing-Macliine Hall yesterday afternoon, by the Oommitteo 
of Awards in this department, that the two first and only 
premiums on sewing-machine work had been unanimously 
given to the Improved Wilson Shuttle-Machine of Cleveland. 
This was but an unavoidable result for the Committee to 
thus publicly decide that the Wilson displayed a line of the 
finest work in all the hall, for a similar decision had been 
given by the thousands of probably equally able critics that 
had examined tho work before them. The premiums awarded 
were on the best display of general work and on the best 
samples of braid work, both of which were given to tho 
Wilson machine. This great victory for our Cleveland ma¬ 
chine will be received with no little satisfaction by the very 
muuy friends to this meritorious product of our city. Tho 
work done on a [sewing-machine is the only safe source 
from which to judge of its merits, and that the Wilson has 
taken tho whole premiums in this fair, and severe test is 
evidence of its superiority over all the leading Eastern ma" 
chines that can never be contradicted. It should bo re¬ 
membered that this beautiful and perfect family machine is 
•old at a price $20 below all the Eastern made machines, over 
which it has hero so justly and fairly proved its superiority. 

Philadelphia the Center.— The Riverton (Iowa) Repub¬ 
lican says:— u Philadelphia is noted for the excellence of its 
monthly periodicals; but among them all none stands higher 
than 1 Peterson.’ Our lady readers should subscribe at once 
for it.” What the Iowa journal says of Philadelphia is as 
true as what it says of “ Peterson.” No other city has ever 
been uble to establish, permanently, a lady’s magazine. 
Geographically more central than any other Atlautic city, 
Philadelphia early became tho center of magazine literature, 
and lias continued so ever since. The united circulation of 
the magazinee, issued from Philadelphia, greatly exceeds 
the united circulation of those issued from any other city^ 
if not from all other cities. In Philadelphia, also, are the 
largest distributing book-publishing and book-soiling firms* 
Philadelphia does not “ brag” as much as some of her sister 
cities, and lienee those facts are uot generally kuown, but 
it is quite time they were. "To tell the truth cannot be 
called, under such circumstances, boasting. 

Beaver Brands.— Of the many novelties in the way of 
sheer fabrics offered for the approaching seasou, none so 
utterly defy competition us the .-ilk-finished pure black 
mohair of the “It -aver Brand.” The material makes a re¬ 
markably stylish toilet. It is exceedingly fine, und posses¬ 
ses that brilliant luster which is altogether lacking in other 
goods of tho class. It is also finished alike on both sides— 
an important point in its favor,’when one remembors that in 
such a case u dress may be reversed or altered witli impunity. 

We Give No Preuhjxs to persons for subscribing to u Peter¬ 
son.” We put ail we can afford into the magazine, and do not 
keep a part back for premiums. What wo give premiums 
for is to repay persons for getting up clubs. This is quite a 
different thing. When a magazine, or newspaper, offers a 
premium engraving to every subscriber, it simply takes the 
cost of the premium out of the magazine or newspaper. It 
needs no arithmetic to demonstrate this. 

We would call attention to tho advertisement of Messrs. 
Freeman A Burr, 138 A 140, Fulton street, New York, cloth¬ 
iers. They aro prompt, reliable, and have every facility for 
suiting all tastes, at short notice and moderate prices. They 
were among tho very first to send relief to the Chicago suf¬ 
ferers, and by so doing proved themselves to be worthy of 
the good name they bear. 


A Beautiful Picture. —The Steelville (Mo.) Express eay • 
** We have In oar office one of the most beautiful pictures, 
both in design and execution, that we have lookod upon for 
a long time. It is 1 a mezzotint engraving, 24 x 16, entitled, 
‘I Am Five Times One To-Day, or Little Bessie’s Birthday/ 
is given as a premium to ogouta. getting up clubs for Pefcer- 
sou’s Magazine, and is a rich compensation for a small 
amount of labor. Call-and see the picture. It is superbly 
beautiful.” 

Petbrson’8 Magazine is the only Lady’s Book that gives^ 
at any price, double-sized, steel, colored fashion-plates. Ail 
the other lady's books give either single fashion-plates, only 
half the size of ours, or else colored wood-cuts, or colored 
lithographs. Compare the fashion-plates in “ Peterson” 
with those of other periodicals I For novelty, correctness 
stylo and beauty, our fashion-plates have no rivals. If you 
want reliable fashions, you must subscribe for Petersons 
magazine. 


CHILDREN’S CLOTHES. 

Little Children’s Clothes are so pretty when made, that 
they well reward patient, industrious fingers. A few bints 
as to the styles now in fashion may not l»e out of place, for 
there is a mode in these as In most things. A very pretty 
body's hood is cut in the form of an old-fashioned garden 
bonnet. It is of white satin, quilted in large diamonds, 
with a curtain at the back, having five large scallop at the 
edge, with a ruche of satin ribbon round. It has a point 
over the faco a la Marie Stuart, with a thick niching at the 
edge, i aside and out; and next the face a closely quilled cap 
of white blonde, with loops of narrow ribbon intermixed. 
Outside are some ten tiny rosettes of very narrow ribbon 
sewn quite close together. A baby’s hat, fora child slightly 
older, is round and flat, and mado of white satin, bonnd 
with white terry, very mucli frilled. It ties under the 
chin with broad ribbon-strings, with large rosettes of lacs 
and loops of satin ribbon on either side of the face. A fine 
straw of a similar shape is bound with white terry, above 
which, sewn on to the brim, is a plaiting of lace and loops 
of narrow ribbon; a feather coming from the front ou to 
the back. A tricorn, made of very fine pliable straw, is a 
novelty; it is made with rosettes on each point, where it is 
turued up. These are all white; nothing else is in fashion 
for very young children. 

For those a little older sailor hats of very coarse straw are 
stylish; for little boys they have no trimming but apiece 
of inch-wide ribbon velvet round the brim, short ends hang¬ 
ing at the back; sometimes blue and white x>r black and 
white striped ribbon replace this. For little girls they often 
have a stiff wing, or aigrette, or feather tuft on one side. 
They also wear gipsy hats, like inverted saucers, made with 
a smaller inner hat os it were, which fits the head closely, 
bnt is invisible when on. High Tyrolean shapes are still 
in favor, bonnd with ribbon or velvet, having wreaths of 
flowers or a tuft at one side. An exceedingly pretty one, 
mode for a little girl of five, is bound with blue ribbon, a 
frilling of ribbon being placed on the edge of the brim. It Is 
turned up very mnch at the side, and has a wreath of con¬ 
volvuli round it. But, cnrionsly enough, the aigrettes are 
as much in vogue for fnlhnts as for grown-up people. Some 
colored squares of flannel, mado to throw over a baby's head 
when carried from room to room, are charmingly embroi¬ 
dered iu white wool, or have a wide binding of rich, corded 
ribbon, red and pink flannel with white, white flannel with 
Alexandra blue or scarlet. They are made fifty-two and 
a half inches square, with one end rounded; at two and 
a half inches from the edge of this is a runner, which made 
it set closely round the neck and face. A very bright blue 
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flannel has been bound with white ribbon, end ha* two 
cows of narrow white ribbon laid on above the binding. 

Babies' robee axe more elaborate than formerly, and some 
of them are such a masa of iaco and embroidery that they 
have to be lined with thin silk. One rather more novel 
than the others has a wide braiding round the bottom, with 
a goffered fril at the top, edged with very fine Valenciennes 
loco; a similar trimming of alternate braiding and frills is 
carried up the front ns a robing. Another has tucks in al¬ 
ternate sets of fours and twos, with Valenciennes insertion 
let in between; and quite at the bottom is a fall of Itico a 
quarter of a yard deep. 

Serge is much worn for Httle children’s flocks anil pelis¬ 
ses, especially fine white serge, which looks very effective 
trimmed with a baud of broad bright-colored ribbon or silk, 
with a row of white silk braid at each edge. Serge is now 
made in light, bright color*, and turquoise blue and rose du 
Barry pink are very useful for little dresses. A bright pink 
serge has been trimmed with brood, black Tel vet, edited with 
white silk braid, which looks admirable. For washing 
dresses and pelisses nothing is more serviceable than fine 
pique: it does not tumble quickly, .will bear enough wear, 
and does not get dirty so soon as jaconet muslin. A charm¬ 
ing little pelisse, for a child of four, is made of this mate¬ 
rial, trimmed all round with a brood baud of thick inser¬ 
tion. edged with ombroiderod fl rilling, put on with a piping. 
The skirt is us long as a frock, bnt open in front, the trim¬ 
ming being carried up each side, and the corners at the 
bottom rounded. It can be worn over any skirt, as there is 
no color about the pelisse; but blue looks best. The body 
is fastened down the front with largo pearl buttons, and 
made high to the throat; there is a round capo attached to 
tho neck, also trimmed with the insertion and.embroidered 
frilling; and the sleeves are long, fastening at tho wrist, 
A pique frock, for a child somewhat older, trimmed with 
brood bonds of muslin insertion, through which ribbon is 
run, and below it is a deep frill of embroidery. 

In the January number we shall give directions for suits 
for little boys, and for still other varieties of children's 
dresses. 


FIRESIDE AMUSEMENTS. 

Figures Produced nr Sound.— Stretch a sheet of wet 
paper over the mouth of 0 glass tumbler which has a foot¬ 
stalk, and glue or paste the paper at the edges. When tho 
paper is dry, strew dry sand thinly upon Its surface. Place 
the tumbler on a table, and hold Immediately above tt, and 
parallel to the paper, a plate of gloss, which you also strew 
with sand, having previously rubbed the edges smooth with 
emery powder. Draw a violin bow along any part of tho 
edges, and as the sand upon the glass is made to vibrato. It 
will form various figures, which will be accurately imitated 
by tho sand upon the paper; or. if a violin or flute be played 
within a frv inches of the paper, they will canso the sand 
upon Its 8iir«ice to form regular lines and flgitros. 

The Luminous Spectre. ^-Phosphorus In its pure state 
should be very cautiously handled; as, unless used very 
moderately, it will burn tho skin. By adding to It, how¬ 
ever, six parts of olive oil, it may be employed with perfect 
safety. If every part of the dice, except the eyes and month, 
whVh should be kept shut when applying it, be anointed 
with this mixture, it will give the party a most frightful 
appearance In the dark. The eyes and month will seem 
black, nnd all the other parts of the face will appear lighted 
with a sickly, pale-bluish flame. 

Liqiit from Sr3 An. —Simply break a bft of lump-sugar be¬ 
tween the fingers In the dark, and light will be prodneed at ] 
the moment of fracture. Or, if powdered loaf-sugar be put I 
into a spoon, fused, and kindled in the flame of a lamp, it j 
will exhibit a large flame. 


Water or Different Temperatures in the Same Vessel.— 
Of heat and cold, as of wit and madness, it may be said that 
“thin partitions do their bounds divide.’’ Thus, paint one- 
half of the surface of a tin-pot with a mixture of lamp¬ 
black and size, and leave the other half, or side, bright; UU 
the vessel with hailing water, and by dippiug a thermome¬ 
ter, or ovon tho finger, into it shortly after, it will bo found 
to cool much more rapidly upon the blackoued than npon 
the bright side of the pot. 

Miniature Will-o’-the-Wisp.— Put a small piece or two 
of the phosphuret of lime into a saucer of wnter, when 
bubbles of phosphuretted hydrogen gas will rise to the 
surface, explode into flamo, nnd cause a white smoko; 
representing, on a small scale, tho ignis fatuus , or will- 
o’-the-wisp, as seen over marshy ground, or stagnant pools 
of water. 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

49* Every receipt in this Cook-Book has been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

SOUP AND FISH. 

Fish Fritters. —Take the remains of any fish which has 
been served tho preceding day, remove all the bones, and 
pound it in a mortar. Add breud-crumbs and mashed pota¬ 
toes in equal quantities. Mix together half a teacupfnl of 
cream with two well-beaten eggs, soino Cnyeuno pepper, 
and nnclioVy sauce. Beat all up tb a proper consistency, 
cut into small cakes, and fry them in boiling lard. 

Sago Soup .—Boil two pounds of beef in rather more water 
than sufficient to cover it, until the essence Is completely 
extracted from the meat. Strain the broth, and add to tho 
broth one teacupful of sago. Boil it gently for one hour, 
but do not let tho sago become too soft. Beat the yolks of 
three eggs, pour them into your soup-tureen, and then j our 
in the soup very gradually, stirring it gently. 

Veal Soup.— Boil the veal with two-thirds of a cup of rice, 
and add sweat herbs or celery, and tho usual seasoning. 
This makes a plain, wholesome soup. 

MEATS AND POULTRY. 

Bump-steak and Oyster-Sauce —Let your oysters give a 
turn or two with plenty of'butter in a frying pan, then odd 
pepper and salt, a little flour, and the juice of half a lemon, 
with enough water to make up the quantity of sauce you 
want, stir till the oysters aro done, and serve with tho 
steak broiled in the usual way. 

The following sauce is also a good accompaniment to a 
broiled steak: Boil in gravy or broth some grated horserad¬ 
ish, when done stir into it one or two yolks of egg, beaten 
up with a little water and flour, add jiepper and grated nut¬ 
meg, and serve in a sauce-boat. Another form of tho above 
sauce is this: having boiled yonr grated horseradish in 
gravy or plain water, beat up one or two yolks of eggs with 
half & pint of cream, a little flour and salt, and stir into the 
horseradish; let tho whole remain on the fire a few minutes, 
stirring all the titne, and before it comes to boil serve in a 
sauce-boat. The above sauce is invariably served in Ger¬ 
many nnd Poland with all forms of beef, either broiled, 
roasted, or boiled. 

To Serve Steaks. —Make what the French call a marindc, 
with oil, vinegar, slices of onion, a piece of garlic, spices, 
pepper and salt, and let your steak, beef or mutton, be 
steeped In It for ten or twelve hours before cooking, turning 
it at intervals; then cook in the usnal way, and serve either 
aunaturtl, or with parsley and butter. Steak nnd onions 
in a well-known dish. Fry tho onions, and broil tho steak; 
then serve the two together. 
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FASHIONS FOR DECEMBER 


Boast Corned Pork. —Take a leg of lightly corned young 
pork, weighing about eight or uiue pounds, make a nice 
sage and onion stuffing, and stuff the thick end well; Tie 
over It a piece of well greased, thick paper. Dredge it and 
prepare it exactly as the fresh pork. Roast slowly about 
three hours. The sauce the same as for roast pork, aud 
serve stewed apples with it. This is very nice If the meat 
is carefully rousted, and is good cold. 

Beef Cake*. —T ike some cold beef—that which is under- 
doue is the best—mince it very fine, and grate a little un¬ 
cooked hum into it, enough to fluvor it. Season it with 
pepper and salt. Mix the whole together, and make it out 
into small cakes; Hour them, aud fry them a nice browu on 
both sides. 

CAKES, ETC. 

A Light Cake. —Take throe pints of sifted flour, a pint 
and a half of milk, aud a spoonful of lard; stir into the 
flour three toaspooufuls of cream tartar, dissolve one tea- 
spoonful of soda in a cup of milk, and a little salt; mix 
this all well together, aud beat very lightly with a wooden 
spoon; roll this out rather thin and cut into cakes, or bake 
in two small paus. Serve hot, aud split open aud butter. 

Plain Biscuits. —Mix one pound of flour and one-half 
pound of sugar, aud rub in one-half pound of butter. Mix 
iu ouo ounce of carrawuy seeds, a little broken, two well- 
beateu eggs, and a wineglass of sweet wine. Mix all well 
together, roll the dough out thin; cut out the biscuits, and 
bake them iu a rather quick oven. 

Almond Lemon Biscuits.— The ingredients to provide are 
one-half pound of almonds, six uew-laid eggs, one pouud of 
loaf sugar, finely powdered, the riuds of three lemons, one- 
quarter of a pound of flue flour, and a little orange-flower 
water. Blanch and beat the almonds, adding to them l>y de¬ 
grees the whites of the six eggs, well beaten to a froth, and a 
little orange-flower water. Add by little and little the 
sugar, grate iu the riuds of three lemous. Beat up the 
yolks of the eggs aud mix thorn in, and add one-qnurter 
of a pound of flour. Bake them iu small pans, well buttered, 
which should l>e about half full. Sift fine sugar over them 
when they go into the oven. 

Irish Griddle, or Slim Cakes. —Rub two aud a half ounces 
of butter into luilf a pound of flour with a little salt, make 
it into a stiff paste, with a little milk, roll It out half an 
inch thick, and cut it into squares aud rounds, or any shape 
you like. It will take half au hour to bake; it should bo 
baked on a griddle over a stove, or iu the oven with the 
door open. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

To Cure Warts. —“Take the inner rind of a lemon, steap it 
twenty-four hours in vinegar, aud apply it to the wart. The 
lemon must not remain on the part above three hours, and 
mast be applied fresh every day.” Another remedy: “Tako 
a cake of dry pipe-clay, and scrape a little from it, then rub 
the wart well with It four or six times a day till It disap¬ 
pears." Another receipt: “ Dissolve us much common wash¬ 
ing soda as the water will take np; wash the warts with 
this for a minute or two, and let them dry without wiping." 
This repeated will gradually destroy the largest wart, and if 
regularly continued for about two mouths, generally suc¬ 
ceeds perfectly. 

Oyster-Catchup. —Boil one hundred oysters with their 
liquor till the strength be extracted from them; straiu 
them well, and add to the liquor au equal quantity of wine, 
one half port and the other sherry, also a quarter of au 
ounce of mace, the same of white pepper and of allspice, a 
drachm or teaspoonful of ginger, aud six anchovies; boil all 
together about fifteen minutes. Put into a Jar twelve 
ahalots, the peel of a lemon, and a piece of horseradish cut 
small; pour upon them the boiling liquor, aud when cold- 
bottle it, together with the spices. 


To Pickle But-root .—Wash it perfectly dean, but do no 1 
cut off any of the fibres; put it on in plenty of boiling water 
with a little salt, and boil it for half an hoar; if the skin 
will com * off easily, it is dons enough. Lay it upon a cloth 
and with a coarse oue rub off the skin. Cut it into slices, 
put it into a jar, aud pour over it vinegar which has become 
cold, after haviug been boiled in the proportion or hall »n 
ounce of whole block pepper aud a race of ginger to a quart 
Cover the jar closely when cold. 


FASHIONS FOR DECEMBER. 

Fie. L—Walking-Dress or Emerald-Green Cloth. —The 
skirt is trimmed with four strips of gray Astracau fur. The 
sacque, which is rather deep aud square, as well as the small 
muff, is also trimmed with fur of a narrower width than that 
ou the skirt. Tyrolean hat of plum-colored felt, with a 
cock's plume. 

Fia. u. —Carriage-Dress or Red Silk.— The skirt has 
one deep flouuce ou iuside plaits, stitched about two inches 
from the top, which forms the heading. The waist lias a 
deep basque, which buttons straight down the front, like a 
deep vest, and is trimmed with black guipure. The very 
deep, loose sacque, is of black silk, trimmed with a deep 
lace, liued with a white quilted satin, aud turned hack at 
the fronts, forming rovers. Coat sleeve, with a deep, square 
cuff. Hat of black rei vet, with a red bow in front, black 
plume, aud ends of lace. 

Fio. xu.—H ouse or Carriage-Dress of Gray Popux.— 
The lower skirt has one deep flounce, rather scant, with two 
standing-up ml flea os headings. The upper-ekirt is cut with 
a sharp point iu front, and falls to the top of the flounce at 
the hack, aud is trimmed with a broad buud of black velvet, 
headed by a narrow edge of black guipure. The square 
sucqne of gray poplin is trimmed like the upper-skirt. 

Fio. iv.—-Evening—Dress or Primrose-Colored Silk.— The 
lower skirt is made with a demi-train, and is trimmed with 
a scant flouuce of silk, headed by a baud of black velvet, 
corded on eithei side with primrose siik ; above this baud is 
a full quilling of the silk. The upper-skirt is short at the 
hick, aud quite plain, but in front it is deep, cut iu a point, 
and trimmed with four scant ruffles, plainly hemmed; it is 
looped up at the sides by bands of black velvet, curded with 
the silk ; a similar baud forms the waistbaud, and trims the 
low, square neck. A tuft of primroses is placed on the left 
side of this trimming, where it joins the shoulder-strap. 
Primroses, with black velvet leaves, iu the hair. 

Fig. v.—Walking-Dress or Black Bilk.— Tim lower-skirt 
is quite plain ; the upper-skirt is ouly a plain silk skirt, 
untriramod, and looped up at the sides. The wrap is of 
black aud white woolen plaid, trimmed with a woolen fringe, 
and having large hanging sleeves. A small scarf of the 
plaid is attached to the right shoulder, and can he worn 
close around the throat, if desired. Black hat, with dark- 
blue veil at the back. 

Fio. vi.—Walking-Costume*— The skirt is of dark-blue 
serge, with one deep-plaited flounce; the over-skirt aud 
basque are of dark-blue aud black plaid flaunel, trimmed 
with worsted friugu; the skirt is shorter at the sides than 
iu front, and is looped up iu the back. The basque is cut 
in points back and frout. Black felt bat, trimmed with 
blue velvet. 

Fig. vu.—Carriage Dress or Qrat Silk.— The skirt is 
trimmed with five bias bands, and three rows of narrow 
plaiting of a shade of silk darker Uutu the body of the dress. 
The tunic is round, and gathered lip in frout without any 
trimming, and has two long, wing-like ends at tlio side, aud 
two loug, straight tabs at the buck, triaimed with one bias 
baud of silk, and one row of narrow plaiting, like those ou 
the skirt. The tight-fitting coat basque is short on the 
hips, aud turned back with revert to the back, and is cut 
rather long and square in frout; wide sleeves, with the 
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trimming put on in point*. Small, gray, velvet bounet, 
trimmed with pink ruses. 

Fw. vim.—Walking-Dress of Chestnut-Brown Poplin.— 
There b a row of embroidery above a row of fringe some 
distance up, ou the undor-skirt; the upp^r-ekirt t* also em¬ 
broidered, and cut in deep Scallops, edged with fringe; it is 
slightly puffed iu the bank. Tight-fitting basque, quite 
short in front, where it is edged with fringe, made with 
thiee Gothic ends at the lxick, embroidered and trimmed 
with fringe. Bonuet of chestnut-colored velvet, trimmed 
with pink rosea. 

Fiq. ix.—Walking-Dress of Prone-Colored Cashmere.— 
The bottom of the under-ekirt is trimmed with oue rather 
deep rnftle, laid iu full plaits, above which are two rows of 
black gimp, heading a narrow fold of the cashmere. A 
trimming of the samo kind is put straight down each side of 
the front width, and five bauds of the same cross the front 
width, making an apron trimming. The nppor-skirt is open 
iu front, looped at the hack, and trimmed with a narrow 
plaiting, like that On the under-skirt. Tight-fitting, half- 
long basque, with wide sleeves, trimmed to correspond with 
the skirts. Silk ones, with plaiting and narrow folds in the 
place of the cashmere, would add much to the richness of 
thb costume. 

Fro. x.—N ew Style Basque (with Diagram.)—F or a de¬ 
scription of this see page 446, where also will be found the 
diagram. 

General Remarks.—T ho Polonaise is the newest fashion 
and is most graceful of all garments. It is close-fitting, long, 
and can be easily and beautifully draped. Both stout and 
slender figures look well in this garment. Fora full figure the 
skirt cun be more gored below the waist, thus preserving 
the present style of dress, and for slight persons, more fhl- 
ness can be added, and both ways bo equally in the fashion. 
The Polonaise buttons all the way down from the neck to 
the bottom of the skirt, and may be worn to look well over 
a skirt of any color suitable with it. No belt is worn with 
tilts garment. ^ 

For the Ordinary Double 8ktrt. the upper one is made 
shorter than formerly, and a half-long jacket, paletot, or 
sacqne, is worn as an out-door wrap. Dresses cut open at 
the neck are not as popular as they were last winter, as 
tho change from close-fitting bodies is apt to pro luce colds; 
bnt some persons think them so much more dressy that 
they still persevere in wearing them. A more ornamental 
appearance is given to a dress, when made close iu the neck, 
by adding a vest of some pretty contrasting color. The vest 
is usimlly a false piece laid on the front of the bodice, and 
confined to its place by the trimming. When the appear¬ 
ance of a vest is wished, of the same material as the dress, 
the shape of it is produced by the way in which the trim¬ 
ming is placed. 

Basques, with plaits, are no longer so fashionable; but 
plain, square ones, like a tight-fitting coat, cut away at the 
sides, are popular. 

Sleeves are again made close for the cold weather; the 
long-worn, becoming coat sleeve, with a large, square caff, 
being the most in favor. For more dressy occasions, a half¬ 
open sleeve is preferred. 

Flounces and Ruffles still retain their popularity, they 
are so graceful; but efforts are being made to make folds, 
and ail kinds of flat trimmings the fashlou, by those who 
love variety. French folds, bias bands, etc., only look well 
on rich or heavy materials; whereas, on thinner goods, 
ruffles are mnch more suitable. Embroidery and braiding, 
are beautiful adjuncts to a dress; bnt unless done by one’s 
self, they are expensive, and require a good deal of time. 
Fringe is also a gracefril trimming, but should be rich and 
heavy, not to have a mean look, especially if wide. 

The Sash, as formerly worn, is bnt seldom seen now; 
when used with high bodies, It is tied over the basque on 


the left side, and only carelessly knotted at the waist, and 
sometimes kuottad the second lime lower down on the skirt. 

Sacques, Mantles, Paletots, etc., of hoavy cloth, are not 
very loug, nor quite tight-fitting; some come in close to 
the figure iu front, and are rather louse iu the back ; others 
fit more tightly in the back, and are looso and squuro-i& 
front. Dark-pl am, green, blue, and niaroou, are the fish ion- 
able hues. The all-dark tints are worn to suit the fancy. 
Pipings of satin and silk fringe, embroidery, and braiding, 
are all worn on the winter garments. 

Cashmere Garments, tor out-door wear, when it is not 
very cold, are made with folds at the back, and a profusion 
of jet upon the folds., and likewise all round the guruient. 
Jet is likewise again coming iuto favor, and it is to be much 
worn, during the wiuter, ou velvet mautles and Polonaises. 
For heavier out-door coverings, there are ouly two varieties 
—very short ones, to wear with costumes, and very long oues, 
to serve as dresses as well as mantles. There is no me- 
duim size. 

Bonnets, as they are now made, are not becoming to all 
faces. They look enormously high, os seen from the front 
and sides; the crowns are large, round, and most ungraceful, 
and the expense enormous. Strings of the ribbon Are 
usual, and to these are frequently added the softer and more 
becoming black lace lappets, but not so loug as those 
formerly worn. 

Round Hats, for young girls, are stiff, bnt stylish look¬ 
ing; they are high, with folds of silk urouud tho crown, and 
tufts of small ostrich feathers fall from the back toward 
the front, or cock's plumes fail back. This is tho most 
popular style, but it is varied, according to taste. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fig. i.—Drum of Crimson and Black Plaid Poplin for 
a Little Girl.— The dress is made bias, and needs no trim¬ 
ming; the coat is of dark gray cloth, trimmed with two 
narrow bands of crimson silk, with buttons placed between. 
Square cape and close sleeves, ornamented iu the samo way. 
Plaid poplin sash. Biuck velvet hat, trimmed with black 
feathers, and a crimson rose. 

Fig. u.—Dress op Violet Cashmere for a Little Girl.— 
The frout of the skirt is 'striped the wholo length, with 
bands of wide, violet velvet ribbon ; at the back there is a 
trimmiug of narrow velvet, whicli is not quito a quarter of 
a yard in depth, headed by a row of tho wider velvet. The 
upper-skirt is edged with a quilling of velvet, and is looped 
up with velvet rosettes. Basque of violet velvet, with rather 
loose sleeves, and a boa' at tho bock. Light gray bat, with 
a gray plume, and a band of violet around the crown. 

Fig. iu.—Boy’s Dress of Brown Velveteen.— The skirt 
is laid in fall plaits; the close-fitting jacket is cut in Gothic 
points, back and front, but Is open on the hips. It is trim¬ 
med with metal buttons. Brown velveteen cap, a*ith a gray 
plume in front. Russia boots, and scarlet strings. 

Fig. iv.—Dress for Quite a Small Boy.— Tho trousers 
are of blue velveteen; the jacket and waistcoat are of white 
cashmere, trimmed with a narrow binding of gray plaid 
silk, and the mould buttons are also covered with the same 
kind of silk. A thick cord is also covered with this silk, 
and trims the top of the left sleero. 

Fig. v.—Young Lady’s Dress of Fawn-Colored French 
Merino. —The under-skirt is made with one deep, full plait¬ 
ing, headed by two narrow scalloped ruffles, one of which 
turns up, and the other down, and separated by a narrow 
bond of silk. The upper-skirt is trimmed with one such 
ruffle, and is looped up at the sides with bows of silk. The 
basque is cut round at the back, and is not very deep, but 
iu front it is much longer, and is buttoned all the wuy 
down; it is slightly open in front, and is trimmed like the 
skirts, llalf-loose sleeves. 
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Sewing Machine 

>FY U sew everything needed in a family, from the heaviest to 
the lightest fabric . 

IT DOES MORE WORK, 

MORE KINDS OF WORK, 

AND BETTER WORK, 

Than any other machine. 

FLORENCE SEWING MACHINE Co. 

FLORENCE, MASS. 


Trade Mark. Patented 1868. 

BBAUD 


For fall and winter wear, in a beautiful shade of 


i Er«ry 6afiy malt A.vre ft- r* Tnoaomiar 
wiTKC-raooF, protect* clothing, retains 
linen diaper, avoids pins, permits circu¬ 
lation of air. Rc-ommenclea by phydelan* 
and all mothers whose children nave worn 
them. Made In 4 slxei— 1 , email cat; 4 
largest—ereins!rely bvEUREKA DIAFKXI 
CO., 539 Urtva/lway, K. Y. Sample mailed 
on receipt of fl. Fold aim by Stownrt, 
CUflln, Lord <t Taylor, Arnold £ Constable 
and firat-clasa Infv>ts Clot'.!-»ar, Fancy and 
Dry (InndeShwes. AnklbrETRIlK A PrAPnt; tms they N-irstimri of 
tUIvfclK A PATENT DIAPER CO. Take no other, / .-cats wanted. 
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Are to be found at the principal dry-goods stores throughout 
the United States. 

49“ Purchasers will know these Goods, as a ticket is 
attached to eneh piece, bearing u picture of the Buffalo, 
precisely like the above. 

PEAKE, OPDYCKE A CO., 
427 & 429 Broadway, New York. 

Sole Importers of this Brand f>r the United States. 


ESTa 


ENOCH 

MORGAN’S 

SONS’ < 


SAPOLIO 


Cleans windows, scours knives and table ware, removes stains and rust, and Is the Tory best thing ever used for general 
houso cleaning. Fur eale by all good Grocery and Drug Stores. Wholesale, 211 Washington Street, N. Y. 


THE LADIES’ FLORAL CABINET, 


49* A beautiful new Home Paper, devoted to Flowers and Pictorial Home 
Reading; only 75 cents per year. In clubs of ten only GO cents each. Every 
subscriber at 75 cents gets a package of flower seeds of the Diadem Pink. Send 
10 cents for specimen copies. 

43“ Send 50 cents for “ Every Woman Her Own Flowar Gardener,” a 
charming new book on Flower Gardening, for ladies. 

43* Send 30 cents, and take a trial trip of three months with The Horti¬ 
culturist, a handsomely illustrated Magazine devoted to Flowers, Gardening, 
Fruits and Rural Art and Taste. Price reduced to $2 per annum; six months, 
$1 * clubs of 10, one year, $10. 

4S' Send 50 cents for a box of the Ladies’ Cabinet Initial Note Paper, rose 
tinted and perfumed—your own initial at top—superb novelty; contains also a 
package of flower seeds free. 

49“ Window Gardening. —Ready December 15th. Price $1.50. 

49“ Send 3 cent stamp for Club List of 100 Papers. 

49“ All the nbove Books and Papers for sale by News Dealers. 

Send stamp for my illustrated Catalogue of Rural Books. 

Address HENRY T. WILLIAMS, Proprietor, 

5 Bookman Street, New York. 


A HANDSOME FULL GILT PHOTOGRAPH 
Album, holding 20 full-size pictures, mailed postpaid 
for 25 cents, 6 for $1.00, $2.25 per dozen. Circulars dree. 
_Address C. S. RILEY, Holland. N. Y. 


WARRANTED PERFECTLY 8AFE. 

IS USED IN OVER 150,000 FAMILIES. 

OIL HOUSE OF CHAS. PRATT, 
Established 1770. 103 Fulton St., N. Y. 


R ifles, shot guns, revolvers, gun 

Material. Write for Price List, to GREAT WESTERN 
GUN WORKS, Pittsburgh, Pa. Army Guns, Revolvers, 
Ac., bought or traded for. Jgmts wanted. 


SWEET SIXTEE : 

well as beautiful, use Ilagan's Magnolia Balm upon your 
face, neck and hands, and Lyon's celebrated Kathairon upon 
your hair. The Balm makes your complexion natural, 
transparent and lively. It removes Freckles, Pimples, 
Moth-patches, Ac., and instead of a red, rustic fore, you 
have the marble purity of a city belle. It gives to middle 
ago the bloom of youth. Add to this a luxuriant head of 
hair, produced by Lyon’s Kathairon, and a lady has done 
her happiest thing in the way of adornment. It is the bee 
Drawing in the world, and prevents the hair from falling 
out and turning gray. Sold by all Druggists. 


A EvJ & the" 1 ABTHMJL ar0 ^ 

Relief guaranteed in five minute*, Vy inhala¬ 
tion. lias highest testimonial^ from the medical 
iprofewlon. Price $2 nor box. Went by mail, post¬ 
age prepaid, on receipt of price. 

WM. 11. KARNHAAI A CO., 210 Broadway, N. Y. 
43“ Sold by all Druggists. P. O. Box 2S12. 
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